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^ ^ OILLO-O-O ! Ahoy there ! ! ! ” 

XI The Voice — a strong but silvery one, a blend, as it were, of the two sorts of Sirens (fog-horn and pretty girl 

to wit) — sounded, like that of Mrs. Beowning's Great God Pan,” down in the reeds by the river. 

Mr. Punch, who was ** paddling his own canoe,” responded with a sonorous ** Aye, aye ! ” turned with one dexterous 
stroke his canoe-point shorewards, and— came plump upon old Father Thames, the unmistakeable “ reverend Sire ” himself, 
but “ so neat and so clean and well-flannelled withal,” that Mr. Punch, accustomed of late years to the sort of mulberry-nosed 
mudlark of the metropolitan Thames-reaches, started in pleased surprise at his old friend^s picturesque spick-and-spanness. 

A moor-hen scuttled away through the reeds, and a kingfisher flashed like a winged jewel across the creek, as the 
prow of the Sage’s canoe “ pointed” at the recumbent Sire of Streams. 

Why, Father, I hardly knew you ! ” cried Mr. Punch. 

Because I appear in my native shape, undisguised by dirt, and unattended by dead dogs,” responded Father 
Thames, sententiously. 

Well, flannels and a clean face certaiuly suit you better than a costume d la ehiffonnier^ and reeds and kingfishers 
are worthier of your poetical antecedents than a retinue of long-shore rubbish.” So the Sage. 

** Of course,” said Father Thames. ” But Civilisation has treated me badly. Precious few kingfishers left, I can teU 
you ; cockney sportsmen and sham ornithologists have taken care of that I By the way, you ’ll find a beaker of Iced Deli- 
ciousness down in the moss there. Spare it not, — any more than I hope you will the pernicious fools who do their best to 
exterminate the Thames/ctuna/” 

Then was there xnusio as of nectar sweet 
Glug-glngrging from some high Olympian bottle ; 

The sotmd of shandy-gafi descending fleet 
The Sage’s throttle. 

But that *s not the only bone I have to pick with Civilisation,” pursued the Hoary Sire. " They ’ve churned my 
upper reaches into saffron mud with their pestilent Steam-Launches, and converted my lower ones into a malodorous drain 
with their trade-refuse. They Ve potted my moor-hens, and peopled me with sewer-rats. Where they have not been able to 
make me unclean, they have made me cockneyfied. But they might Defend me ! ” 

Oho ! ” cried the Sage. “ Then you too, O aged Kecluse of the Keeds, O venerable Solitary of the Sedges, have 
been seduced by the Modern Magazine, have been lured into the maze of Contemporary Polemics I ” 

Mr. Punch,” said Father Thames, with energy, ** a Becluse may be a Patriot. And who should be a Patriot if not 
I ? Once indeed, long, long years ago, my stream was dishonoured by a foreign ship with a broom at its mast-head. WeU, 
well, never mind. But I donH want it to happen again ! ! / ” 

Naturally,” rejoined Mr. Punch, National Defence is a subject which is now attracting a lot of attention. The 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


Defence of the Thames is a very essential part of it. An enemy's iron-clads in the Pool would be as little to your mind as 
torpedo-fishing at Pangbourne ; eh, mine Aquatic Ancient ? ” 

** Precisely, my Punohitts ! How long then would it he before Toby there floated, paws upwards, off the Temple 
Gardens, whilst Ms Mighty Master mourned in a Tower dungeon ? ” 

Sursum corda, Sire ! responded the cute but ever-cheery Oracle of Fleet Street, ** 'Tis a far cry to Traitor's Gate, 
To adapt the Wizard once more : — 


“ Our Wimbledon has marksmen good, 
(Though Dukes be dour and snubs be rude,) 
Cockneys are chaps of loyal mood ; 

On Surrey hills live stalwart men, 

On Kentish cliff, in Berkshire glen ; 


“ And many a ship shall be shot-tom. 

And many a man to earth be borne, 

And many a hnlk go up in fiames. 

Ere foreign foe shall sweep the Thames.” 
* # * « 


Father Thames gave an exultant whoop that set the Dog of Dogs yapping in joyous sympathy, and startled the distant 
punt-angler so that he lost the first big 'un he had hooked that afternoon. 

" Natheless, my Grand Old Man of Bivers,” pursued Mr. Punch, ** we must look well after you* As I said, you look 
splendid in flannels, hut we can rig you out in armour-plate at need. Neither you nor Bbitannia herself must remain 
Unprotected. Whilst Scribes scribble, and Optimists orate, and Pessimists perorate, and Officials glose, and ex-Officials 
growl, I Punch, mark, and meditate, and presently shall put my foot down. You know what that means ! 

“ My eye, descending from my Den, surveys 
Where Thames, gay-decked, but undefended, strays ; 

Thames, the hest-loved of all our Ocean’s sons. 

They ’d better watch it, our Unknowing Ones I 
If they leave you unsafe from source to sea, 

They ’U have to reckon, da'wdling dolts, with Me ' 

♦ ♦ ' * • # 

Oh, could they flow like thee, and make thy flood 
Their great example ; clear their minds from mud, 

When quiet, be not quite so deadly dull, 

Nor, when they move, so prompt to make a Mull ! 

Shade of Denham, forgive me ! What 's that you Ve got tucked up there, Father Thames ? ” 

** Well— ahem ! — it ’s — hum ! — ^in point of fact it 's a Blue Book on National Defence ! " 

** The dickens it is ! Find it cheer your course, and solace your solitude ? 

** On the contrary cried Father T h a me s, with emphasis. ** Fancied it might be nice reading for bad weather 

when my patriotic heart aches, and there are no pretty girls about to turn the dull pain into a pleasing flutter. But as far 
as I can make out, there 's neither point nor patriotism in it, andl 'd put it aside for pipe-lights.” 

“ Point ? Patriotism ! Be these your desiderata, dear old boy ? ” cried Punchius. ‘‘ Then I think I can put you up 

to a good thing. Pitch those ponderous pages to limbo. Here 's something worth both your P’s, and any number of others 

into the bargain : such as Pregnancy (of wisdom and wit). Pungency, Polish, Practicality, Pelluoidity, — a very peck of P’s 
summed up in one Big Big P— which is PUNCH 1 1 J As to Defence, dear boy, it wiU arm you (against Dulness and other 
dangers) better than iron-clads in your estuary, or towers along your steeps. Take it— with my blessing ! " t ’ 

And Mr. Punch handed to Father Thames his ® ' 
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MAXHUaAL OF THE MONET MARKET. 

Oh, what shall I do with my money ? 

Ah, how can I safely invest ? 

Not so as the bees gather honey ; 

Then plunderers rifle their nest. 

Land ’s hardly worth more than old armour ; 

Few landlords it yields a Knight’s fee. 
Now farming pays not e’en the Farmer, 
What rent could the Farmer pay me ? 

Oonsols offer some consolation, 

Though dividends be but mean rents. 
Conversion, if not confiscation, 

Ere long may overtake Three-per-Oents. 

No gamester gay, care-free, and frisky, 

I fear me the course of affairs 
Bids Capital force into risky 
Funds, stocks, speculations, and shares. 

My wealth, if unable to use it, 

In strong-box or bank shall I store ? 
j O d^ ! I might, rather than lose it, 

1 Give all I ’ve got, bang, to the Poor ! 


Points op Prudence.— M ake friends of 
I none but rich people who are unlikely to ask 
I yon for pecuniary assistance. Never lend more 
than yon can afford to lose ; but if you want 
to stop off anyone from trying to borrow 
ixioney of yon above that amount, it may he 
expedient, at a pinch, to offer him a loan of 
five filings. 


AN IDYL ON THE ICE. 

FuR-appareUed for the skating, 

Comes the pond’s acknowledged Belle ; 
I am duly there in waiting, 

For I T1 lose no time in siting 
That I love the lady well. 




Then to don her skates, and surely 
Mine the task to fit them tight. 
Strap and fasten them seonrelys 
WhUe she offers me, demurely. 
First the left foot then the right. 


Off she circles, swiftly flying 
To the iK>nd’s extremest verge ; 
Then returning, and replying 
With disdain to all my sighing. 

And the love I dare not urge. 

Vainly do I follow after, 

She ’s surrounded in a trice, 

Other men have come and chaffed her, 
And the echo of her laughter 
Comes across the ringing ice. 

StiU I ’ve hope, a hope that never 
In my patient heart is dead ; 
Though fate for a time might sever, 
Though she skated on for ever, 

I would follow where she fled. 


A Costly Complaint.— C old in the head, 
catarrh, and paying through the nose. 


A DREADFUL DOUBLE RAP. 

Rat-a-tat, tat 1 
There ’s a knock at the door, 

I wonder who *s that ? 

Am afraid it ’s a bore ; 

An intruder, maybe, both a bore and a dun, 
Formed of two bores together, a monster in 
one I 

A Jewish King- of France,— O ld Clotis. 

A Form of Equestrian Drama— H orse- 
play. 
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FAIRY TALES FOR THE FOUR SEASONS. 


DAYS PEOM THE DIAEY OF A DOTFEK. 

Janmry 1. — Resolved to mate myself proficient in every variety 
of manly sport;, exercise, and amnsement during coining year. Nothing 
hut praciaoe required. Will miss no opportunity for future 
14.— Bali at .^embly Booms. Odd how tew girls seem to dance 
thought I gave them plenty of cJtoice, too r 
28 .— I<^ hearmg splendidly. Volunteered to teach Letitia figure- 
skating, hut cut different figure from what I anticipated. Told 
Letitia I wouH ^ow her the « outside edge.’» When I was getting 
whether I hadn’t meant the “ spread-Wl^’ 
Afraid I look a trifie “ spateh-cocky.’^ ^ ® 

Mbrmry 1.— Fmsb still severe. Am staying with ftiend in country, 
who promises me a motmt, if a meet comes off while I am here ^ 
7.— Thaw. Meet do«» come off So do I. Walk home 
March 1.— Amateur periormamce of School for Scandal My first 


appearance as Joseph Surface, Bather shaky in part, but think I was 
funny— audience laughed like anything. Letitia says next time I 
had better play Noise Without, Letitia was Lady Teazle^ and I 
daresay my gag did annoy her a little. 

April, Have been whipping a trout-stream. About as much use as 
Xerxes’ flogging the Ocean. Fish sulky and wouldn’t play. 

May , — First Tennis tournament of Season. Drawn with Miss 
Shooter, ex-Champion. Think something must have annoyed her 
^f ore she came. At her request, left a good deal to her. We kept in 
tul nearly the finish, when unfortunately (my arm being so con- 
foundedly muscular) I hit hall over palings, which made it “ game 
and sett to them. Miss S. rwt a good-tempered girl. 

Jtne , — XJp the river. Bowed half a mile — ^when Letitia and the 
others said I had better ste^. If people roonH look after their oars, 
they can’t be surprised if they smash against posts ! Letitia 
wouldn t speak to me all the way from Pangboume to Paddington 1 
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July 14. — Played for my Department in Cricket Matcli. Went in 
last, and carried bat out — that is, they carried it out with me, on the 
hurdle. No idea the bowling was so terrific nowadays. Must practise 
slogging, with tennis-balls. 

Aug^ist 11. — On Yorkshire Moors : grouse-shooting. Find my eye 
is not what it was — ^nor, I fear, is the Keeper’s. What did the man 
want ? I apologised 1 

20. — ^At Zermatt. Much complimented on my mountaineering get-up. 

30.— Somehow, I don’t get up very high. Well, well, I can do 
some climbing next year. The peaks won’t run away. And (as the 
people at Hotel are beginning to be rude and chaff me) I think I shall, 

September, — Back in England. Had a day at the Partridges. Other 
men in party uncommonly civil and polite — insisted on my going 
first 1 In capital form — conversationally *, told them lots of ane^otes 
— only my gun would go off in the middle and spoil the points ! 

October, — Pheasants. We shot over dogs ; at least, I did — one. Not 


a beast worth making such a fuss about, I should have thought — 
he ’ll be all right in a month or two. 

November 4.— G-oing down to stay in country on visit. (N.B. — ^Take 
down masks to amuse children — ^they ’ll go into fits when they see me 
dressed up !) 

6. — ^They did go into fits. Host tells me of early train to town, 

December 3i.— Hadto takeLETiTiA and her little sisters to Drury 
Lane to see Pantomime. Found I had mistaken date on tickets. No 
seats — except in Pit, standing room only,^’ there. Children crying, 
the little nuisances, because they couldn’t see anything but backs I 
Letitia fainted. Took her home with as many of her little sisters 
as I could find. Letitia’s Mother says she finds I am not to be 
trusted, and I had better ‘ ‘ consider engagement at an end.” Too bad 
— because all the children turned up in a day or two, just as I said they 
would. But I don’t care — shall be more reckless in field-sports than 
ever this year — ^now I have no one but myself to consider I 










«0ItEAT EXPECTATIOlSrS » I 

Ethel (youngest BaugUer), Oh, Pa' deah, what did Geo ^what did young Mr. Brown want ? ” 

Fa \ “’Secret, mt Love. ’Wished to speak to me privately !” 

Ethel, “Oh, Pa’, but do tell me — ^’cause he was so very Attentive to me before you came in — ^and then asked me to 
Leave the Room,” 

Pa\ “Well, my dear” — ( m tr ^4?7i£sj?er)— “ he 'd left his Purse at the Office, and wanted to Borrow Eighteenpence to 
PAY HIS Train Home ! ! ” 


THE VOBKHOUSB GUY. 

(Balldd ly Mr. Bumble . ) 

I SEE in print a case upon this here last Guy Fawkes Day, 
Of sitch houtrageous imperance as to take my breath away. 


ITo joke, no joke, the Master sed hisself e didn’t call, 

Oldin’ im up to ridicule — no joke that there at all — 

Raley no larfin matter, but a werry serious fact, 

A scannalus and a infamus, wile, wicious, wicked hact. 

The prisn’er (well I nose the kind of rogue e represents) 



It made me puff and blow, my face to burn, Was the owdacious leader of a gang of male 


my eyes to stare. 


[my air. 


contents. 


And on my ed all over for to stand on end “ Sir, I got information, days afore, as ow 


^ -i 

■ I ' ! 


A pauper inmate of St, Luke’s in Chelsea, _ ® ^ 

charged with cheek P^eparm’ that there Guy for the ndi- h 

Hneard of, was at Westminster ad up before ^ 

mi. S® Beak; [defy, « j know’d wot was a goin’ on, know’d on it 

The Master of the Workus e ad dared for to days, yer know, [go, 

So as to make a effigy to bum im in, a Guy. All that wile I was up to im, and on I let it M 
The Labour-Master watched im from the Accordingly I laid in wait meanwhile, and 




dormitoiy steal, 


[conceaL 


took my aim. 


The Guy conweyin iiris and that hobject to I finish it, Sir, — let im end is little ^ 


^ ^ ‘ ‘ Afisiin of it gainst a pile of f aggots wen e seed, 

The witness e was down on im, and cotoh’d im in the deed. 

A Guy Fawkes in the Workus ! ” says the ^Magistrate, says e, 

“ How was it as you come to know of that conspiracee ? ” 

Witn^s replied e ’d eared about the plot the prewious day, IliiSfUiffl 
To bring the Master in contempt, on which is plans e lay. M 

The pris’ner wen e took e then the Master brought afore. 

“ The Guy, too,” said the Beak, “ thought you it any like- 
ness bore ? ” 

“ As nigh as possible ” — no f tm the witness meant to poke. 

The B^k observed, “ I spose the Master thought it a bad ^ 

There wam’t no evidence, e sed — speech I don’t admire — '4' 

The pris’ner guilty of intent the heffigy to fire. T|i | 

The Master was too sensible a man, e dared to say, SlKWl' mJ!;! ;f 

To mind about a effigy made up on Guy Fawkes Day. 




game.' ~ 

“ Well,” sed the Beak — a norful crime e took uncommon cool — 

“ Sitch public men as yon don’t mind a little ridicule. 

^ ^ ’Tis ony wot their character is able to affiord, 

If . ■! better bring this serious charge afore the Guardians’ 

n!fe ' 

f ' ( *'1 "Wot lenity, and clemency and levity mistook, 

himpious pauper off wen e was brought to 

hook 1 

Idi as dared bring the Master of the Workus into ' 

= ^ have got penial servitude as sure as e was bom. 

. If I was Gov’nor Gen’ral of all Unions, I ’d command 

This notice on the door of ev’ry Workus in the land, 

By way of information to all paupers as come near — 
“Give over all ideers of fun, all you as henters ere/^ 
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WHAT OXTEL ARTIST HAS TO PUT UP WITH.— (Tlie Anti-Beauty Crusade in Modem Art Criticism.) 

JSmwierU Art Critic, “Yes, my* young Feiend— as I hate often said in Feint— you, in common with all the Modeen English 
School of Female Figuee Paintees, aee depeaved by a moebid and inane love of Prsttiness^ to the exclusion of all the 

STBENEE QUALITIES OF CjSABAGTSR, BEALITT, TrXTTH TO i^ArURE— A— A ^By THE WAY, HEEE COME MY WlFE AND DaUGHTEES, WHO 

shaee my Views. Let m e inteoduce you.^* jOur Artist uTiderstands the JSminmt Critic's point of view, omA forgives Urn, 











"Tvi 









mm 


















A TOO PAIR ONE. 

Me» ** I DECLARE, Mlc>S ANGELINA, YOU TREAT ME WORSE THAN Y'OUE DOG ! ” 

S?ie, “ Oh, Mr. de Mogyns, how can you say so ? I ’m sure I never make the Slightest Difference between you I ” 















THE “MASKE” OP MOMUS A NEW-YEAE’S “REVEL; 
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A PROTEST. 


Eastern Counties Rustic {to the New Incumbent), **Beg y’ pakbon, Sib — but be yeaou a coin’ to fabm yae Glbbe, Sib? *Catjse 
AS HOW — THA ’s THE 'aBLIE5*T AN’ FOBBUDEST BIT O' LAND I* THE WHOL* PABISH— -AN* OUB LAST PaBSON, HE USED TO GET IN HIS 
HaYE — THEN HE CLAP ON THE PbAYEB FOB RaIN ! 4N* WHi^BE WOH We ’ ?” 


MASTER TOMMY^S 

HOUSEHOLD EECEIPTS. 

.Now to p'lct ink-spois on 
to Light Blue Satin Fin*- 
niture.—^QQt a morning* 
when the chintz coverings 
are removed from the draw- 
ing-room in preparation for 
an evening party, and hav- 
ing provided yourself with 
a cricket-bat and half-a- 
dozen sixpenny bottles of 
Blue-black Ink, enter the 
apartment in company with 
the page. Now taldng a 
good central position, get 
him to bowl to you with 
the bottles. With steady 
hard-hitting in all direc- 
tions you will scarcely fail 
to break each in succession, 
and will find, on disposing 
of the sixth, that you have 
SO freely scattered their 
contents about the room 
that you’ may count on 
having effectually put ink- 
spots on all the light blue 
satin furniture it contains. 


What Roman Poet may 
be supposed from his name 
to be of Hebrew origin, and 
not a good specimen of the 
race ? 

The Poet Jew- venal. 



MASTER TOMMY’S 

HOUSEHOLD EECEIPTS. 

Now to produce a Nut'- 
brown Uncle. — ^AU you re- 
quire for this experiment 
is an Uncle on a visit and a 
Shower-bath. Having pur- 
chased a two-shilling bottle 
of Condy’s Fluid, proceed 
to his bed-room over-night, 
and getting on a cb air care- 
fully empty the contents of 
this into the top of the 
bath. In the morning when 
your Uncle gets into it and 
pulls the string, he wdll 
find himself drenched in a 
deep purple shower that 
will instantly darken and 
discolour his skin. As the 
stain is almost indelible and 
extremely difficult to get 
out, you may count practi- 
cally on possessing for a 
fortnight at least a Nut- 
brown Uncle. 


The Fruit best fitted for 
Chameleon’s food must 
evidently be ** Currents of 
Air.” 

St. Valentine at St. 
Stephen’13. — In Augu.st 
Members of Parliament 
begin to pair. 
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HARD TIMES 

CALENDAR. 

Ja%%ar y, — 
Time for not 
opening* Tblne en- 
velopes. Bonnet 
sLops to be par- 
ticTilarly avoided. 
Excuse for not 
employing* dress- 
makers — ^tbe pre- 
valence of in- 
fluenza and the 
chance of the dear 
children catching 
it. Return of the 
boys to school and 
consequently 
general mending 
of broken win- 
dows or the Sea- 
son. 

FehTuary , — 
Club subscrip- 
tions become due. 
Cheques to be 
paid within a 
month of this 
date to save post- 
ing. Time for 
explaining to the 
female members 
of your family 
that the Paris 
fa^ions do not 
come to town un- 
til May at the 
earliest, and it 
would be mere 
extravagance to 



Alltel"*® 


MUSIC AT HOME. 

Bto'im {enthusimtically). “Oh— what a hbmarhably finished Singeh Madame Sceiciaitlo is T’ 
Miss Knipper. “Yes, quite finished, I 'm apbaid V* 


get any new 
dresses before 
then. Last day 

rent due at the 
previous mid- 
summer. 

March. — 
County Courting 
begins during 
this month. 
Close time for 
new hat. Month 
for arguing with 
the tax-collector 
and defying the 
water-rate man. 
Domestic subject 
of debate (opened 
by the partner of 
your hopes and 
fears), "Whether 
a husband should 
like to see his 
w-ife walking 
about a perfect 
figure ?” 

Sign and Si- 
mile.— When is 
a story-teller like 
SCOEPIO ? Why, 
of course, when 
there is a sting 
in his tale. 

The Canvass- 
BACE^ED Duck:. 
— ^The favourite 
Candidate. 
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HAED TIMES CALENDAE. 

April . — Arrival of Easter holidays and school bills. G-rand giving 
np of holdings by tenants of your house property. Pailure of Chancery 
suit. General depression. Abortive attempt at retrenchment. Conun- 
drum propounded by wife of your bosom, “How can self and the 
children look like Christians on five pounds a quarter for one’s 
clothes ? ” 

May . — ^Time for maturing promissory notes. Disastrous conclusion 
of attempted Stock Exchange “ Flutter.’’ Suddenly undertaken visit 
to Southend. 

.7w?ie'.—End of time allowed for satisfaction of County ^ Court 
summonses. Peremptory demand for Queen’s taxes. Application 
for contributions to the Mansion House fund for the assistance of 
Unemployed. Departure of eldest girls to stay at a spinster Aunt’s. 


Premature entrance of senior boy into public life at a Government 
OfB.ce. Question of the Month, “What ’s to be done next ? ” 

July . — Visit to sarcastic bachelor Uncle who doesn’t mind telling 
you, that he hasn’t liked any of you, and that you only came to see 
him when no one else would haveyou.” Further pecuniary embarrass- 
ment caused by expiry of bills of one sort and commencement of 
bills of another kind. Question of your wife, How can we get on 
until September, when the Dividends will be paid ? ” 

August . — Last days of the legal term celebrated by the remainder of 
your property being thrown into Chancery. First introduction to a 
new Chief Clerk, whom you will have the pleasure of either seeing or 
hearing about weekly, sometimes daily, for the next five years. 

September . — Second visit to sarcastic bachelor Uncle of yourself and 
domestic party, in the characters of unwelcome guests. More appeals 
for support from Committees interested in ameliorating the condition 
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of the Working-man. Easy question for solution, “Is life worth 
living ? ” 

October, — ^Final disruption of family relations. Dep^ure of girls 
for governesses, and boys for clerkships at sixteen shillings a week in 
the City. Law-copying performed with some accuracy and consider- 
able despatch by yourself. Question of wife of one’s bosom, “ Js 
needlework obtainable, and do you think one would get paid for it ? ” 
l^ovember, — Failure of Bank, '‘further consideration” of original ; 
Chancery suit, and sale of house and furniture. ^ 

December . — Family gathering in cheap lodgings at Binan. General 
wish— “ May we all have a Happy New Year 

Open to Conviction. — A Prisoner at the Bar. 


SHAKSPEABE ON ELACKHEATH. 

I SAW young ’Arry with his billycock on, 

Checked trousers on his thighs, with knobbed stick armed, 
Climb from the ground like fat pig up a pole, 

And hop with such sore toil into his saddle 
As though a bran-bag dropped down from the clouds. 

To turn and wind a slow " Jerusalem,” 

And shock the world with clumsy assman^ip. 

The Milk op Human Kindness.— M ilk Punch. 
Never too Late to Mend.— My Boots. 







A OOMBIlSrATION OJ* DISAaREEABLES. 

Monday Mobning—East Wind and Rain— and the Cit? ’Bus tudl Inside and Out. 


MASTER TOMMY'S 
HOUSEHOLD EECEIPTS. I 


JSbw to cxtempoHse a. 
perfect “ Check action 
inadramng-7'007}i Gi'and 
Piano. — Selecting the 
morning of a day on 
which yonr parents have 
prepared to give a ‘ ‘ little 
mnsio,” at which a pro- 
fessional player is ex- 
pected to perform in the 
evening, choose a con- 
venient moment, and 
having opened the in- 
strument jump into it in 
a thick pair of hoots and 
dance a vigorous cmircan 
for a quarter of an hour. 
Having donethis to your 
satisfaction, procure the 
meat-chopper from the 
kitchen and hack away 
for five and twenty min- 
utes more at the ham- 
mers. How close the 
piano. In the evening 
ontheprofessional player 
sitting down to the in- 
strument he will find, to 
his surprise, that not a 
single note answers to 
his touch, and abandon- 
ing all effort to produce 
any sound from it what- 
ever, as hopeless, will 
admit that he never yet 
met with a piano pro- 
vided with such a com- 
plete check action. 


ilU‘ 



MASTER TOMMY’S 


HOUSEHOLD EECEIPTS. 


How to Break the lest 
China Tea-Service , — 
This is a pretty experi- 
ment, and may be carried 
out as follows Having 
selected an afternoon on 
which your Mother re- 
ceives visitors at five 
o’clock tea, provide your- 
self with a stout piece 
of copper wire, at one 
end of which you have 
fashioned a lasso fur- 
nished with a common 
slip-knot, and take up 
your position on the 
landing just outside the 
drawing-room door. 
H o w wait the appearance 
of John Thomas with 
the larger silver tray 
containing tea poured 
out in cups of the best 
china service, and, as he 
crosses the threshold, 
dexterously whip the 
lasso round his right leg. 
When he has proceeded 
sufiBoiently far into the 
room to make the fall 
effective, jerk the wire 
suddenly, when he will 
be instantly shot for- 


A CHLOXCE OE XBIOMCS* be instantly shot for- 

Mt, Brown, say, Maeia, what 's the meaning- oe ^ Sa-rner fairy EAm," which ward on to his face with 
I HBAE YOU SAY IN ALL THE Feenoh Shops, WHEN THEY HAVEN’T GOT WHAT YOU WANT the tea-tray, and falling 
— ^WHiCH THEY NEVER HAVE?” Mrs, B. *‘Oh, IT ONLY MEANS OF ISO 00F8E* Over the lug into the fire- 


quenob/ * 


IT COMES TO THE SAME IN THE END. 


‘How ODD ! How I ALWAYS SAY ^ Pf IMPORT * ! Bux I DAEE SAY place, effectually break 


‘ thebestohinatea-servioo. 








A COMBINATION OB AaREEABBES. 

Saturday Afterkoon — ^West Wind and Sunshine — ^Room for One, say, to Hurlingham and back, or anywhere you like. 


MASTER TOMMY’S 

HOUSEHOLD RECEIPTS. 

How to stop the Drawing- 
room Chch. — There are 
many ways of doing this. 

It may he effected by boil- 
ing it, winding it up the 
wroDg way, taking it to 
pieces and washing it in 
soap and water, or removing 
tb® main-spring. But per- 
haps the most effective 
way is to have recourse to 
liquid glue. A sixpenny 
bottle of this composition 
poured slowly in at the top 
and allowed to permeate 
the works in every part, 
will be found most effica- 
cious. As it rapidly hardens 
and cannot practically be 
eliminated from the me- 
chanism without subjecting 
every portion of it to a red 
I heat, it may be safely relied 
on as a safe and effective 
medium for permanently 
1 shopping the drawing-room 
clock. 

i iTioN FOE Damages. 
— BJces V. Smith . — Suit sus- 
tained by Plaintiff for inju- 
ries received by cutting his 
hands with broken glass 
bottles in climbing over 
Defendant’s garden wall, 
and being bitten on his 
premises by a savage dog 
not under proper control. < 




THE TJBI^XHTOXJS* Additional Bills of every 

Alf. “Ullo, ’Aery J ’Ow did you come down ? *Arry. *‘’Ow? Third- kind — more billing than] 
Class Ticket-— Second-Ciass Carriage— an* Fus*-Class Co’p’ny I Yah-ha-ha 1 1 ” cooing. Education I 
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THE IBBEPHESSIBEE. 

ShoeUazTc , “ Shine tee Boots, Sm ? Polish ter ( 


Eye- gloss.) yer Wint^er. Sir ? « ” 


(Unappalled hy scowl through 



IIP 









iws EIVEESIDB ADWEUrTTE. 

(A Trew Fact as appened at Great Marlow on 
Bank Olliday ) 

I WAS setting 
one day in the 
shade^ 

In the butifull 
month of 
Angrust, 

When I saw a I 
most butifull 
Maid 

A packing of 
eggs in sum 
sawdust. 

The tears filled her butifull eyes, 

And run down her butifuU nose, 

And I thort it was not werry wise 
To let them thus spile her nice close. 

So I said to her, lowly and gently, 

“ Shall I elp you, O fair lovely gal ? ” 

And she ansefed, O dear Mr. Bentley, 

If you thinks as you can, why you shall.’' 

And her butifull eyes shone like dimans. 

As britely each gleamed thro a tear. 

And her smile it was jest like a dry man's 
When he 's quenching his thirst with sum beer. 

Why she called me at wiince Mr. Bentley, 

I sort quite in wain to dishcover ; 

Or weather 'twas dun accidently, 

Or if she took me for some other. 

I then set to work most discreetly, 

And packed all the eggs with grate care ; 

And I did it so nicely and neatly, 

That I saw that my skiU made her stare. 

So wen aU my tarsk was quite ended, 

She held out her two lilly hands, 

And shook mine, and thank’d me, and wended 
Her way from the Eiver’s brite sands. 

And from that day to this tho I’ve stayed, 

I ’ve entirely failed to diskever 

The name of Hiat brite Dairy-Maid 
As broke thirteen eggs by the Kiver, 

Egbert. 


MASTEE TOMMY’S HOUSEHOLD 
EECEIPTS. 

Tlw Humorous Ancestors .— produce these 
most effectively it is desirable to be staying in 
a country house containing a handsome gallery 
of hereditary portraits, though in their absence, 
a few valuable family pictures would serve your 
purpose equally well. Having provided yourself 
with two tins containing respectively white and 
vermilion quickly drying enamel paint, proceed 
to bedizen the features of each portrait in suc- 
cession after the fashion of the clown in a 
Christmas pantomime. When a whole gallery 
containing several generations of a family are 
thus treated, the effect is extremely quaint, and 
your host probably convulsed with laughter, 
will be the first to admit that “ he did not know 
he was descended from such a set of humorous 
ancestors I ” 

SOHU OP THE PAIEING SEASON. 

(A. Bitty on Valentine's Bay.) 

When hearts and hands together 
With health and wealth combine. 
Wedlock ’s like bright Spring weather, 
While early days are fine. 

But when, with joys attended. 

The honeymoon is spent, 

The Carnival is ended ; 

And then there follows Lent. 


HARD TIMES. 

rr THE ^ RErAiL Btfsisiss StJG&ESTiTE AdTerfcisement for Somebody’s 

Patent Leather Phmes (at' cost peice, yoh mat be ^ dnoi^H oh 
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MASTER TOMMY’S 


! HOUSEHOLD EECEIPTS. 

The. Astonished JDin^ 
ne^'-Ghiests . — These may- 
be produced in the sub- 
joined manner : — The 
dinner-table being- laid, 
and the chairs placed in 
nosition, enter the room 
unobserved with a hand- 
saw. Now proceed to 
saw through the back 
legs of every chair in 
succession, leaving them 
so slenderly attached 
that on the slightest 
pressure they will give 
way. On dinner being 
announced, the eighteen 
guests win assemble in 
the dining-room, and, 
on sitting down simul- 
taneously, — all the back 
legs of -their chairs 
coming suddenly off to- 
gether , — vnU be precipi- 
tated backwards in wild 
confusion. Whilst 
struggling to extricate 
themselves from their 
; cpite unexpected situa- 
tion, they not fail to 

express their astonish- 
ment at their position. 




POETRY OF BREACH 
OF PROMISE. 














r My G-wbndoline, be- 
trothed to me, 
Permit me to resign 
thy hand ; 

But if thou wilt not set 
me free, 

To my engagement I 
will stand. 

The damages thou 
mightst obtain 
For Breach of Pro- 
mise shouldst thou 




I could not pay. Mere 
words were vain. 
Oh, then, accept my fond 
adieu ! 


ZINGS VON 

He , ^*Aoh ! HOW beetty are zose Green Leafs 
He . “KvITE SCHARIIMING ! 


VOOT RAHZEB HAP LEFT OONZET. 

ON YOUR Gown I She. “ So glad you admire them. It *s 
Zey remind von of Ify clinging rount an Olt Ruin ! ” 


Music Mad.— 
a ColwelUHatchney Cor- 
respo7ident.') — ^Why is a 
Sweep singing at his 
work like a popular 
Italian Composer ? — 
Because he ’s a Giro 
P iNSUTi. [No, we did 
not see it at first ; but, 
when explained, it was 
evident that our C. H. 0. 
meant “ a Chiro'vping 
Sooty J! 


AN IDEA OF MY OWN.'’ 





VOCES POPULI. 

SCEi^E — Madame Tussaud^s* 


Iisr THE Hall op Kings. 

Several Visitors gazing at the figures, with the air of persons afraid 
they are tahing a liberty ; Habitual Doukiey flwa Donkey ess. 

The Habitual Donhey {for the mere sake of saying something). 
Here you are, you see I ^ -r. t 

A. Visitor {who knew the figures when they were at Maker Street), 
They Ve arranged them different to wha.t they used to he I 

\^Is disappointed, without knowing why, exactly. 
First Female Ghoul {to Second ditto,), "Whateyer they^ve done, I 
do »ope they ’ve not done away with the “ Chamber of ’Orrors.” I 

wouldn’t give anything to See it if that’s g<^ I -n. . , 

Comic Cockney {inspecting group of William the Tirst ana 
Matilda), Know what they ’re a saying, Polly? 

Folly {giggling by anticipation), Ko, Jim— what? 

The C, a, well, he’s blowing her up : “ Look ’ere, Matilda,” he 
sez, “I’m’anged if they ’aven’t bin and let the Throne-room fire 
out again I ” And she sez, “ It ’s no use buU^fraggin’ me, Billiam, 
speak to the Lord ’Igh Chamberlain about it — it ’s busmess.” 

Folly, How you do go on, to be sure ! Who are these two ? Oh, 
“Richakd the First, and Bbhsbngaria,” {pronounced to rhyme 
with^^ Maria^^), What are saying ? , 

The C, C, She’s doing all the talking: “How, do take an 
umbrella Kke a sensible man,” she sez, “ that nasty battle-axe ’ll be 
no good at all, if it comes on to ram I ” . » . 

Folly {with an ecstatic nudge). Oh, you are a silly I ( Which is her 

highest meed of praise,) , , « , r r n jf tt i • 

{They come to Richard the Second and Isabella of Valois, 
The C, C, Looks sorry for himself , don’t he ? “Well, it’s done 
now, and we must make the best of it,” — them’s jAeir sentiments. 

Female of the H, B, {reading from Catalogue), “Mamed to the 
English King when only seven years old,”— pore thing— that ’s young 

to be married! , .. 77 ^ 'o- oi. 

The H, B, {after pondering this observation critically), Xes. bne 

looks more than^that there, though. 

Lsr THE Oeand Saloon. 

Crowd {round the seated figure of William Ai^t he 

natural, too I Rum old cove to look at, eh ? That s a snuff-box 
he ’s ’olding. You ’ll see his ’ed go round ijresently. 

{Mr, Cobhetfs head turns suddenly with a bland stare. All the 
women give a little start, and go off to the sleeping figure of 
Madame Ste, Amaranths, , ^ j. 

The H, B, {reading from Catalogue), “Taken from life a few 
months before her execution.”— A very fortunate escape ! 

His Female {looking over his shoulder). But it says she died by 

So it does. Ah, weR—that {desperately) was no doubt 

on some other occasion. ct 

Before a group among which Q,ueen Flizabeth, Henry the^ Seventh, 
and Sir Francis Bacon are represented, • . Ipiis is a very 
dramatic and appropriate tableau, by the way, and, in the absence 
of Shakspeare, almost solves the great problem, s 

A Visitor {referring to Queen FlizabetNs costume). You don t see 
dresses like that nowadays. , ^ 3 « x-l j* xu » 

The H, B, {to his Female), You’ve read all the fuss they re 
maJdng about that Baook, haven’t you? 


His Female, Ho, I didn’t see it. {She is the kind of person who 
can read any paper aU through and never “ aae ” anything. He reads \ 
a newspaper occasionally, and retains a general idea of the contents,) 
What luss ? 

The H, B, WeU, I didn’t read it very carefnlly myself, but it 
seems that Shakspeare wrote all Bacon’s Cryptograms, and never 
got the credit for them. 

His Female {indignantly). What a shame 1 
{They arrive at a group representing Bright, Cobden, lord 
Brougham, and Baniel O’ Connell, 

The H, B, {after examining them profoundly). Ah— and they 
look it too I 

{He has not the faintest notion what he means— nor has she. 
They move on pleased with themselves and one another. 

The C, C, {halting before an Elderly Gentleman who is sitting 
down). He ’s not arf so well done as the others ; wants cleaning up a 
bit. They have let him get so shabby. They might stand him a 
better ’at. Ugly old beggar too. Does it say who he ’s meant for ? 

TheE, G, {angrily), G-o away, Sir. What do you mean by these 
remarks ? You ’re no gentleman, Sir 1 {Rwes, 

The C, C, {moving off hastily). Well, if he ain’t one of the figgers, 
he ought to be added, that ’s,all. 


In Hall Ho. 3. 


The H, BJs Female, Hennery, come here, quick I (Hennery « 
engaged in mistaking Mr, George Odger for John Wyckliff e, bi^ 
tears himself away from this fascinating ocei^ation). Hennery, thm 
{reverentially) is ^e idfuticalumberella Dr. Kbnbalx threw down in 
the House of Commons, — Why did he throw it down? 

The H, B, {with a confused recollection of Burke), Because he 
said it was what would be at every Englishman’s throat if they 
didn’t give the Claimant his rights. 

His Female {critically). It ’s not real Alpaca. 

The H, B, That doesn’t signify. It ’s the principle of the thing, 
was arguing for. , , , 

A Small Child {who has discovered that her remarks cause grown- 
up people to smile, and becomes more voluble in consequence). All the 
Kings and Queens are only big dollies, and they look half asleep. | 
Mother, aren't the Kings and Queens big dollies, and don't they look 
half asleep ? Big half-asleep dollies. Mother, aren’t they ? I want 
to see the babies — where are the babies, Mother P May I see the 
babies? Will they be like Many's baby? WiU Mary’s baby be 
here f Why won’t Mary’s baby be here P Is Mary’s baby a dolly. 
Mother? Will be here ? - - » *77^ ^ t 

{And so on, until the proud Mother is afraid she will forget half 
the clever things Petsy has said. 

In the Chamber op Horrors. 

The Ghouls do everything thoroughly, deriving especial saUsf action 
from the sight of the identical knife employed in a celebrated case, 
and- a pleasing plan of a skeletm, with all the burnt and 
missing bones indicated in shaded ink, after which they retire to 
have a comfortable tea, and talk over what they have seen. The 
Habitual Donkey is surprised to hear afterwards, that he passed 
Hapoleor^s Carriage in the Napoleon Chamber. He had heard 
it was there— but forgot to look out for it. The Comic Oodkney 
got into the vehicle, of course, pulled out all the drawers and • 
lockers, and made Polly giggle by pretending to be Napoleon,] 
So we are able to bring down our Curtain upon a scene of 
universal contentment. 


VOL. xciv. 


B 




St. PETBit’s and Sfc. James’s face to face, 
Exchanging, with a more than courtly ^ce, 

, , Their mutned gifts and greetiugs I 
A sight TO stir the bigot ; but the wise 
Eegard with, cheerful and complacent eyes 

This pleasantest of meetings. 

Queen, fresh from' yeaw of glorious sway ; 
Pontiff, in the great Headship strong, though grey ; 

A world’s good wishes ga^er, 

From gentle hearts of all the creeds, to dower 
With love the two chief types of high-placed power, 
Good Queen and Holy Father. 


Two Jubilees I Patriot Punch is nothing loth 
In line and verse to celebrate them both. 

True freeman he, unfettered 
By servile fear, or hate’s poor purblind heat. 

When Buch'great op posites in friendship meet, 

Wit and the world seem bettered. 

The willing bow of mutual respect 
Leaves individual honour still erect. 

And liberty unshaken. 

What bulwark'fails because across the lands 
Two diverselSovereigna their illustrious ^hands 
In amity have taken " 
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THE EIME OE A EAMOUS EICTIONIST. 

[See Mr. Waltbr Besant’s Article “On the 'Writing of 
Novels,” mAtalanta for December, and Mr, Funeh’^s comments 
on the same in No. for December 24.] 

I. 

lx is a famous Fictiouist, 

And his eyes are full of woe— 

“ By thy many books in Mxjdie’s list, 

Now wherefore lookst thou so ? ” 

Eftsoons he breathes a heavy sigh : 

There was a lass,” quoth he : 

“ One lass ? Nay more— a hundred score— 

And they listened all to me I 

“ The scratching of a myriad pens 
Engaged on compositions ^ 

Moved by the hands of myriad girls 
* Of all sorts and conditions,’ 

“ They wrote of things they ne’er had seen— 
Their words were Tmd and hollow ; 

And every day, for work or play. 

This one pursuit did follow. 

“Jn editorial pigeon-holes 
Their manuscripts you ’U find. 

Or else, alack 1 they all came back, 

Inscribed,— ‘With thanks, declined.’ ” 

“.Now rouse thee, famous Fictionist, 

From this despondent plight I 
What happened then ? ” — “ With my steel pen 
I taught those Girls to write 

n. 

“ The sea of ink now rose and spread, 

And filled the wondering town— 

I was the first, with pen accurst 
To break the barriers down. 

“ Down dropt the prices paid of old 
By publishers to me — 

Now every girl could write as well, 

’Twas sad as sad could be I 

“ The Golden Butterfly did seem 
No bigger than a gnat, 

My steel is broken, and my quill 
Is played with by the cat I 

*^Ah, well-a-day I What evil looks 
On young and old I shed. 

And now I, in the place of books. 

Make bricks to earn my bread I ” 


"MARRY NOT COME UP” 

{A Fagefronn a BealistiG Bomance of the Near Future,) 

ANaELiNA sat in het boudoir pondering over her past. 
She saw herself a child many, many years ago ; then 
a young lady just released from school ; then a Parish 
Yisitor, a Hospital Nurse, an Authoress, and a Doctor. 
And ^1 through her life — ^her long life — Edwin had been 
true ! It was a sweet thought I She yielded herself so 
thoroughly to the sentiment of the moment that she 
failed to observe that the man of all others before whom 
she would wish to make a brave show was standing in 
the room in front of her. He had entered the apartment 
unobserved while she had been lost in a reverie. With 
admirable tact he stumbled over a chair, and thus gave 
her time to compose herself without embarrassment. 

“ Edwin ! ” she exclaimed, “ how you startled me I ” 

“ I am sorry to hear it, dear Angelina ; for believe me 
that I am conscious that persons at our time of life 

“Edwin I ” she cried, beseechingly. 

“Nay, hear me out, Angelina I It would be false 
kindness, my darling, if I had tried to conceal the taruth. 
My own loved one, you will never see the sunny side of 
sixty.” 

“You once used to say I was no more than fifty,” she 
put in with a pout that was half playful, half reproachful, 

“ You are right, my own soul 1 ” he cried, passionately ; 
“but that, darling, was fully ten years ago. ^ But be that 
as it may, all I would say is that at our time of life— 
you hear, darling — our ! — a sudden shook is most injurious 
to us. Now, I would give worlds if you could guess what 
I wish to say to you.” 
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FELICITOUS QUOTATIONS. 


Unemployed Party {who has not received the donation he begged for), “ Yah I 
‘JtEIOED VER LITILB FOOTSTEPS IN THE SNAOW I ' 

“How can I?” she asked, with a coquettish glance from beneath her 
spectacles, „ 

“ I have been trying to prepare you for it for more than twenty years. Can 
you not guess my secret?’^ , « , xt. j 

She looked down and sighed. Then she put >er finger near her mouth, and 

“How like the attitude in that picture of you, over yonder— painted nearly 
half a century ago I ” . 

“You are very troublesome "with your dates, Edwin I ” said Angelina, 

rather tartly, , . , is £ 

“ My own, do not speak harshly to me. Believe me, if I did not suuer from 
rhexmatism, I would throw myself on my knees at your feet. My own, my 
darling, will you be my wife ? ” , ^ ^ 

For a moment Angelina blushed with joy. Then she turned as white as 
marble. “ Impossible ! ” sho said at last, in a harsh sad voice that sounded the 
very utterance of despair. 

“ Why impossible?” he exclaimed, with all a lovers tenderness. 

“We mnst he worthy of our order,” said the nohle middle-aged person 
firmly. “ We mnst not do what they wonld not do. Have you not read the 
Kegistrar-Henerars Eeport ? ” 

“ I have,” he answered, gloomily. 

“Then I need not argue the matter so ably advocated. Edwin, my own, my 
soul, -my darling, we cannot marry because we are too young 
And Edwin bowed his head in silence, because he knew that Angelina 
was not talking at random— that Angelina was right. ^ . t -l 

And while these two fond hearts prudently pined away in smgle happiness, 
the recipe for makiug wedding-cakes was lost to the world for ever I 

WONDERFUL CREATURES! 

Wbax is a ‘Permanent Deacon?’ “No charge for him has yet appeared, 

He is a man with a rich field [^hy, In tithe-list, tax or poor-rate ; 

Of work before him, Permanent Deacon’ ’s not so 


Authority o’er him, 

Has “ W. 1>. Lichpjeld*” 


A Permanent Deacon’ ’s not so 
weird 

As a ‘ Perpetual Curate ! ’ ” 


What Kilrain wished Smith on January 1, 1888. A “ Happy New ’Ear.” 
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PUGILATIO REDIVIVA. 

(By the Ghost op Corinthiah Tom.) 

SEE, my dear Ooz,” remarked Cobihthiah Tom to Jeeet 
Hawthoebt, as they conversed in The Shades, “ that there has been 
a reviral in London of the noble Art of Self-defence.” “ Indeed I ” 
replied Hattihoebt. “How well I remember how we ‘ dropped in’ 






* handy with his manleys ’ as my old friend Mr. Jacksoh.” He soon 
discovered, however, that this so-called “ sparring-match,” was but a 
sAam, for the individual who was boxing with the Champion, con- 
tented himself with “warding off” the blows and never retnrned 
them; or, if he did so, it was in a most half-hearted manner. On 
inquiring of young Bob the reason of this, he said, “ Oh, the 
‘ bloke’s ’ his attendant, paid to stand up and be pummelled^ don’t jrou 
know,” whereupon the CoEmTHiAN expressed his high indignation 
at what he termed “ such prodigious humbug and wondered that 
H.H.H. should have condescended to patronise it. 

There was no doubt, however, but that the Art of Self-Defence was 
once more on the tapis^ and Dame Humour had gimn the office to 

arkTvio ** VnATirin<y nrvTr^a +l^o4r •frwM oartJtta-n+a mnofiliai-.i/* 


upon Mr. Jaceson in old days, and how you introduced me to the 
Champion op England, who was blowing a cloud, and whose t/ach 
Boots weighed twenty pounds.” “ Yes,” said Tom, “ and we saw a 
ra^er shady set-to with the gloves, the last time we revisited ‘ the 
glimpses of the moon*’ What say you to a trip to earth again, for 
an investigation of Lipe in London of to-day ?” 

Jebez Hawthorn was agreeable, and he and Coeinthian Tom 
were soon in the midst of “ Life in London,” and lost no time in 
cal^g on young Bob Logic, who was a “pay spark^^ like his father, 
and quite au fait with all the speees of the Metropolis. “ Eashiona 
have changed, my dear Coz,” said the Coeinthian, “ and the young 
BDCXS and ^amsiiES seem to ns to dress strangely ; but I suppose 
their attire is ‘ all the go ’ now, and these are the swell suits made by 
the Dicebt Peocbpit of the day.” “ Right you are, old Chappie,^^ 
wd young Bob Logic. “ And now, what is it you want to see ? ” 
Jbeet was rather scandalised at the “free and easy ” tone of young 
Bob towards such a GO among the “ Goes ” as the Coeinthian, hut 
Tok merely smiled and said, “ Well, Master Bob, we have heard that 
Ring or St^e of Pugilism is once more a feature of ‘Life in i 
LoTOONj’^d in search of Character we would compare the Present 
with the |[ast.” “Nothing easier,” said young Bob. “ Let us look 
in at the Flamingo Club some Sunday night, and you can see * spar- 
rmg to your heart’s content ; in fact I think I can introduce you to 
a regxdar good * glove-fight.’ ” The Trio went to the Flamingo, and 
touly it presented a motley sight. It was fall of the most extra- 
or^dinary characters of Life in London, all jostling each other with 
the utmost sang-froid. There were the Swell and the Snob— th.Q \ 
Mummee an<yhe Mug — ^the Jew and the Juggins— the Flat and the 
^W-the Teades^ and the 2bjf-the Comic (?) Tocalist and 
the C/y-/a>5»r— the Tttspitb and the TFe/sAer— the Black-leg and 
the short it was an epitome of “ high” and “ low” life, 

wlme, as the Coeinthian observed to his Coz, “ Gentlemen seemed 
to be in ‘old days.’ ’* Everyone was drinking. 

Potash,” “Gin and Ginger-beer,” 
“Bitter Be^,” “Stout,” “Port,” “Sherry,” and “ChSnpagne” 
were much m demand, nearly everyone too was “ blowing a cloud,” 
ana a great ui^y of these Yotaries of Bacchus were three sheets in 
unnd, reDmdmg CoEnrTHTAN Tom and Jeeey Hawthoen of the 
Oxoman and his mclination to get bosky, 

A person, of Irish extraction, who seemed to have a 

conceit of hims elf^ was then introduced to the company as 
Champion OF Tm Woeld. and proceeded to box with another 
individual who had come *^in his wake.” “Now,” said the 
Corinthian, we shall see whether this supposed * sfogger,’ is as 


honours were to meet iu the Prize Ring. But it was said that the 
battle was to be in France, and Coeinthian Tom declined to witness 
a fight that did not take place on Beitish soil. “No,” said he, “I 
witnessed the memorable combat between Tom Ceibb and Molineatjx 
at Thistleton Gap, and if I cannot see a ‘ set-to ’ in the Ring in my 
native country, I will not do so elsewhere.” Young Bob Logic, 
however, who had the “tip,” went off with some brother Flamin- 
goes, and on an island in the Seine among the “ Parley~voos,^^ he 
witnessed the “fistic encounter” between the representatives of 
England and America. He came back in great glee at having 
“ queered the bobbies ” on this side the Channel and “ bothered the 
gendarmes ” on the other, and Coeinthian Tom observed to his Coz, 
that young Bob was evidently a “prime favourite” among the 
Chappies and Gommies, and like a certain sprightly “nymph of 
the stage,” he could always “ count upon the boys.” It certainly 
seemed also that this encounter had been full of “go.” The 
“ Cockles ” of the hearts of Coeinthian Tom and Jehev Hawthoen 
warmed as they heard and read of “ fibbing” and “ countering” of 
“red-hot smacks,” “left-handers on the nob,” “rib-roasters,” 
“upper-cuts” “exchanges,” “bashes,” “knock-downers,” “body- 
punches,” “spankers,” “welts,” “smashers,” “whistlers,” 
“rattling ivories,” “stingers,” “bangs,” “hot-uns,” and of the 
“ tapping ” of the “ claret,” and the fiowing of “the ruby.” It was 
said bjr some cavillers that there was too much wrestling, or as they 
called it “cuddling,” but as Coeinthian Tom remarked, “it was 
the sort of ‘ cuddling ’ no man would care for who was not ‘ in train- 
ing,’ as it involved heavy punishment and hard fighting*^ Jeeex 
Hawthoen agreed with him, and said, “ both men appeared to have 
shown>^wc7c.” “ You are right,” said the Coeinthian. “ both the 
combatants showed skill, stamina, and^ manly intrepidity. They 
were no feather-bed fighters as has been insinuated, ana their game- 
ness was proved beyond question. This meeting indeed will take 
rank with the Oltmpi^ encounter between Sayees and Heenan.” 

“ Right you are,” said young Bob ; “ but do you think the Beaks 
are going to stand a revival of the Prize Ring, or will the Bobbies 
still be down on us ? ” “ That,” said the Coeinthian, “ is a poser, 

I see that one Monitor of the Public warns us that we need not ‘ hug 
ourselves with the delusion’ that the days of the Ricg will return. 
It reminds us too of the ‘ plants ’ and ‘ crosses’ and of the lowest of 
the low, who supported pugilism. It seems to me then, that while 
there is no objection to our practising the Noble Art of Self-Defence, 
the Pdgilistio Aeena will not be open to our modern gladiators. 
We shall no longer be able to carol as of old : — 

“ A Briton needs no poniards, 

No bravos ’long his street, 

His trust is in a strong-roped ring, 

A square of twenty-feet.” 

“Ah, well,” said young Bob ; “ I suppose we shall still be aRowed 
i to have our private turn-ups, and I can tell you it ’s pretty warm 
work sometimes.” “I do not think,” continued the Coeinthian, 
that we shall ever see such scenes again as in the Augustan Age 
of the Ring, but if w;e do, this combat is “ up to sample.” It was 
I made under the auspices of the best and most largely circulated of 
Sporting Newspapers, whose boast is ^ Kunquam Bormio,^ which 
^ was once e^ed by my pal and biographer Pierce Egan, and Lords, 
Baronets, Oflucers, and many real sports and turfites — s. truly select 
company— stood round the combatants. Yet he would be a rash 
man \^o dared to predict a real revival of ‘ tbe palmy days of the 
Prize Rm^’ True, Boxing is once more forming part of Life in 
London ; but, casting my optics on the Bruisers and Glattons of the 
Past, I can but exclaim, in an ancient lingo — 

“ Heu pietas, beu prisca fides, invictaque bello 
Dextra/» 

Bandolph. in Russia. 

“ Loed Randolph Chtjechill’s Christmas trip” 

Has set the tribe of quidnuncs skipping. 

Po^ I Though the Russian bear has grip, 

He ’ll hardly catch this “ tripper ” tripping I 

ME, GLADSTONE SNOWBALLED AT DOVEE. ' 

*‘Be Kent xmmannerly.”— Act I., Scene 1. 
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deliglit the children, as will also the very pretty mixed costnme 
ballet and horseshoe music of the clever Village Blacksmith’s family, 


„ . ^ KTrarTarTTra wMch last entertainment deserved its triple encort#. . , . 

Abmj. mrumqm cano^^ must he In the Butterfly Ballet at the Grasshoppers’ Feast, the dancing of 

psirjaiOLANxrs for tos year s pantomime. ^ Signora Sozo is anything hut so-so, while “JPttn on the QuieV^ hy 

have we gazed on before, hut never such a display as this. C ^ Gnu'riN and Aedeix, attirel as negro cooks-eachastudym 

magmfiq^ue, mais ce n est pas la jPantomime» I am not sorry to notice white — is a most original performance, with real humour 


Ct) 






Ifw 






in it. They do wonderful acrobatic feats with tables and chairs, but 
always as if in the Giant’s absence they were “snatching a fearful 
joy,” but a joy which knows no bounds, as is shown by their mar- 
vellous acrobatic feats— and were afoaid of making 8 uch_ a noise as 
might wake the Monster, who would return and spoil their sport, as 
his black looks would soon put even these two niggers out of coun- 
tenance. Mr, Feank Hall as Old King Cole with some sparks ot 
fun in him, gets most of it, however, out of his make-up which 
bears an absurd but striking resemblance to the well known features 
of a certain noble Lord, not altogether unknown in the yachting and 
theatrical world. Messrs. Wood and Wilkiitsok make two very comic 
old women, and there are plenty of brisk tunes, singing, and dancing. 
I must not forget the “ Change Artiste^ M. Cascabel,” whose meta- 
morphoses will delight Jlfr, Barlow* s young friends more than those 
of Ovn), His “ Saea B.,” however, is a mistake. 

Some of the scenes are charmingly painted, some by CALLCora, 
some of the rustic sort by Banks— ‘Mossy Banks.” Perhaps the 
best Landscape is the Exterior of Castle Terror, which is a work of 
Hakt. 

Mr. Bktjce Smith’s Transformation Scene, might be efEective with- 
out the Moderator Lamps and coloured shades ; as it is, it can only 
be spoken of as moderately successful. In the Harleq.uinade, which 
begins about a quarter to eleven, there are four scenes, a double supplv 
of Clowns, Columbines, and a pair of Pantaloons. Cluite a surfeit of 


1 i 




. X . -AT, ui ^^ujLUuauiueo, juiu a uauL' xanuuuujiD, V6u.iw a. w* 

Augustus “ in propriA Puss-owner.” ’ ’ 

that Dexjbiolantjs does not go in for a Grand Transformation Scene. }‘ _ „ 

Madame EIatti Lannee’s Fairies, some flowers, and a barque, or - , 

rather a pleasure-boat, in the distance, manned by children, is as f I , | f > 

much as be gives us, and quite enough after the surfeit of gorgeosity ^ v ( M | f f ! 

which the audience have had in the dozen or more foregoing scenes. ' iS \ <' \\' 

Messrs. Heebbet Campbell and Haeet Nicholls are very dwjl ' \ 

as King and Clueen, and though the “Old Gentleman and his ’ ' ^ o 

Donkey,” hy the Brothers Geippiths, may he a bit mayed out for j W 

the seniors, yet the children, for whose delectation Pantomime is _! i r . \\ i 

primarily intended, will be delighted with tteiniButable ia^ass. 

The two Brothers of Jocelyn Marquis of Caracas will aiEord the • 
youthful playgoer much amusement, and Jbc^« hmself, imper- /w'y-C'.'yi ' -'Q 

sonated hy Miss ‘W admait, — whom, of course ? 7 no?e ToJy will take . 

his nephews and nieces and aU the little Shandean family to see, in . ' / 'V- \ ?> 

tender memory of the Widow Wadman — ^looks handsome, and plays ‘ JI'lS y ^ 

and sings charmingly. Master Latjbi, the undefeated illustrator of . ^Yl<' ' 

Darwinesque theories, is this year an agile cat mstead of an acrobatic (' ''l\ 1 / 

monkey. To quote the Pote, to the tune of Anme Laune, — . ^ k f 

"We laugh until we cry. 

The Silver Wedding lalM is to my thinking, the prettiest effect in 

the Pantomime, if not the prettiest thing seen for some years, even jjv 

on the stage of Drury Lane. Like all modem Pantomimes, it mquires Time I Jack before the Conquest, 

condensation, fra it beg^ too early and Pantomimists with one Harlequin. I don’t think little Sandt, 

old friend Mr. Habht Pavis® ‘^fiteC'i^oflWomhe advertised in the bUl, wls one of theClowns, but there were 

come on, and lus yo^g the HarleaSiade’ ^ ESj^ Pantaloons, though only one was mentioned in Idle hiU. 

Vhich is the better? Which takes the Twelfth Cake ? 

new” of their old favourites— but this hy the w^,— auu also, m v i. m v 4. w,. 

some of her dances, of Miss Kattc Yatjghan “ as she used to was,” The verdict must he pronounced by the Children who will be taken 
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Time I Jack before the Conquest. 


SbViiSTS. utt. P&. 

new” of their old favourites— but this hy the w^,— auu also, in v i. m v 4. w,. 

some of her dances of Miss Kattc Yatjghan “ as she used to was,” The verdict must he pronounced by the Children who wm be taken 
whensheKater’dforthepublicat Christmastime and exemplified the to see both. So Girls and Boys come out to the play, tim moon it 
uoetrv of motion Deleiolanus is to be congratulated as usual, hut I shines as bright as day ; and so, wishing a happy holiday-time to aU 
amsiireifcrr.P«wcAwillstronglyurgehimtoinstituteanew;depMture of my young friends, I am Yours seasonably, 

Lxt Christmas, and, with one good spectacular scene, which shp^d Lappee. 

not anticipate the glories of the Transformation, and one specially — 

“pretty” scene, let him give us lots of frolic, comic husmess, and Trader 

real pantomime fun, all to he over hy eleven, and at ten let the • *11 Tvvvia 

In the Garden —If it he a diffioBlt matter to decide which is the 

better of the two Pantomimes, The Lane or The Garden, the latter Manx of the Foreign Journalists should be dear to the heart of 
c^ at least claim Conquest, who is the best Giant I’ve seen for a G-eneral Salvationist Booth, as they contribute to keep up The 
long time. There are plenty of good t^$s m Jack and the Bean- War Crg. 


of ^ a ^yfeeir»j;aA»-will| I ’ll furiush a solutiou : 


Preventing Bevolution I 
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THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE EXPRESSED DIFFERENTLY. 

Wht hbeb wb are ahain, roE tbs Sixia Tibs! Now, ip I had wabted to see tott, I dare sat wb should netbb 

’ HAVE MET AT ALL/’* 


BIRDS OB ILL OMEN. 

The Year that is opening freshly before ns 
tShoxild xingr vith. the right merry musio of bells ; 
Oat on ye, 0 wls, hooting wildly in chorus I 
Why hail ye its advent with croakings and veils r 
Like irpn-olawed harpies, like foul-feathered furies, 
Ye hover and hurrvj ye flutter and fuss. 

Poor young Eighty-Eight in his seat scarce secure is ; 
fruitlessly fluster and frighten him thus. 


Tu-whit, tu-whoo 

Tu-whit, to- War I 

You goggle-eyed, goose-quilled, incontinent croakers, 
You trouble our tympanums all the year round. 

Of shindy up-stirrers, of passion provokers, 

Your idiot fury is often all sound, 

And signifies— nothing not selfish and sinister, 

Trick of sensation, or dodge of finance. 

Whv must your voices to violence minister ? 

Wkv shoSd you lead our poor world' such a dance ? 

Why must you chorus round battle’s rtd oar V 
Tu-whit, tu-whoo I 

Tu-whit, to- War I 

Surely of follies the maddest, infemalest, 

Out of all follies that fire our sad earth, 

Is the hysterical heat of the iouraalist, 

Cynical Momns it moves to wild mirth. ' 

Partlet as Mars proudly posing, and fluttering 
Eeathers villatic, seems strangely absurd. 

Owlet in tones of an oracle uttering 
Cackles of wrath, looks a ludicrous bird. 

Silly your shriek, yet it soundeth afar, 

Tu-whit, tu-whoo 1 

Tu-whit, to-War ! 


Bundles of fluff in a helfry belabouring 
Night’s wearied ear with cacophonous din. 

Must be a nuisance to residents neighbouring 
Still noisy foolishness needs not be sin. 

But yonr reclame^ oh, ye furies in feathers, 

Passes mere folly,» and counts among crimes 
Birds of ill omen, who hoot in all weathers, 

Shriek at all seasons, and croak at all times. 

Nothing your baneful mad music can bar ; 

Tu-whit, tu-wboo ! 

Tu-wHt, to-War I 

I Birds, when the Bourse and Bellona foregather, 

Their meeting means Mischief, and ye are its Yoioe. 

If common sense could hut silence your blather, 

Peace would much profit, and Peoples rejoice. 

Out ou ye, Owls I To Sensation and Mammon 
Merciless mouth-pieces sure are ye all. 

Shriek ye of Glory? ’Tis all greed and gammon 
Why should a scare-shaken world be your thra’l ? 

All its best prospects your bootings can mar. 

Tu-whit, tU'whoo I 

Tu-whit, to-War I 

“WoBDS, Words, WobdsI”— Lord Gbimihoevb (a Beckett of 
Yorkshire, not of ’Wiltshire), announces that he is prepared to 
support homoeopathy. This being the case, it seems a pity that his 
Lordship does- not apply the nrinciples to his own correspondence. 
He gives us plenty of letters before proof. We should prefer proof 
before letters, 

Ekgxish India.— Commenting on a recent Progress in a Presi- 
dency, the Times observes tbat:-*“A travelling Governor is 
expected to sift the appeals of convicts who protest that the case 
against them was a * concoculation,’ ” Mrs. Rah might book that 
word among her memoranda. 





BIRDS OF ILL OMEJN. 

CnoKM OF Foeeigs Jogenalists. •< tu-whit !-TO-WA.B,I-TtT-WHn 
Me. P. “OUT Oil YE, OWLS, NOTHING BUT SONGS OP DEA.TH 
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Tipon my resignation of the Chancellorship of the Exchequer ws a 
sad blow to me. I thought it would break up the G-oyernment ; but 
it did not even lead to H-nuy M-tth-ws’ retirement. Things 
went on very much as before, if not more so, and I was left out in 
the cold. An added sting of bitterness was given by watching the 
growing prosperity of my old henchmen. B-lf-e, whom I used to 
bully, has become quite a personage, and even dreams of perman- 
ently barring me out of the Leadership of the House of Commons. 
W-LEPT— who used to fetch and carry my glass of mediatised water 
when I spoke in debate, used to sit on the extreme end of the bench, and 
reverentially gather up the folios of my notes as I ran through them— 
is now His Excellency, Minister to the Court of the Shah, and com- 
fortably provided for for life. He sent me, the other day, a copy of 
the sketch of himself he did for you, with his fiowing robes, ms 
turbaned head, his jewelled fingers, his impossible scimitar, and his 
hookah. 'W'-LrirY wzih a hookah I Eeminds me of Silas Wegg^ and 
JBo£irC$ delight at finding in him “ a literary man with a wooden leg.” 

These things are bitterness to a soul not prone to placidity. ^ And 
then there ’s Gn-DST-NB revelling in another birthday, making a 
fresh triumphal progress through the country, and delivering a new 
series of railway-station speeches, only too sparsely punctuated 
Tin+.Vi QTiATtr’Knnsi TrftVAlHncy BatIih "filiA of.bfiT dav. I was look- 


'f, ing through La Nouvelle. HSldise, and came upon a prophetic de- 
scription of the foxy Old Man, with his way “ de nier ce qui est^ et 
==--^ — — - — cPexpliquer ce qui finest pas.^^ Isn’t that a perfect exposition of 

his habitual manner, as manifested, for example, in his Hopping 
letter ? lam aweary of Mm and everybody, and, now I come to 
EAR Tody, think of it, even of you, dear Toby. The Czak’s prompt adoption of 

I LEABN through the my suggestion removes me from associations which I regard with 
usual sources ot informa- growing dislike, and opens up quite a new prospect of usefulness, 
tion, that the heart of Lon- Battenbeeg- the Fibst, a pretty puppet, made things generality 
don, heating in unison with hot from SopMa. E eedinaitd, succeeding to the post, has got the 
those of the capitals of the fat in the fire. Modesty prevents me from even hinting^ at what I 
Continent, is throbbing may do in so favoured a position. But you may take it from me 
with anxious curiosity as to that I shall, generally, make Europe sit up. So no more at preset, 
the real meaning of my visit But, if you ’re waking, call me early, call me eaTl3% Toby dear ; For 
to Alexandee. You have a I ’m to be Prince of Bulgaria, I ’m to be Prince of Bulgare . 
theatre burnt, Mr. Gl-dst-ne Yours faithfully, K-nb-eph S. Ch-ech-li.. 

has his birthday as usual, — - - ^ 

and B-lf-e having put 

O’Br-n in prisom carries ^ SPIRITED POLICY, 

out the Plan ot Campaign 

o TirVinlAGcilA T»A<lnptirtTi M.Y HEAE JxlE. PXJlirCH, 

jadiciolrents. These thmgs, A 


O’Be-jt iQ prison^, carries ^ SPIRITED POLICY, 

out the Plan ot Campaign 

o TirVinlAGcilA T»A<lnptirtTi M.Y HEAE JxlE. PXJlirCH, I 

t iiidicial rents These thines I FIHD from a letter in the Kmes that it has been suggested 

of course excite rioples^of ■*» inTent a universal language, to be called “ VolapTik,’’ and that the 
interest •’ hnt I cim cnite writer of the letter objects to the proposal, on the score that an all-hut- 
understmd° iLt what^the univers^al language already exists. The aggrieved gentleman, plagia- 
• We Le really thinking immortal Happy Thoughte,” says m 

of is my .visit to Enssia, what it means and what it may por^ 


ana now ana agauu. x oi-eaa. j.ui.bu uiw wio „iil - 9 >i Ut n a aaV i? nnlir -fftr the Bflfefl of ftrs-nment Aofiordmg to 

which my friends are fe^nS^r'^th’iitSSt to? the"knw, a majirity ^E^its rLders believe that Volapttk is '®the 

30urn6y Hrs h3.d its serious consequences, irAugnt with mtere^ lor i-k-P fLa a'nir'it.H And this C6rfea.iiilv seems u verv nlfiusible 

he oi^lised world. But in the privacy of oonfidentid^^^^^^ l^ra^i^’^TSthrinterpreteS trte^rwhSTnSt 

I may ^mit tor your ear o^y, that it was the mer^t acoide^t^t ^ eonstmotl language that would be easily understood, and 

brought me here. J ^ ^^r^hfid^rrlTio-Ad would have the advantage of being shorter than ordinary English? 

memths before the Spring-time of ^Or^f u Yolapiik, or the language of the spirits, I take it, would have a prone- 

with a companion, ness to contract whole sentences into one word, and considerably 

M-nt-gtj was the man, and Se^e the abbreviate nouns of more than three syllables. I can easily imagine 

ourselves to e^ttheorangeof contentment amid the grov^^^^ “language of the spirits” (wMch in a certain, or rather, 

Everything of what urf Tincertain sense is a universal language) would be. Perhaps, better 

it would he good fun to do exactly the y B ^ explain my meaning, I may be permitted to give a few examples. 

If & «pW rto w“p“t Seville, St Peterehnrg Merohantupon a subject connected with 

was the spot for me. They have not been talkm? much about me i vjre* i pi t 

lately not nearly as mueb as was the vogue tMs time last year. It Merchant Gladseeyerolef ler. ThingsbeeslybadCityolet ler I 
was time I did something. This sudden change of settled plan Diplomatist Treatybrlinbosholerler. Beeslyhosholef ler I 
wonld puzzle them. If I called on B-sm-eck en route, and pro- Merchant Tellyerwhat. Brish’dusty, goindooceolef ler I 

ceeded to pay a morning visit to the Czae, here were all the elements Diplomatist Allnghtolei’ler I M seltgomgbed — in m boots, 

of that excitement whi(3i now agitates European politics, B-sm-eck olef’ler I Merchant So’m 1 1 Clef ler I 

it was true wouldn’t play. He declined to see me, ratting uae ^ j that the above ” language of the spirits ” is better I 

with H-eb-et. (Strange that two eminent st^smen should each be ordinary English, I merely say it is shorter. Ordinary English 

handicapped with the bright possession of a HE]pp.T.) But I saw too, to a great number of people, would mean a special training,: 
the Czae, and though it was only in travellmg between St. Peters- ^ji^ereaa “the language of the spirits,” as I imagine it, could be 
burg and GatscMna that a certain happy thought occurred to me, secured by everyone after a rather pleasant and natural preparation. * 
we settled it all at the interview. “Sire^’ 1 said, you a™. 15 The worst that could be said of the latter tongue would be, that it 
difficulties about Bulgaria. You want a Prince. You have^ med begin,” or “ratber a rum language.” But what 

two; both failures. Try me.” “I will,” said the CzA^ xou that, movements in the cause of freedom are not to he killed by. 
are the very man for the post,” So I ’m to be Prince ot Bulgaria, ridicule, and I fancy that the movements necessitated by ihe t 

-r . ^ * I /. ft 1 J V- Ji n — I 


Toby. I ’m to be Prince of Bulgare ! . t. jn v xu 

It has all been very sudden, and I can yet hardly realise the 
absolute change in my position and prospects. But, to tell the 
truth, I have been a little disappointed, and am aweanr of insular 
politics. There is no use disguising the fact that what followed 


assumption of the “ spirit talk ” would he free as well as easy. 

I remain, with much respect, yours sincerely, 

A Talker IJhstjixkd to a Tea. 
The Jumpers, Toddg^on-the^Brain, JBrandgandwatermere. 
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■ A HAND AT WHIST.” 

^ a Eobbee. 

Mr. B. (.SuffoVc Farmer). "OoH, I shalb bb Moosr happy. Tha ’s a Game I al’ays wanted to L’aen 1 1” 

[ The Bost, amd Old Feuceace, and Captain Poyntz look rcUher blank ! 


THE HOLIDAT-MAKEE'S YADE MECUM. 

Question. ^xn you kept Christmas in the oustomary fashion P 
Answer. Certainly, with the result of loathing the sight of roast 
turkey, and hating the slightest reference 
0 plum-pndding and minoe pies, 
v . Q. Where did you spend Ghriatmas Eve ? 

A, In. the Q-aiety Theatre, assisting at the 
first night of a Melodramatic Burlesque, in 
three Acts, called Frankenstetris 

Q, Did you have a pleasant evening ? 

A, Not particularly. The denizens of the 
pit were m a had temper from the first, 
^ because the space usually at their disposal 
^ had been curtailed to increase the accommo- 
dation of the stalls. 

Q. Was this the reason why Frankenstein 
W ^ oi*- the first night was something un- 
^ commonly like a iiaseo f 
? _ _-d: No, because the piece itself was dull. 
Music, songs, ^d scenery, were all that could 

evergreen Miss Neliy Fabsw was sprightlv. 
Mm Maeion Hood melodious and coquettish, and Mr. Feei) 
J UBSLtB quamt and amusing ? 

stereotyped praise by heart. Yes, it will 
do on this wcasion, m it hp done before. However, Miss Faeeen 
c^inly did not look her best m the character of a stage-coachman, 
Lismiwasiiiolined to “ gagr.” For instance 
^ Act he appeared m the disguise of a bear ; and, when he 
fcllow^by four others in similar costumes who caused derision, 
ODs^ed, Here come some more low comedians.” If the authors 
wrote those words they wrote uuwisely, 

Q. Is it true that Mr. E. JT . LoNira’ sings an Irish song ? 

A. Strange as it may seem to you, that is indeed the ease. You 


can imagine how mirth-provoking it is when I tell you that one of 
the verses describes how a dispensary doctor mended a broken head 
with a second-class railway-carriage. 

I suppose this merry conceit had to go a long way P 
As Most of the way. Mr, LoiSToar as a vampire depressed me. 

^ut did not he call somebody “ good old Mary Ann ? ” 

A. He called her this several times. It was funny— at first, 
y. is not the last scene with its procession of Planets well worth 
seeing r 

As Assuredly, by those who have never been present at a satin or 
armour parade arranged by Mr. Aughtstus Haeeis. The Gaietv pro- 
cessiOEwas a faint refieotion of the gorgeous original at Drury Lane. 

been to see the World* s Fair at the Agricultur^ 

j A wild-beast tamer was 

woiLderittliy good, and seemed as much at home amongst lions, tigers, 
beam as y^ and I should be enjoying a cigar in a Club smoking- 
^m. Then there were some new-fashioned roundabouts, and a 
Wonderful pantomime in IlrcHABi)S0N*R show, and a fat lady. I was 
im^oveinent in the musical instrumeuts 
attach^ to the show. Orchestrions have ousted hand-organs. 

Q. Have you not also been to Dalston to see a Circus ? 

As I es. It was a beautiful Circus, but I do not want to see it 
again. 

iiot also seen that ? 

* Hood old Olympia ? ” — yes, I have. The programme might 
mtlwut spwling the entertaument. 

Palace o* Yarieties. the 
P^l Ogdens, or an mutaticai of the VUd West at the Albert 

?d, I wonld rather not— fat ratiher not. 

Qs And why not? , 

^ “ Ctotmas-timo, should be a season of ! 
pleasme for every one. 1 oannot help feeling that a visit to either of 

£ t^i^New TeSr oommenoiuent 
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INVITING I 

{A Reminiscence of the late Frost ) 


PIlESE]SrTA.TIOJSr AT ST. PETERSBURG. 

[From Our Own Correspondent) 

The BosKki Mir contains the following report of tlie 
reception of “ Mr. Spencek’^ by the Czab at amasgnerade 
and fancy ball lately given by his Imperial Majesty 
“ Mr. Spehcee appeared before the Sovereign habited 
in a costume considered by some spectators brilliant, but 
seemiog in some eyes to border on grotesque. It was a 
uniform of the kind in English commonly called ‘ motley,’ 
forming a picturesque combination of colours, mainly a 
symphony in white and red. In his hands he bore a 
salver, whereupon lay a string of real^ Cambridge 
sausages, which he respectfully presented, with the com- 
pliments of the season, to the august representative of 
the Great Bear. His Majesty was graciously pleased to 
receive the appropriate offering with his customary 
condescension, accompanying his expression of thanks 
with a significant wink of the eye, only asking, in 
addition, ‘But where’s the Turkey?’ ” 

The foregoing statement may be accepted as perfectly 
reliable. 


Growl by a Gourmet. 

Civilisation is played out ! 

’Tis not cheap claret makes me sure of it, 
Nor is it Glaestone, nor the gout, 

'Not failure to effect the eure.of it. 

It is not Socialistic rot 
About the rich all being sinners ; 

What proms the world is going to pot 
Is this dashed talk of — Penny Dinners! 


Drawing it Mild. 

“A telegram from Massowah states that from intelligence 
received there it appears that the Negus is advancing by rapid 
stages.” 

That is aU very well, as far as it goes. But isn’t 
Negus a little mild for this time of the year ? Instead of 
advancing the Negus, they would do much better to hurry 
up the Punch. Aut Negus aut nullus is a poor look-out 
, in mid-winter. 


COMING UP TO THE SCRATCH. 

Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch ; marry, ’tis enough .” — Romeo and Juliet 

Of old, when French enemies fell out, they fought. 

Until one gave the other “ his gruel,” 

To-day if revenge (and reclame) should be sought, 

They go through the farce of a duel. 

A scratch, not like TghaWs, is all that can come 
From these comical bodkin-prick matches. 

’X would seem that a Gaul, like a girl — or a “ Tom” — 

Has a true feline fondness for scratches ! 


PEEPS AT THE PICTURES. 

Boyal Academy, — Second day of Exhibition of Works by the Old 
Masters. Avoided Private Yiew, my object being Paintings not 
People. First-rate collection — (Do not like the word “ collection ” as a 
rule, because it reminds me of “ going round with the plate,” but iu 
this instance it means going round with the pictures)— sj^oially 
notable for tbe Dutch Room, whiob, as high up as immortal Dutch- 
men can go, is quite a little Dutch Oven below. 

No 7. A “ Turner.” There are some fine specimens of Tuenbe 
here, and this is one of the best. He was perpetually painting sun- 
sets, and yet he was a subject of the British Empire, on which, as we 
know, “the sun never sets.” Consequently he never saw a sun- 
set. What a wealth of imagination I 

No. 12. Portrait of a ” Butler,” with a query “ (?) ” after his 
name. Evidently the Academicians didn’t know which butler it 
was, whether Toole Butler or Thoene Butler. It is by Sir Petbe 
Lely. 

No. 33. A Curricle and Fair, Queer pair ia tbe Carriole, 
specially tbe lady in high feather. Stubbs, A.R. A., did it. 

No. 43. It is called The Countess of CorhF Nonsense: 
Countess of Burnt Cork perhaps, hut uudoubte<Ry a portrait of 
Mrs. Stirling, the inimitable actress, 1888. Anyhow, a sterUng 
work of Art, by Mr, FuncFs old friend, “ Mr. Beioos,” (R.A.) 

No. 44. Bea-Fiece^or Bea^TranquilF By Constable, R. A. This 
is not an ordinary Constable, but a Special Constable. Sir Chabxbs 
Waeben will be delighted with these first-rate specimens of Con- 


stables. So will the Socialist rioters, because all the Constables here 
are suspended. 

No. 53. What the Academicians caU Music Party by 
Petbe pe Hooghe. Ahem I “My fan, Petee, my fan ! ” 

No. 55, A Merry Making F One ham between sixteen of ’em. 

Jan Steen. 


No. 58. A Man Smoking F One head and Ten^ears, 

No. 60. Flower-piece^^^ by Petee Faes, in his best phase. 

No. 65. Portrait of “ Catherine Adams F by Johannes Yee- 
speonce:, highly finished. Although she evidently had said to the 
artist, “ You must take me in the ruff,— just as I am.” 

No. 72. “ .4 Dutch Lady^'* by Feepinand Bol. This picture is 
so Eembrandtish as to suggest as a title a “ Bol Masque,'*^ 

No. 74. “.4 Mill^'^ a quiet, secluded spot, just the place for a 
Mill : no police near. Rbmbranpt knew what he was about. 

No. 75. Mr. Baeton McGuckin as the Laughing Cavalier by 
Frank Holl ; no, beg Dutchman's pardon, Feank Hals, 

_ No. 107. “ YAe Fight InterruptedF by Jan Steen: probably 
mtended as a sequel to “ The MilV'* 

No. 109. Here is an “ old woman ’’.who lives in a frame, 

She ’s painted byREMBEANPT, what matters her name ? 
No. 134. BuropaF More American than European, and 
suggestiveof ’ 

No more at present. Only able to look in at The Grosvenor, where 
they have some great Hogarthy Diamonds. Home, and so to dinner. 

Your dd friend and Diarist Sum Peeps. 


THE BUSYBODY. 


[JDr, Watts adapted to the Day.) 


How doth the little Busybody, 
Improve each shining hour, 
And gather kudos day by day, 
Andpinefor ‘ ‘ perks” and pow’r 1 

How skilfully he shapes his * ‘sells,’ ’ 
His meetings how he packs ; 
With self-importance how he 
swellsj 

What foolish fads he backs I 


The Public, how he bores or gulls, 
This buzzing busy B., 

Starts maudHa “ Leagues,” that 
end in mulls. 

And pure fiddle-de-dee ! 

In works of foUy and of fudge. 
His pompous days are passed, 
To find in Limbo's fog and sludge. 
ObHvionatlast. 


^ KOHOE.— Sojected Commaaicatioiis or Contributions, whether MS., Printfid Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no ca§o be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
tnere will be no exception. 
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THE LETTER-BAG OF TOBY, M.P. 

FjaOM .T0T7JirG,EK(JLAND. 

Behoir, Saturday. 







EAR Toby, 

1 SEE by the papers that I am 
agrain on tbe point of retiring: from 
public life in order to make way 
for someone. I forget wbo it is 
this time, which is a misfortune, 
as that is the only touch of novelty 
in the situation. Man and boy, for 
the last fifteen years, I have, ac- 
cording to the newspapers, been on 
the point of retiring. Yet here I 
am, Member for Melton, Chancellor 
of the Duchy of Lancaster, and 
Yice-President of the Committee of 
the Council on Agriculture. As 
Ashb-bne says, I am “always 
Melton but never disappear.” That 
I understand is a joke, and goes 
better with the assistance of Ash- 
b-rne’s meUifiuous vocal delivery. 

But why should I retire more 
than any other of the younger Members of the Ministry ? I own I am no longer 
as young as I was, but few of us are. Nature has been perhaps unkindly lavish 
in endowing me with a venerable appearance. But I am stUl as young in heart 
and mind as I was when I used to walk arm in arm with Dizzy to call on Lady 
Bl-ss-ngt-n. How well I remember his ringlets redolent with thy incomparable 
oil, 0 Macassar I his tasselled cane and his waistcoat festooned with chains of 
gold 1 I was a mere lad compared with him, and so was G^eorge Sm-thb. But 
we both adored him, and I remember <iuite well one night Sm-the trying to 
curl my hair like his. Only the other day I came upon a letter written by my 
father to Lord Str-nge-rd, Sm-the’s Papa. It is nearly fourty-four years old, 
but I remember all about the time,* though of course I was not aware that my 
father and Lord Str-nge-ri) were in correspondence on tbe subject. The 
Manchester Athenseum was just going to be opened, and Dizzy had been asked 
to deliver an inaugural address. Sm-the and I were going down in his train, 
and our dear old fathers shook their heads. My father wrote in his stately way 
to Lord Str-nge-rb : “ I deplore as much as you do the infiuenee which Mr. 
D-sr-ei has acq.uired over many of our young legislators, particularly over your 
son and over mine. I have no personal knowledge of Mr, D-sr-uc, and I have 
not an entire respect for his talents, of which I think he might m^ke a better 
use. It is regrettable that two young men like Josar and Mr. Sm-the should 
allow themselves to be led away by a man of whose straightforwardneM I have 
the same opinion as yourself, — as I can only judge of it by his public career. 
The excellent dispositions of our sons render them only too susceptible to the 
seductions of an artful mind.” , . „ 

Ah me I the days that are no more ? Doesn’t that last sentence hit us all 
three off ? The too susceptible youngsters, the mature young man, oiled and 
curled like an Assyrian bull, and the alert artfulness under the magnificent 
calmness of his pompous manner. But, really, I am convicting myself of that 
old age which my enemies accuse me of. I remember how garrulous H-ght-n 
got in his old days, and so did Br-gh-m and R-ss-ll, sitting at the Scsean Gate, 
always piping about old times — 

Chiefs who no more in bloody fight engajge, 

But, wise through time and narrative with age, 

In summer days like grasshoppers rejoice. 

I must fight against the tendency, and shall he truly obliged you will not 
hesitate to give me a hint if you find me erring in that direction, either in 
correspondence or conversation. 


But I was saying, why should I retire more than 
St-n-l-y, or Ce-nbr-b:, or Cr-ss, or, indeed, G-rgt 
H-3X-LT-N ? He was born a year or two after me, and is 
my junior as time is reckoned. But you kuow him well, 
and will, I venture to say, testify that he is actually an 
older man than I, and has been ever since he left school. 
He is one of the men who were never young, and I, if I 
may say so, am of the kind who will never he old. On 
the threshold of this New Year I feel as if I were only 
beginning my career, ready to use my present position as 
a springing-board for much higher flights. It is true I 
am on the verge of three-score years and ten. But what 
of that ? Wasn’t Shem a hundred years old when still 
an active colonist? Or, not to go back so far, wasn’t 
Gl-bst-ne almost sixty before he was Prime Minister ? 
Wasn’t Dizzy sixty- three? and wasn’t P-ltsi-rst-n, 
when he kissed hands on his appointment as First Lord 
of the Treasury, fully twelve months older than I am ? 
and didn’t he live and rnle for ten years ? What has 
been done may be done again, and I feel like doing it. I 
have lived throngh many changes, and shall see many 
more. Take the House of Lords for example. When 1 
penned that deathless line which devoted to destruction 
our Laws, Commerce, and some other things which 
didn’t belong to me, asking only for the salvation of Our 
Old Nobility, the Peerage was very differently constituted 
from what it is now. 

You know how they count the years of some trees by 
tbe accumulated rings at their base ; so I could count 
my age by the successive additions to the Peerage, Why 
I count C-L-R-DGE quite au old Peer to-day, and, 
when I wrote about our Old Nobility, he was plain Mr. 
C-L-R-DGE. Cr-ss and Cr-nbr-x, Ab-rd-be, and even 
Sh-rbr-ke begin, in my mind’s eye, to gather round 
their coronets the mistiness of respectable age. I do not 
doubt that I shall live to see the day when, looking round 
on newer hatches of Peers, I shall regard as among our 
Old Nobility Lord Add-ngt-n, Lord B-s-ng, and the 
melodiously named Lord M-gbc-r-m-rne. Till then, 
don’t you believe any gossip you may hear about the 
retirement of Yours Youthfully, M-nn-rs. 


HOW TO GET OUT OF IT. 

The following hints may be found useful to any sby' 
and self-conscious person who, fiboding himself at the 
present festive season involved in a jovial family gather- 
ing that is expressing its hilarity by an indiscriminate 
recourse to the modern “ surprise” cracker, is determined 
to escape the temporary humiliation of arraying himself 
in the paper adornment it contains Go through your 
dinner with a frown of melancholy anticipation. When 
the crackers are at length produced, decline to pull one, 
if forced to, instantly hand over the contents to your 
fair neighbour wbo holds the other end. If these happen 
to he either a comic pig’s head or a roomy bishop’s mitre, 
and she asks you just to try them on, smile benignly on 
her, and say you “ couldn’t think of robbing a lady.” 

If addressed by your hostess with, “Now, Mr. Shitbc, 
you really must wear something ! pretend not to hear 
her, and tell somebody opposite, pointedly, bow much 
you prefer “ a good old-fashioned Christmas.” 

If the sou of the house tries to bonnet you with a 
Turkish cocked bat, playfully pinch bis legs and adroitly 
tearing tbe offending head-gear in half, laughingly 
observe that “you’re sure it wouldn’t have fitted you.” 

On the fun getting fast and furious, and everybody but 
yourself assuming some form of ornamentation, endeavour 
to damp it, by audibly remarking to your next-door 
neighbour that you “ can’t conceive how a set of middle- 
aged people can make such idiots of themselves.” 

If, notwithstanding this, your host determines to force 
your baud, and says, “Come, Sihtbc, jout <m something. 
Why, you’re the only one of us who isn’t bonneted I ” 
get up then and there, ^ and, j^iving Mm a bit of your 
mind, leave the house with an indignant flourish. 

Putting By for a Bainy Bay. 

“Lord Lbtbson, son of Earl Gbanvillb, accidentally 
swallowed a half-crown while doing some amateur conjuring at 
■Waimer on Boxing Day. Ic is stated that up to the preset ha . , , 
has suffered no inconvenience .” — Daily Papers. T 

What the Half-crown said to the Young jJan:-?- 
^'Frangas non ftectesJ^ (The family motto of^e 
Granvilles.) r 
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A CABINET OP CURIOSITIES. 

“Now, my friends,’^ said Lord Salisbeey, taking 
np Iiis pen after the usual New-Year greetings had 
been exchanged. What shall we do ? Has any- 
one a notion for the coming Session ? ” 

“ If you want an ocean,” observed the Lord 
Chaecelloe, “you should apply at the Admi- 
ralty.” 

“My good HALSBtTET,” remonstrated the Pee- 
MIEE, “pray be serious. Recollect we have im- 
portant business to transact, and if you want to 
be funny, reserve yourself for the House of Lords. 
Presiding in the Peers you are always an amusing 
spectacle. And now, once more, my dear col- 
leagues, have you anything to suggest?” 

“ I suppose there is nothing fresh from Ran- 
noLPH?” queried Mr, SiAiracoPE, who took an 
interest in the movements of the would-be re- 
former of the War Department. 

“No,” replied Lord Salisbxjet. “I fancy he 
has grown tired of the idea of succeeding Prince 
Feedinantd in Bulgaria. It has been said that he 
purposes calling upon the Pope to put His Holiness 
right on several matters of doctrine, but nothing 
ceitain is known about his movements.” 

“ The point is— ha ! ha ! ha ! ” guffawed the 
First Lobe of the Teeastjet, liberally exhibiting 
the top row of his front teeth, “ whether he will 
bother us. He ! he ! he ! Ho ! ho ! ho 1 ” 

“ As he is said to intend to make a lengthy stay 
abroad, it is more than possible that he may return 
to Town to-morrow,” replied the Pbemiee. “ Suf- 
ficient for the day is ” 

“ The Matthews thereof,” put in Lord Hais- 
BUET with a smile. “Then for the moment we 
need not bother ourselves about Raotoeph.” 

Viscount Ceoss rose from his chair, and seized 
the Loed Cbcaitcelloe’s hand. 

“My dear Lord,” he observed, with emotion, 
“that is the most sensible — ^nay, I think I may 
go so far as to add, the only sensible thing you 
have said for months I Bless you ! ” 

“ Is it too early to consider the Budget ? ” asked 
the Chaeceleoe of the Excheqtjee. 

“No,” replied the Peeler, “if any one has 
really any good notion for increasing^ the revenue 
without an undue sacrifice of populariiy.” 

“ Seems to me that a licence should be required 
for every Railway Bookstall,” observed Earl 
Cadooait. “ This would give the Government a 
hold upon the circulation of treasonable or 
libellous pamphlets. A licence might be revoked 
in case or misbehaviour.” 

“ I have every wish to agree with the Lord Privy 
Seal,” remarked Mr. W. H. Smitjb[ with un- 
customary gravity, “but I must protest, in the 
name of the Press, against such an impost. ^ Why, 
if every Railway Bookstall were taxed, the civilisa- 
tion of the last quarter of the Nineteenth Century 
would be shaken to its foundation ! Tax Railway 
Bookstalls 1 Stuff and nonsense ! ” 

“ You do not happen to know the name of the 
largest Proprietor of Railway Book-stalls ? ” 
asked Mr, Mattbews, the Home Secretary. 

“lam not quite sure I ” said the Treasu'^’s First 
Lord. “ It may be a Mr. Beowe-, a Mr, Joites, or 
a Mr. Smith, but I have a faint idea that someone 
has told me that the principal Railway Bookstall- 
keeper is a person of the name of Wilbutg.” ^ 

“No doubt he is willing to be so,” put in the 
Loeb Chactcelloe. 

This sally caused such a loud chorus of 
“ Resign ! ” that Lord Saltsbxtex had to interfere. 

“lam sure we ail would regret the loss of our 
excellent frienL” Cries of “ No I no I ” “ Well, 
we should if he gave up the habit of making 
pointless puns.” A dead silence, * ‘ Thank you, I 
thought so. After this expression of opinion, my 
dear Haxsbtjet, I do hope you wiR turn over a 
new leaf, and keep any nonsense you want to 
publish until you are able to incorporate it m 
your customary abortive Lunacy BiU,” 

There was a pause, during which the Loed Chah- 
CELXOE, ^th a comical assumption of wounded 
dignity, left the room. 
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HAD HIM THERE! 


TJmU Jim. “Hbeb's half a Mii^ce Pis for yott, Tommy. I kbjsd hardly 
REMIND A Person of your Classical culture that ‘ tse Half is (ireateb teajh 
TME Whole!*’’ 

Tommy. “Quite so, Uncle, But, as I’m not very^Hunort, I’ll ontly taxe 
A Whole One 1 ” 

“Now, that he’s gone, we can get to real business,” observed Lord Salisbury. 
“ Well, my Lords and Gentlemen, what shall we do about Ireland ?” 

“ Ah, to be sure,” echoed all present. “ What shall we do about Ireland ? ” 

“ Must do something,” continned the Pbbmiee. 

“Certainly,” was the response, spoken in unison. “Must do something. Why 
it’s the subject of the hour!” , , , -.t ^ ^ 

“Perhaps you would like to see a map of Ireland, so that we could get at a 
glauoe the physical features of the country. I can easily get it.” This proposal was 
received with enthusiasm, and Lord Salisbury left the room for a moment. And 
now a strange thing happened. 

When the Premier returned to the Council Chamber, he found it entirely empty. 
Eve:^ member of the Cabinet had disappeared I 

“I call that shabby!” said Lord Salisbury. “Well, I suppose Ireland must 
wait ; but we shall have to attend to the subject— some day.” ^ Ana with a frown he 
returned to his own apartments, and only regained his habitual good temper after 
indidging in a long inspection of some thousands of carefully-preserved ^caricatures of 
Mr. Gladstone. 

The Chairman of the Conference of the National Society of Professional Musicians 
has been lamenting the success of the Gilbert-aud-SuUivau Operas. Apparently the 
gentleman iu question, whose name happens to he Dr. Heap, objects to the pile the 
gifted Collaborateurs have been makmg on the score that, in the process, they have 
demoralised the taste of the musical public. But, though the Doctor heaps up his 
charges, he does not suggest anyway of solving the difldculty ; indeed, could ne do_ so, 
and show how the British publio could be made to take a permanent interest in serious 
opera, he would soon win the thanks of Mr. Carl Rosa, and that energetic impresario 
would assuredly greet him with a gleeful shout of “Heap I Heap ! Heap I Hooray I ” 

“Tempora MirTANTUE.” — “Why change the head?” asked the Times^ in its 
startling issue on the Centenary Festival Day, Monday, January 2, quoting from the 
Times (of Times past), or Daily Universal Register^ January 1, 178S. Quite so: 
“ Why change the head” now ? Only if a title he required, why not ‘ Rmhle^s History 
of Cwilization ’ f ” 

A Peepect Cuee. — An' impulsive' gentleman, who was accustomed on frequent 
occasions to utter “ a big, big D,” determined to break himself ^of the habit. He 
reduced the big D to a litSle one, and for “I don’t care one ‘D — he substituted 
“ I don’t care one penny,”— i.e., “ li?.” 

Note on a Recent Election.— Winchester voted Conservative before, and, in 
doing so again, the constituents only followed the “ Mas majotumr 
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THE HOME AND ""THE HOUSE;” 

Of^ Darby and Joan To-day, 

**Aii administration of the law by which the old and the helpless are removed from 
their children and their kindred into the workhonse, as a condition of relief ... the 
refusal of out-door relief, except on the same condition, whereby a family is sold up, their 
home broken up, in all probability never to be reconstituted, and the whole family, old 
and youngf, charged for ever upon the rates. This condition is known at this time to be 
absolutely refused by an immense multitude of our suffering and deserving poor ; they 
will endure any privation of hunger and cold rather than break up their home .*’ — From 
Kote on Out-door Felief,’^ by Cardinal Manning, Fortnightly Review '^or 
January, 1888. 

Darby to Mr, Bumble, loquitur : — 

** Come into the House ! ” is your cry ; “ it ’s the Law, it the Regular Rule,” 
And I shrink, as I always have shrunk, and you call me a stubborn old fool ; 

^ 'v. ' ''' ' 








And all of them say it is folly, and some of them swear it is^prile.^^^^^ ’ 

Pride I Well, we did know it onee in our own little long-ago“way, 

Sixty years since, Mr. Bumble, when I was in work, with good pay, 

And yonder old bedstead was new, and the eldest of seven just born. 

And J OAN had the light in her eyes, and a cheek like the breaking of morn. 


Hay, nay, but it ’s foolish to think on ; the pride that the parsons so blame, 

Was long ago banished by hunger, burnt out of our bosoms by shame. 

But obstinate ?— yes, I suppose so, for love is the stubbornest thing, 

The weaker they grow, our old arms, why the closer and tighter they cling. 

Our children are dead or are fled, I am eighty years odd and nigh blind, 

— yon^hid us ** Come into the House!” and no doubt you consider it^s 


“Sweet Home!” we have sung in our time, — eh, Joan, you remember, my 
dear r — 

But that music, no doubt you will tell us, would souud like mere mockery here, 

I Home 1 when there isn’t a crumb-feast to tempt the lean souttering mouse ! 
Little of home-feel is here, but we doubt there’d be less in the House, 

Ah, you may argue, and argne I Q-o argue the bird from its nest, 

The dog from the side of its master, the babe from its mother’s warm breast. 

The nest may be torn, and the man may be poor, and the mother iU-clad, 

But the instinct that clings is too strong for the reason that rates it as mad, 

I'm mad, without doubt, in your eyes; and the Poor Law, of course that is 
sane, 

To crouoh by tbe Union Are, nothing empty, save bosom and brain 
Ho hunger, but that of the heart, no fear save that terror untold. 

That creeps at the thought of “the House” to the breast of the helpless and 
old : — 


Into any retreat. We were taxed in our prosperous 

days like the best, i a o . i: ±x. j x 

And pride would scarce stay our old feet from the road to 
a haven of rest. 

But who calls the House such a haven ? Hot those who 
have herded therein, 

“Keep out of it, Darby,” they cry, “ whilst a com or a 
crust you can win.” v -l 

Badged, brow-beaten, ranked without heed to the l i nks 
of a lifetime ? Ho, no 1 

The road to the grave, though 'tis hard, is a road we 
would far rather go. 

So help to the helpless must come, say our Masters, or 
come not at all. 

A choice between heart-break and hunger for those fate 
has thrust to the wall. ^ 

Is that a wise Country's last word to its aged ones r 
Well, yon have mine 5 , ^ ^ _ , , 

And yon call me a stnbborn old fool I J oan ! J oan ! be 
content, I decline ! 

Ho, Joan, I am not to be taken. Be comforted, wife, I 
am here, [then, my dear. 

We scarcely can see one another ; take hold of my hand, 
Hay, I 'm not yielding, not yet ; though perhaps were 
you warm, and well fed 

Ah! pardon, old wife; we're together, the word that 
should part us unsaid. 

# ♦ ♦ * * 

Mr, Bumble loquitur : — 

Dead ! In each other’s thin arms clasped close, as they 
wished, to the end 1 

Yes, I called him a stnbborn old fool, and the fool 
wouldn’t know his best friend. 

Pah I but the poor are as mulish all round, as though 
beggars might choose.^ 

If a voice could awake iu him now, I suppose it would 
wake— to refuse. 

Maddening, folly like this, to a mind that 's ofioial and 
clear I [for many a year ! 

Dead, in the damp, chilly den where they^’ve huddled 
Whilst the Union gates are ajar, and the Union pallets 
are spread. 

With a Poor Law shaped all for their good, and they 
spurned at its help, and they 're dead ! 

Wouldn’t be parted, forsooth I Could not argue them 
free of that scare,* 

With talk of indulgence for age, or of Q-uardians' dis- 
cretion. The pair, 

Like hundreds of couples, seemed crazed on the point, 
and persnasion was vain. 

Bogey tales of the House are the creed of the credulous 
poor, and their bane. 

Darby and Joan ! It is dismal. What good has it done 
them to die, ^ [but here, in this stye ? 

Clasped close, but with famine-pinched faces, together. 
It's folly; it's worse, it's a nuisance. And yet they 
look peaceful-like. Come I 

They've escaped from the House, after all, and, poor 
fools, let us trust they 're— at Home ! 

* With reason or vrithout, it is commonly impossible to per- 
suade the aged poor that they have any assurance of sot being 
separated when once in “the House ; ” that the Guardians have 
any discretion in the matter, or, having it, are likely to use it 
in their favour. The old couple whom the writer has in his 
mind were impervious to argument on this point. — ^E d. 


fear that to you is as foolish as babyhood’s dread of a ghost. 

To linger unloved and alone ’midst an alien uniformed host 
Of strangers alone and unloved, broken waifs that the world cannot miss 
I on wiU tell us— and how shall we answer him, Joan?— must be better than 
this I 

Joan, my Joan, who would then be bnt little more mine than the dress 
Ibey would wrap round these rag-covered limbs, can we hope to make gentle- 
folk guess, ^ ^ 

The terror, the tearing asunder, the wrenching from love’s latest hold, 
ine void that s more awful than hunger, the palsy more dreadful than cold? 

S^ettiug impatient. Perhaps, were no memories ours 
^ prime, we should slink from the shadow that 


“ Dot and go One,” is Mr. Toole’s motto in reviving 
this effective Christmassy piece, which is far from being 
in its dot-age. Dot and go like one o’clock it probably 
will, until the new piece by tbe Partners Mbbivale has 
been sutdciently rehearsed. Mr. Toole as Caleb Blum- 
mer (which in one paper’s notice was misprinted “ Cahle^^ 
Blummer, thus giving the comedian plentjr of rope) is 
seen to great advantage, and naturally considering that 
the old Dickens-Boueicault drama would draw money 
during the Christmas holidays, looks upon this Dot as a 
“spec.” 

The Theatbical Goveening Body,— T he Board of 
Fire- Works. 
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ANOTHER RHYME. 


emigratiiLg, or picking a personal guarrel witR the Postmaster- 
Q-eneral. Indeed, I am on the verge of doing something desperate. 


Being a few more Lines offered^ with Mr, Punches complwientSf to fhe But you, my dear J/r. Bunchy will, I know, understand the rnwhid 
Bditor of the^^ Fortnightly as some httleassistaTUie to the desjoairirig state of tension that can he induced, by the circumstances I have 


Poet Swinburne j who could only get one rhyme to ^'Babe,^' 

iBE, if rhyme he none None can tell in metre. 

To that bald head word What your smile is worth, 

ihe, most dribbling one Since swift flight grows fleeter 


Babe, if rhyme he none 
To that bald head word 
Babe, most dribbling one 
Ever heard. 

Right is it to stump 
Up and down, in view 
Of a round and plump 
Thing like you ? 

Meet is it that rhyme 
Should give you your place. 
Liken dumpling prime 
To your face ? 

Could wild night cats raise 
Such a howl ? What sound 
Like your sgueal dismays 
All hearts round I 


described, and appreciate the feelings of _ 

Yours, despairingly, A Yictim oe^the AuvEETisiNCr Post. 


At your mirth. 

Still, whatever you may he. 

Bald, grotesque— sublime I 
“Babe I can’t like “ baby ” 

Pit with rhyme. 

“ Astrolabe ’s ” too schoolish, 

“ Great Maccabe ’s ” too new. 
Nigger’s “ gahe’s ” too foolish. 
None wDl do. 

Stop though ! Let Baby “ gyre 
And gimhle in the wahe.” 
That’s it I Yields Careoll’s lyre 
Rhyme for Bale ! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Tee XIXth Century^ “ this so-cdled Nineteenth Century,” 
the Magazine, that is, for this month, is peculiarly interest g. Sir 

. Henry Thompson treats, sensibly ^ and 

cautiously, “The Progress of Cremation,” 
/ b- I which is not yet quite the “ burning question^’ 




POSTED UP. 




ttiat, later on, it is very^ely to become. He 
1 exclaims in a note, “What an opportumty 
for a Campo Santo at Westminster I” Yes: 
full of Burns’ Memorials* If it has ever 
KE||1. ' occurred to any readers of Mr, Frebeeic 
(not “Frederick” which would he so 
p' common, you know) Harrison’s writings to 
ask why this brilliant author has never 
^ . Ii- g' produced a comedy ? or why, if unahle to 
construct a plot, has he never collaborated as 
a writer of comedy dialogue ? The anxious 


Dear Mr. Punch, — ^I crave your sympathyand, if possible, your pro- inquirer wiR find a satisfactory answer in the second article of 
tection from a daily and ever-inoreasing nuisance that assails me. I this Magazine, entitled “The Two Paths,” which recalls to 
referto the apparently inexhaustible stream of prospectuses, circulars, us the palmy days of Dr, Barlow ^ sweetly conversing with 
stock and share lists, touting advertisements, charity applications, JSarry and Tommy, or the epigrammatic dialogues contained in 


my name is down in the Court Guide, and possibly in a local Directory . ‘ ‘ Book-skipper ” be better P What cheer, Skipper I isn t 

But it happens also to be down somewhere as a holder of a few the Skipper just the person who would keep a log,^ and^^when 
Mining Shares, and I am known to possess some Railway Stock. And anything remarkable was “fonnd,” woman t the Skiver maxe 
this is quite enough. Forthwith, I appear to be selected as a target by a note, of it,” and on he skips a^ainP Still, Book-trotter is 
the Secretary of every possible and impossible concern ’’that the folly good, and we thank FBEBBRlc-without-the- k (<mite rignt 
of the greedy speculator or the chicanery of the enterprising promoter to get rid of all superfluous letters — only why not have f 
sets on foot, i am showered with Prospectuses. They pour m on me ficed the “c” and retained the “k” — ^thns F^OERn^^ j tor 
literally in hundreds. Silver Mines in Mexico, Gold Mines in South teaching ns the word. Yes, Phredbyeik, we like book-trotting and 
Africa, Land Mortgages in Canada, all got up with enticing coloured book-trotters : agreeable, superficial, sociable persons, and uraaliy 
diagrams and maps of the various “ estates,” “ lodes,” and “ sh^ts,” good company. In the third essay Matt Ai^olb goes for 
that are to secure me at once from 15 to 40 per cent, on my paid-np j^ey ; in the eighth, Mr. Justice Stephen has rouM number three 
capital, to say nothing of a thousand and one ventures nearer home, with Professor St. George Mitart ; the Dragon mways 
in the shape of “ Family Fog Signal” Companies, “Noiseless Draw- had a poor chance with St. George, though apparently the 
ing- Room Cart-wheel ” Companies, “Patent Automatic Double Tooth odds were on* the monster. Mr. Justice wants to have the Proiessor 
Extracting ” Companies, and I know not what other appeal to me up before him, and sentence him out of hand. The Professor con- 
everlastiugly for my financial support. ducts his own defence, and is able to take care of himseli. A. U 

Nor is this all. Advertising stock-jobbers, as if my whole life Swinburne, whoin thei^orint^^i^yforJanua^, hwsucn amincuity 
were one prolonged whirl of gambling in the Money Market, beset in rhyming to “babe,” sends an article to The XIXth Century, 
me with entreaties to forward them any amount from one to five dated from Hanwell. The locality is its explanataon anu excuse, 
thousand pounds iu the shape of “cover” to enable them to have a free Altogether, The XIXth Century Cosuoh, Driver Jaiois anotoes, 
hand for me and “ realise handsome profits” in soiae“good thing” makes a good start in the New Year. Apropos of P<^t bwiN- 
or other that they, from special sources of information of their own, burns and Hanwell, has the lecture of sop© exigent meoicai man 
know is about to come ofi. Nothing can exceed the persistence and met bis eye, treating of the melancholy end wmcn awaits ail 
push"of these last-named advertising hairoies. They pester me in ever punsters, and, if so, has he in defiance of this eminent person written 
increasing shoals week after week. Ihen there are the endless Qiig Bne in his Locrine — 

charity applications, generally accompanied by a smallfnoyelette or tt though thou plight thy word to boot ? ” 

some other form of brief but stirring dramatic literature, last, put ar -nnsaible meant for a 

not least of all, the “ circular of the enterprising Tradesman who, which the Poet clearly-that is, f cle^ly s possibie^eant wr a 

in his desire to escape a swift and direct transmission to the w^te- pan, and a 

paper basket, purposely invades me in some artfoUy designed official pun on the word hoot, then that sqmte smother pa^ot s^s. aw^ 
^e,^d by either sealing his envelope with the Royal Arms, or to Hanwell, where perhaps I may fmegather with the JnbUee 
oonspicuonsly printing on it some such superscription as “ On Her BEOWwnsTG, and yet remain your dev ^ "Woems. 

Majesty's iSermce” or “ With the Prime Minister’s Compliments ” yvokms. 

deludes me into opening’ it, and for a moment beoopoing fa mi har with " -- 

its touting contents-^r rather, I shoidd say Ac I am on my TTMUS ” 

guard now, and am fairly roused ; and for the last fortnight, driven TO THE XiJnJiD. 

to desperation, have met the evil in the only legitima^ way ; (Lines on the celebraiwn of Us Centenary, freely adapted from 

by consigning the whole contents of my letter-box, whenever they ' The Eunchhachf) 

have been brought up to me, straightway to the fire. As a matter . r fbau 

of fact, I have fouMthat by so doing I have destroyed sevei^ ^ 

valuable and important documents, and among them a Demand-note ^e mom I thougM a 

for Parochial Rates, a County Court Summons, a lette from an That brought not Master 

executor enolosing a large oheuue, and the lease of a friend s house— . i -n ixomiriff wrniteforone ’ 

the disappearance of all of whio|L I need.soaiody sot, is causing me ^n of g^at ^ “ 

no litfle mconvenienoe. But what is this to the triumphant sense Who ruled them— itoter Wsira^ 

of having for once been equal to the Prospectus-mongers ! Not that a ttt «o /iiatii* 

I haveguite done that yet%ut I wiU yet manage to evade them. A word from Master Waeiee made as clear 

Last Tuesday I nailed up my letter-box, and the Postman has As daylight. nnmco 

since shoveUed^e hourly omisig^mient to my house down the wea. * Maste 

The Cook endeavoured to^disposi of this yesterday, with the re^t of ^ 

setting the kitchen ohimney on fire. I have now some thoughts of A double s^t supplement, st^ t>,--«>rwaiGe ’ ” 

^eSlyae^ my house, and changing my name, or even of Comes Master Wamee, as of yore, pnoe threepence . 


** The Eunchbachf) 

“ I ’VE known him since I was a child. E’en then 
The morn I thought a very weary one, 

That brought not Master W abter. 

* * Writers then, 

Men of great skiB and learning, wrote for one 
Who ruled them— Master 'W aiter. 

* * What was dull 

A word from Master Waiter made as clear 
As daylight. ... 

* * Master Waiter came, and comes. 

Summer and winter still, without or vith 
A double sheet of supplement, and stiH 
CJomes Master Waiter, as of yore, pnoe threepence i 
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LONDON IDYLS. 

Algernon (the Eeir), ‘‘Awfully kiot of Mrs. Masham to give us a Lift. But it was rather a Squeeze^ eh ? ’* 

Jach the Detrimental {his Younger Brother), “Yes. By the way, talking of Squeezes, it struck mb very forcibly, driving 
ALONG, THAT YOU *D GOT HOLD OF ONE OF MiSS LaURA MaSHAM’S HANDS ! 

Algernon , “Well, you meddling young Idiot! what if I had.?” 

Jack, “Oh, nothing. Only Z’d got hold of the Others you know!” 


BALFOUR’S “IRREPRESSIBLE” DO^IKEY. 

Air. — “ The King of the Gannilal Islands,** 

Oh! have you heard— -hut o£ course you have— 
Of a curious creature, as stuhhorn as brave, 
An iron-heeled kicker, a buck-jumping: 
knave, 

Called the Irrepressible Donkey ? 

The “ Blondin Donkey ” is full of his tricks, 
But the Irrgiressible easily licks 
His Music-Hall model in capers and kicks ; 
And the cleverest rider is found in a fix, 
When he sidles up to the animal^s side, 

Flings o’er the saddle his legs astride. 

And rides, or rather essays to ride. 

The Irrepressible Donkey. 

See him, straddle, behold him rear ! 

The cleverest rider may well feel fear, 

And cling to the neck, or hold on by the ear, 
Of the Irrepressible Donkey. 

This mischievous **moke” is an awkward 
brute, 

And apt from the saddle to suddenly shoot 
The would-be Balaam who doesn’t suit 
The Irrepressible Donkey. 

Many a Balaam that seat hath had, 

Eiders good, and riders bad. 

But Tory, Liberal, Whig, or Rad, 

This dreadful donkey has driven them mad. 
Forster fuzzy, and Balfour tall, 
Hlcks-Bbach, Morley, each and all, 

At one time or other, have had a fall 
From the Irrepressible Donkey. 

See him straddle, &e. 


Balfour mounted as well as most, ^ 

And some of his friends are beginning to 
boast 

That he ’s a right Eaeet, who will not be 
tost 

From the Irrepressible Donkey. 

Of Donkey-riding he has the gift. 

Is up to each asinine struggle and shift, 

Can make the animal feel his heft. 

And prone on his back will never be left. 
Balfour, they say, is a blessed boon, 

He ’ll treat as the Colonel treated the coon, 
And make dance, soon, to a genteel tune, 

The Irrepressible Doukey. 

See him straddle, &e. 

Well, that, of course, remains to he seen ; 

At present the creature is prancing, I ween ; 
There still seems some “ devil,” and plenty 
of spleen. 

In the Irrepressible Donkey. 

Bound he goes with his hoofs asprawl, 

His month gapes wide, and his teeth aren’t 
small, 

With his ears laid back, and his tail [to the 
wall, 

He doesn’t appear a nice “ mount” at'all.^ 

To brave Balfour and his “ resolute”^ Chief 
’Twill be a great joy, and a real relief, 

To find there ’s one rider does not come to grief 
With the Irrepressible Donkey. 

See him straddle, and stamp, and rear ! 
Look at his grinders, and twig his ear 1 
He’ll still want a good deal oi “ riding,” I 
fear — 

The Irrepressible Donkey ! 


“ A SELF-EDDCATINH PEOFESSIOH.” 

In consequence of his distinguished suc- 
cess at Berlin, Mr. Charles Wyndham, will, 
it is probable, play David Garrick at St. 
Petersbnrgh. The play has been already sub- 
mitted to the Chief of the Detective Police, 
who is still enga ged on attempting to discover 
the plot. Mr. Wyndham has assured the 
Head of the Department that there is nothing 
in it— meaning the plot not the^ head— but 
this sounded so like Nihilism in it, that the 
play wfil now have to undergo the severest 
scrutiny. Mr, Charles Wyndham wiH play 
the part in Eussian. The title of the piece 
will be Davidoff Garrichski, 

It is understood in certain well-informed 
circles that Mr. Henry Irving (who in spite 
of all reports to the contrary, is quite weU, 
we are verjrglad to hear, and doing first-rate 
business. We always did think his business 
very good, especially as Me^histopheles, Louis 
the Eleventh^ and Mathias) is studying Spanish 
and Portuguese, iu order to play a round of his 
favourite characters at Madrid and Oporto. 

Mr. Toole is studying Spanish in order to 
appear at Madrid as Don Paulus Frios^ but 
Miss Linden has requested him to defer his 
engagement in the Fiji Islands for another 
week or two, in order to enable her to obtain 
a thorough mastery of the language. Some 
Sandwich Island men have already been sent 
on in advance with the board-advertisements. 

“On ’Change.”— Quotation for the New 
Year, If ( 1888 ), 





BALFOUR’S “IRREPRESSIBLE” DONKEY 
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THE SHALLABALAH MAHARAJAH; 

Ot Th^ Confessions of an Indian Prince. 

I'lX tell you tlie adventures of a Famous Indian Prince, 

You needn’t start as tlie news I impart, 

I ’m the ShaUabalali Ma’rajali 1 

« I’ve been lionwed in 

For the trutl^to tell, a 

Is the ShaUabalah 

I ’m overwhelmed with 
gold, and so can while 

My suite is large, my 

I took three spacious 
5;. Mansions and I threw 

^ Wi^^ a do^r for you, 

dinners, andyou wrote 
■ • ^ ^ u laeet 

His Highne#the Mahaeajah,” on your cards for the elites 
And you gave me much to look at, tho’ there wasn’t much to eat, 
And a ninepenny hock, which you placed in stock, 

For the ShaUabalah Ma’rajah. 

I was carted ofi to Pictures, Playhouse, Party, Concert, Ball, 

And ho I the rush, of extravagant gush, 

For the ShaUabalah Ma’rajah. 

And oft to your House of ParUament— the greatest trial of all, 

And once, — or more, you detected a snore, 

From the ShaUabalah Ma’rajah. 

Then crowds I asked to dine off Curry, Bombay Duck and Spice, 
With pounds and pounds of Q-arUc and a ton or two of rice, — 

The hitter very wholesome, and most filling at the price — 

And I made them drink, the pure Indian Ink, 

Of the ShaUabalah Ma’rajah. 

I got so bored of Town— I thought to get beyond your reach 
Of friends— a host— suggested a coast, 

For the ShaUabalah Ma’rajah. 

So I took a row of houses with a view of sea and beach, 

But the mob was shrewd, and hotly pursued. 

The ShaUabalah Ma’rajah. 

And nobles caUed from Hanley, Barnsley, Leeds and Preston Pans, 
With Yarmouth Trippers, Cotton-brokers, Welsh and Highland 
Clans ; 

.And a sweU whose name was Bugoins, but who called himself 
Bujans, 

Who broke his brace, while bowing with grace, 

To the ShaUabalah Ma’rajah. 

I was summoned to Windsor Castle, and I thought a lot of that, 

A carriage saloon, was fitted up soon. 

For the ShaUabalah Ma’rajah. 

At the Castle I was kept awaiting hours on the mat— 

With an aged Peer, who adopted a sneer. 

For the Sh^abalah Ma.’rajah. 

I was shown some precious tapestries, some pictures and a jar, 

And then I was invested with a precious badge and star, 

And the aged Peer presented me with a precious bad cigar, 

With a wink of his eye, he bade a good-bye, 

To the ShaUabalah Ma’raj^. 


I’ve seen the glorious MiUion and the glorious Tipper Ten, 

And bear in mind, they were all of them kind, 

To the ShaUabalah Ma’rajah. 

And I ’ve seen your splendid sailors, and your mUitary men, 

And a word of advice, I think wiU suffice. 

From the ShaUabalah Ma’rajah. 

I ’ve heard you do not want to fight— by Jingo if you do ? 

You’d better see your guns don’t burst, or bayonets break in two, 
Andyour ironclads, should rest upon, — ^not under the ocean blue. 

i may be wrong — but that is the song, 

Of the ShaUabalah Ma’rajah. 

THE HOLIDAY CONYEESATION-BOOK. 

About Sydenham. 

Paterfamilias. And so, my dear ohUdren, you have been to the 
: Crystal Palace ? 

Maria. Yes, dear Papa, as you directed— third-class and carrying 
in our pockets each a packet or sandwiches. 

Pater. That is right, my dears. The joint spirit of economy and 
self-reUance should govern our actions from our earUest years. And 
now that you have seen that magnificent home of all that is beautiful 
in Nature and Art, the Crystal Palace, teU me what glorious exhibit 
most attracted your attention. Was it the Court of the Alhambra, 
the Pompeian House, or the fine coUection of plaster casts ? 

Johnny. Not one of the three, dear Papa, — we were most pleased 
with the Pantomime. 

Pater. Was it a good one? 

Maria. A very good one. It was called Robinson Crusoe^ and was 
written originaUy by the late Mr. H. J. Byron. 

Pater. Dear me, it must have been the old Princess’s Pantomime, 
in which Espp^osa appeared. He played, 1 remember, the part of 
Friday. 

Harry. Mr. D’ Auban takes it now, Papa. 

Pater. And it could not be in better hands. And now, Uttle 
G-eoegy, what did you think of the ballet f 

George. Booful, hoof ol- booful ickle exter ladies. 

Pater. What does the little man, mean ? 

Maria. I fancy, dearest Papa, that little Geosgib wishes us to 
understand that the ballet was perfect, from the premiere danseuse 
down to the exria ladies. 

George. ’Es— that ’s what ickle Geoegie means. Booful, booful I 

Pater. And the scenery ? 

Maria. Was charming. The dresses were also in exceUent taste. 
Mr. William: Eignold too (who I think I have heard you say is an 
exceUent melodramatic actor) was capital as King Tyranny. 

Pater. And were you pleased with the harlequmade ? 

James. It was not so refined as the opening. Some of the Clown’s 
jokes savoured more of the East than the West End. 

Pater. And after seeing the Pantomime I suppose you hurried 
away to revel in the treasures of Art ? 

Maria, That no doubt was our inclination, hnt it being Christmas 
time, we considered it better to postpone the revel you suggest for 
the moment, and as an alternative pleasure to dash into an Enter- 
tainment of a Conjuror and a lady e^ed Astaete. 

Pater. I trust that the exceUence of the show compensated for the 
loss of the rich inteUectual treat you apparently sacrificed in order 
to attend it? 

James. The Conjuror had rather a melancholy manner. I feel 
that should I ever wish to see him again (which is improbable), I 
would prefer to renew his acquaintance during Lent. 

Pater. And, after this, I suppose you all imshed to the Egyptian 
Court to inspect the interesting mural inscriptions with their vari- 
coloured hieroglyphics ? 

Maria. No doubt we should have done this, dearest Papa, had it 
not now become too dark to identify them. So we went instead to 
see Mr. Snazelle and some Dissolving Views, in another part of 
the building. 

Pater. And were you satisfied ? 

James. More than satisfied. We were so pleased with Mr. Sna- 
’ ZELLE — who appeared to us to he an admirable tragedian — and his 
Dissolving Yiews, that it was with the utmost difficulty we tore 
ourselves away from them both to catch a train. Our regret was 
the more acute, as at the time of our departure Snazelle, 
dressed as Mephistopheles^ was singing a modern comic song. 

Pater. Well, my dears, you seem to have enjoyed yourselves 
thoroughly, and as, from what you say, you appe^ to take more 
delight in intellectual prowess than mere scenic display, you shall 
all pay (the only thing you will have to pay, as admission is gratis) 
a long visit on Thursday to the Museum of Practical Geology in 
Jermyn Street. 

Omnes. Oh, thank you, dearest Papal That will indeed be 
delightful I 

TiTRAT ETnAL Fiee-Flibs. — ^T he ** Flies” of Theatres. 
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"FIAT EXPERIMENTUM/^ &C. 

Scene — A Christmas Family Gathering at a Country Souse. 

Old Bachelor Guest {'owlently awakened out of his morning snooze), “Who 'sh thebe ? ” 

The Grandchildren (shouting in choncs^ and hanging at his door), “Oh, Me. Bhlkley — ^please — Me. Bhle^ey — ^TO get up— and go 
ON THE Pond— Pa says— cattse— G-ean’ma says— we may— if it *ll beak You— it 'll bbab Us 1 1 " 


HUSBANDS AND HUSBANDET, 

A Specimen of the Romantico-Fiscal Fiction of the Future, 

“ Last year was the -worst ever recorded for marriages in England. . . * 
What is still more remarkable is that this falling off in the wedding rate 
coincided with a low price of wheat. . . . The fall of the marriage rate, | 
declares the Begistrar-G-eneral, ‘ coincides with a decline in the value per 
head of British exports.’ ” — Daily Telegraph. 

“ 0 Hymen, Hymen, reiUnmetliy torch! ” 

So sorrowfully sighed tiie lovely; Lady Psyche Eeatheeeltght. 

There had not been a wedding worth calling a wedding in 
England for full five years. The fashionable fanes of St, Q-eorge’s 
and St. Margaret’s were as deserted as the pillared aisles of Palmyra. 
And the Lady Psyche was the nnhappiest girl in all England. 

She loved, in the fearless old fashion, of course, — ^but all fashions 
of love were old now, —young Waltee Wheateae of Bockferry 
Farm, To all appearances she might as well have adored Mount 
Athos, or worshipped Arthnr’s Seat. 

“Psyche,,” said, her Mother, “I believe it is all the resnlt of 
Science, and Socialism, and Statistics, and things, — especially those 
horrH Statistics, which seem to^ me to n;pset everything, and which 
I think ^e most wicked and impious, besides being so shockingly dry 
and boring. The world went very well before yonr G-oschens and 
went in for tahulating everything, from heart-throbs to 
corn-imports, from Unemployed averages to the Marriage-rate.” 

“Well, Hymen is the chief of the Unemployed now, Mamma, at 
any rate,” moaned the Lady Psyche. 

“Howc^n you joke on such a serious subject, Psyche?” cried 
the elder lady, flouncing impatiently away. 

“If Statistics ham done it all,” sighed Lady Psyche, ** I only wish 
they were tied round Mr, Goschen’s neck and cast into the ” 

“ Nothing of the sort, my poor girl,” answered a honey-toned 
voice. It came from a handsome youth who — iu November — ^might 
have been taken for a sort of glorified link-boy, though more lightly 
clad than that function in that season might seem to demand. 


“ Oh, you ham returned, then ? ” cried Lady Psychib, recognising ! 
him instantly. Where have you been hiding yourself ? ” 

“I’ve been studying Fair Trade with Howaed Yincent,” 
answered Hymen. 

“The wretch!” ejaculated Lady Psyche, viciously. “I don’t 
mean yow,” she hastened to explain, “but Howaed Yincent, for 
detaining yon all this while in the interests of his most precious 
fad.” 

“Yon don’t understand,” said the youth, pityingly."^ “It is no 
fad, but a fatality. Sine Cerere et Baccho friget Venus, Of course 
you understand that. In the absence of Ceres and Bacchus, Yenus 
grows cold. Without corn and wine, Love loses warmth. And as 
you’ve chosen to turn the cold shoulder upon Ceres, can you wonder 
if she has chilled towards yon ? ” 

“ What do you mean ? ” cried Lady Psyche. 

“ Simply that wheat is at so absurdly low a figure, that it doesn’t 
pay the British farmer any longer to produce it,” answered Hymen. 

“ VerK sap, ! ” And he vanished. 

♦ I 

“ Ceres, to thee belongs the votive lay, I 

Whose locks in radiance round thy temple play,” ! 

sang the Lady Psyche Wheateae. ^ 

“They cannot play more radiantly round the goddess’s temples | 
than do yours round yonr rosy brow, Psyche,” responded her adoring 
husband, fanning her fair flushed face (flushed with mingled love 
and August heat, as she bent over her baby’s herceaunette) with a 
copy of the Mark Lane Gazette. 

“ Hush ! WMsper not a word of even comparative disparagement 
of the ‘ rich-haired daughter of Rhea,’ or nobody knows what may 
happen,” cried Lady Psyche. “ She may get the hump- 1 mean, 
she may take weU. justified offence again, you know, Waltee, and 
then the price of corn will come down, and the marriage-rate with it, 
and Gladstone— gr-r-r !— may come back, and Howabld Yincent 
and Hymen go way again, and Free Trade and Universal Spinster- 
hood be re-estahlisheo, and the Cobden Club be set up again, and the 
“ Cheap Loaf ” heresy spread once more, and that omnivorous ogre, 
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“.ALL OVER THE PLACE I” OR, MR. GLADSTONE'S DREAM IN FLORENCE. 


** the Constmier,” constime Com, and cons€q.nently Connnhiality, ofi PLA.YED OUT. 

the ^ee of the (English) e^th, and-—” The Ameeh of Aeghanistah, being mortally afraid of 

“ TT-nsb. bnsb* do hushl” intenected the shoeked G-entleman Ta_ i. a.- x: v 


xne lace oi xne ^j^Dgiisu; carou, auu , , , ^ 

“Hnsh, hush, do hush I” interjected the shocked G-entleman 
Farmer. “Strange, darling,” he added, musingly, “that there 
should he so close a relationship between Husbandry (of one^ sort), 
and Husbandry (of another) I ^ Fancy Mankind being willing to 
sacrifice Matrimony to such things as Cheap Food, Statistics, and 
Economic Orthodoxy I ” ^ 

“ Womankind never interposed Psyche. Which shows 

how much wiser we women are than you men.” 

“Women,” smiled the uxorious Wheateae, “are, after all, ^r 
! greatest ‘staple,’ our most important ‘interests,’ our most valuable 

‘ commodity,’ our most inexhaustible ‘ resources ’ ” 

“ Stay,” cried his wife, archly. “ Hardly ‘ inexhaustible. 

“ How not ? ” queried the mystified Wheateae. 

“Why,” responded Psyche, “because great resources as they 
certainly are, they are resources which require to be husbanded 
“Ha! ha! ha I” laughed the enamoured one, exuberantly* My 
Psyche, after all, is the only true Economist ! ” 


PLAYED OUT. 

The Ameee of Aeghanistah, being mortally afraid of an ultimate 
English occupation of his country, has had before him various plans 
by which he can make sure^ of keepmg the dreaded invader out. 
Among the suggestions submitted to him were : — 

1. To import Mr. Michael Davitt, Mr. Dillok, and other eminent 
Irish Home-Rulers, and get them to take up their residence at 
Cabul. 2. To start a Christmas Day once a month. 3. To start an 
Income-Tax-collection once a week. 4. To ask a colony of hurdy- 
gurdy players to set up in his dominions. 5. To have a Cabul 
Fuddle Muddle Gazette. 6. To represeut Afghanistan as a second 
and rather worse Burmah. And T, to introduce the Scotch bagpipes 
to his people. 

Here is a chance for distressed Crofters ! What a rush there 
will be to Mac Ab dulehahah I 

Sweets and Bittees. — ^Mrs. Bam says she understands the Sugar 
Bounties to mean a bolus on the exportation of sugar. 
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OUR DEBATING CLUB. 

/if 7 . JSv‘BiiinQ of Incidont — wounds OocJchulVs foelings Tho 
TTnn. Sec* proves his acquaintance with the Rules — the Dehate 
is brought to a close in an unprecedented man7ier* 

It is just about a year ago that one of our meetings was attended, 
not only by most of the regular members, but also by an incident 
of so startling and unusual a nature, that we are all of us a little 
shy of alluding to it, even now. 

The motion we were discussing was one wbion ever possesses a 
strong fascination for the more speculative order of mina, being to 
this effect: “That this House is strongly of opinion that the 
existence of what are vulgarly known as ‘ Q-hosts ’ is^ su£S.eiently 
established by credible testimony to be accepted as a positive fact.” 

CocxBULEi, who proposed the motion, after a most eloquent and 
exhaustive speech lasting over three-quarters of an hour, and freely 
punctuated towards its close by the President’s bell, concluded thus : 

“ And now, Sir, as far as was possible in the limits afforded me ” — 
{^'ping-ping ” from the “I have quoted, Ithink, every instance 

of a supernatural appearance recorded since mankind first began to 
observe these phenomena with any attention.” {This was no idle 
boast ; the number and variety of Cockbttll’s cases^ and the masterly 
manner in which he narrated them^ had reduced ahnost every 
Gargoyle to a condition of goosefiesh^^ and erected hairJ) “ I have 
also mentioned a striking experience of a female member of my own 
family.” {'’^ Ping-ping f) “ I shall be very little longer, Mr. Presi- 
dent. Without having the presumption to suppose that the few and 
feeble” — (“iVb, »o.'” and another faint ^^ping^^) — “ Irepeat, the few 
and feeble words I have uttered to-night wul nave had the effect of 
proving G-hosts absolutely up to the hut — I do venture to think that 
I have succeeded in setting Spectres up before you to-ni?ht as solid 
facts, deserving of our earnest, our reverent, and philosophical 
attention and support. I do presume to believe” — ping-ping- 
ping — “I have just done, Sir — that the Hon. Member who is 
down to follow me to-night will find it less easy than be imagines to 
demolish, discredit, and explode a thing so rooted and intertwined 
with onr most cherished prejudices aud traditions as what, to use the 
terms of my motion, is ‘ vulgarly known as a Ghost.’ ” {Enthusiastic 
applause*) 

Pltjmley DtnFF, who had undertaken to' oppose, got up with an 
offensive assumption of bringing the discussion down to a matter-of- 
fact level. Duff is a good fellow, but he doesn’t seem to know 
when he is utterly out of touch with the general sympathy of the 
meeting. 

“ The Hon, Gentleman,” began Buff (with the heavy humour he 
employs at times), “ says] he doesn’t believe I shall find it easy to ex- 
plode one of his ghosts.” {It was so like Duff to fasten on a verbal 
expression of that sort — but we never consider this fair argument)* 
“ No more do I. Let him bring me a ghost, and then, if the thing 
will ohlio:e me by remaining long enough to give me time to strike a 
light, I don’t mind attempting— for the Hon. Gentleman’s satisfac- 
tion — to ignite the gas, of which I should expect to find it largely 
composed,” {A slight movement of distaste among several Gargoyles 
at this ponderous flippancy*) “ I don’t think I risk much in making 
this offer, aud I ’ll tell you why, — haven’t the slightest belief in any 
such rubbish,” {Here a sharp rap sounded from the middle of the 
table^Just in front of him ^ and the President called “ Order with a 
slight frown*) “We’ve been told to-night of ghosts that moaned, 
and warned, and beat drums, and threw furniture about, and other 
gymnastics of the kind— but what I want to know is- what do they 
do it with i* What is a ghost, after all, according to the evidence ? 
A gauzy, cobwebby afiair, like an old veil. People tell us they have 
looked through them, and noticed no internal apparatus, nothing of 
what you may call ‘ works’ of any sort or description. Yery well — 
but you eau’t make even such a simple observation as ‘ good even- 
ing’— to say nothing of uttering a long and complicated warning — 
you can’t so much as groan, without a complete set of vocal cords, 
in fair working order. You can’t heat a drum, or pitch chairs at 
people’s heads, without muscles. {^^ Rap- rap-rap on the table 

again.) “ I must really ask Honourable Gargoyles in my immediate 
neighbourhood not to play the fool.” ( Sensation, and warm disclaimers 
from several Members, who, I may here state, were quite incapable of 
sueh an action.) “ If you want to go anywhere, and see anybody, you 
must exercise some sort of volition, and, to exercise volition, a brain 
(1 don’t say a powerful brain, because I never heard of any ghost 
who gave any sign of even average mental power), but some brain is 
indispensable. How do you get all that iu a few feet of film? 
No, no, Gentlemen — it won’t do. We can’t have Mr, Cockbhll 
coming his ghosts over us. Then he tells us a long rigmarole— I do 
not use the term in an offensive sense, hut it was long, and it was a 
rigmarole— he tells a long rigmarole about what an aunt of his by 
marriage once saw, or believed she saw I Gentlemen, be should 
have brought her down here” — (four very loud raps — at which even 
started) — “to tell us her adventure in person, and then we 
should know what to think.” 

Here there was quite a scene ; Cocfbull sprang up, quivering with 
emotion, 

“I appeal to you, Mr. President,” he said, “whether I am to he 
subjected to these unseemly taunts ! It is extremely painful to me 
to explain that the reason why I am unable to bring my relative here 
to-night, is, that,”* {here his voice “ she — she is no more. 

She was my great-great-aunt, and expired in the latter part of last 
century,” 

A murmur of sympathy with him, and marked disapproval of 
Duff, after which Pintcen-et said : “ Order, please. Mr. PLumET 
Duff, I think it is not advisable to drag any member’s deceased 
relatives into this debate— they are scarcely relevant,” 

At this, Eaddell rose, with a copy of the Rules : “I am very 
reluctant to challenge your ruling, my lud — 1 mean, but may I 

draw your attention to Rule 53, sub-section (5) : — “ A remark is 
relevant, if it refers to a statement by a previous speaker, which the 
President has not at the time declared to be itself birelevant.'* I sub- 
mit, Sir, with all respect, that, as you did not rule the Proposer’s 
Aunt out at the time, Mr. Duff was perfectly in order in referring 
to her.” 

\^Outcry,~and “ Shut up ! from one much excited Gargoyle* 
“Well,” said Pustcenby, coldly (considering Eaddell a nuisance 
— ^which, to be candid, ‘he occasionally is), “ Go on, Mr. Duff.” 

\JELere a perfect shower of angry raps proceeded from the table, 
actually upsetting some of the ink, and spirits-and-water : 
several members drew hack their chairs and looked pale and un- 
comfortable* 

“ I — I will just say something on the question of ghosts’ clothes,” 
said Duff {one resounding bang lower down the table, after which 
we all glanced at one another, meaningly), “but — ^but after that 
expression of opinion, I — I will sit down. , . I should like, before I 
do so, to assure the Hon. Proposer of my deep sympathy with Mm in 
a bereavement to which, had I known it earlier, I should not have 
permitted myself an allusion.” (“ JECear ! Hear .' ”) 

After this, we sat for some time in awed silence ; little Boshee 
was the first man with presence of mind enough to look under 
the table, but he reported that he saw nothing hut the ordinary 
number of members’ legs. We were all proceeding to satisfy our- 
selves of this personally, when we were brought up again by a fresh 
phenomenon — a tremendous blow, at the door tMs time. Poor 
Bosher, who sat with his back within a couple of feet or so from the 
door, grew almost hysterical, and I am not ashamed to admit that, 
none of us liked to go and open it ; we knew that the outer door 
was ^ securely fastened, and that it was, humanly speaking, im- 
possible for any living creature to he in the ante- chamber at that 
particular moment. Haetuff suggested that Duff should go— but 
Duff retorted that he was not expecting any aunt just then, so the 
matter dropped, and Getsee rose a Little later in evident emotion, 
“Gentlemen,” said Getsee, “we have had a warning to-night 
against being led away by the pride of intellect. If— if there be 
reallv among us this evening, some invisible spectator from across 
the Threshold— do not let us afford it— her— the indignity and the 
pain of being present while her very existence is being exposed to 
ignorant and irreverent scepticism, such as” {with a reproachful 
look at Duff, who was wiping his forehead) “ we have heard so 
recently. ^ Do not let us tempt, by a further parade of incredulity 
some manifestation, which the nerves of some of us ” {with a glance 
at Bosher, who was obviously much upset) “ might find too great a 
strain for the intellect to bear. I propose, Sir, that we proceed to a 
vote at once, without further discussion. * 

1 ^ \Loud applause, led in a ghastly manner by the door* 

Well, we did proceed to a division, with the result that fifteen 
voted for the motion, and none against it. Duff declined to give a 
vote one way^ or the other, having ascertained from the Secretary 
that nothing in the Rules compelled Mm to support Ms speech by the 
ballot. 

Then we broke up in a subdued manner, and our awe was in- 
tensified, if anything, by discovering that the door of the ante- 
chamber was locked as usual, and that no one was secreted in any 
part of the passage. A strange oircumstance, which Boshee, for 
some reason, did not seem to consider as having any direct connec- 
tion with the other manifestations, was that a long, and very 
handsome ebony stick of mine, with a large round apple of agate at 
the top, was, to the best of my belief, certainly not in the place 
where I can almost swear to have deposited it on entering ! Bosher 
advised me not to^ mention this, as, owing to my being unable to 
speak quite positively on the point, critics might consider it the 
weakest part of the ease. It amuses me now to think how calmly 
and pMlosophioally Boshee could talk — after it was all over. He 
was anything but calm and pMlosopMeal at the time I 

Are there two Baddeley Cakes ? On Twelfth Night, last Eriday, 
both Drury Lane and Covent Garden out “ the Baddeley Cake,” and 
each Baddeley Cake was welcomed by a Goodly assembly. No special 
costumes were worn, and no one was Baddeley dressed. 


NOTICE.— Rejected Communications or Contributions, wbetber MS., Printed Matter,’ Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
m no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, CoVer, Cr Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception. 
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^ from time to time falls to mylotwlieii occupying the public plat- 

THE LET TER- BAG OF TOBY, M.P. form, I count labour as nought. Many is the hour, pacing the 

T? glades of the New Forest, that I have wrestled with Meditation in 
From: Uncle Pum:blechoos:. quest of impromptus. You who have heard me Wl bear witness 

LvfidJiurst^ J^aniSi Saturday ^ that there is no smack of the New Forest in their delivery. Some 

among the envious talk of a little ponderosity in leading up to the 
dash of wit, a tride too much humming and hawing, a too nervous 
research in my coat-tail pocket. But there are no bounds to the 

8 misrepresentations of envy. You know that my jokes, my quips 
and cranks, seem to be bom on the very platform where I stand in 
face of men. 

And how they live and spread till they become household words! 
It sometimes happens that I am a humorist in spite of^ myself. I 
suppose even the Times newspaper will admt that there is no phrase 
of recent years that has become so familiar a^art of the English- 
spoken language as the “ Grand Old Man.” Who gave birth to this 
empyrean dasn of characterisation ? It was I— moi qui parle. It 
was at Derby, now some years ago, that, adchessiug my constituents, 

I dashed f ortn this impromptu. It was quite true I did not at the 
moment mean it quite as it was taken. Gladstone was at the time 
emerging from a cloud. I saw it clearly enough, though I confess I 
made a mistake in the summer of 1874, when I delighted the Con- 
servatives by turning and rending my former leader. I really 
thought at the time he was done for. He had but a year before 
taken me from below the Gangway, knighted me, and made me 
Solicitor- General. But it looked at the moment as if his power of 
conferring benedts was exhausted. So I took him by the collar and 
ignominiously shook him, whilst the Conservatives shrieked with 
laughter and applause. 

vAu Toby, But it was difierent in 1879. His time had come again, and, as 

Hanging with grooms you know, even in temporary reverses I have never committed again 
and porters on one of the the mistake of that Jidy night in 1874.^ It was with tears in my 
many bridges at Clapham eyes and emotion softening my strident voice that to my constituents 
Junction, and having a in Derby, I pointed with patronising pitiful dnger to the Grand Old 
few minutes to spare, I Man. For the moment I felt like ATr. Fumhlechook contemplating 
accepted the mute invita- Pip in Ids hour of misfortune, “ This is him as I have rode in my 
tion to try my weight ex- shay-cart. This is him as I have seen brought up by hand. This m 
tended by one of the bim to whom I have been earliest benefactor and the founder of Ms 
automatic machines which forttm’s — The Geani) Old Man I ” The phrase was not taken quite 
deck, not to say dominate, in the sense I meant. It was turned ^d twisted by unsympathetic 
our railway stations. In Tories, and instead of a tribute of affection, became a term of derision, 
view of some such oppor- But with the Liberals it is to-day an epithet of sincere and warm 
tunity, I had in my waist- affection. Thus genius, if I may say so, coins in a moment of in- 
coat pocket a leaden disc, spiration a phrase that suits the manifold views and needs alike of 
in size and weight some- the Masses and the Classes. Never mind with what intent I invented 
what resembling a penny, the phrase. ‘‘ The Grand Old Man,” will last as long as the English 
I confess it was in my language. , x- 

miud to drop this into the These things do not induce in me any feeling of self-elation, 
receptacle. But it was a Rather I am depressed with apprehension for my Party and my 
busy hour of the day, the country when the time comes to lose the benefit of my counsel and 
station was crowded, I advice. I read the other day some remarks on the infinite Heavens, 
^^!***' might have been observed delivered at the Royal Institution by my friend^ Sir Robert Ball. 

and the action misoon- The subject is one tiiat curiously attracts me, being as I think, just 
strued. Accordingly I inserted a coin of the realm of the proper suitable to my range of thought and my style of oratory. Says my 
desiguatiou, and, having tried my weight, found it guilty of being friend Ball: “ Were the Sun with his whole^ system to be suddenly 


EAR Toby, 

Hanging with 




^ mignt nave oeen ooservea aenverea au tne xioyai insuTOmon oy my our xwjojsiax 

and the action misoon- The subject is one tiiat curiously attracts me, being as I think, just 
strued. Accordingly I inserted a coin of the realm of the proper suitable to my range of thought and my style of oratory. Says my 
desiguatiou, and, having tried my weight, found it guilty of being friend Ball: “ Were the Sun with his whole^ system to be suddenly 
nearer eighteen stone than it should have been. annihilated, an ^observer on a star in the distant realms of sp^e 

WMcb thing, dear Toby, your keen intellect will have discerned would only notice that a tmy star had ceased to twinMe. 1^. 
is an allegory. What I picture to my fancy as having been done at Speaker, — I mean Toby, Sir ; that may be all very well for the 
Clapham Junction, I do daily with huge and naturM satisfaction. Solar System. But when I drop out of politioal life I fear there wm be 
The Automatic Try-your- Weighter, if one may so name it, is Public consternation in i^oturius, seriousness will settle do^ on Sin^, 
Opinion, and I miss no opportunity of measuring myself hythat and Betelgenze, brightest jewel in the belt of Orion, wiRn^mentarily 
standara. The occupation is the more inviting because, as 1 have pale. Yours faithfully, W. v, H-rc-bt, 

hinted, the results are invariably satisfactory. Like Erskine, as 

described in the Anti- Jacobin^ “ With respect to the extent of my 

faculties, I consider myself in many respects a finite being.” Still, THE CAREFUL BURGLAR. 

measure the enthusiastic approbation of their fellow citizens. It is ^though hidden by the mst, 

true that there are persons in the House of Commons that assume § 

, indifference to my excellent points, and even acMeve the, semblance S® ^ 

of amused contempt for my performances. Also tbe Times news- should furbish up ms tools, modesty ask 

paper as we call the journal, to distinguish it from the Times Four- As the surgeon whets his knife, Coy concealment from the mask ; 

storied House, the Times Bathing-Machine, or the Times Ready For preserving human life ; Bull’s-eye lanterns of cour^. 

Reckoner, —the Times newspaper, I say, misses no opportunity of As the sportsman oils Ms gun. Carry, like our friends the 

' goading me. But the reasons for tMs are obvious. In ;the House With the season’s earliest sun ; ** Force.” 

of Commons it is either envy or apprehension that assails me. In So the burglar, cool and keen, There’s the small revolver. stiR 

the Times newspaper it is disappomtment. You will know that at Sees Ms instruments are clean. Careful burglars do not kill ; 

one time I was habituated to enliven its ponderous columns with jemmy, oft ’tis said Conscientious men like me 

disquisitions having legal bearing upon the events of the day. 1 jg^rder than a policeman’s head ; Operate in secrecy. 

.have abandoned that habit, and the Times newspaper, angry and corroding grit Some Directors do tbe same, 

disappointed, takes such revenge as is open to its capacity, , Harms the wily centre-bit ; And we blush to find it fame. 

But place me on the platform, face to face with my countrymen in *’ . 

thousands assembled. Is there anyone received with more enthu- „ « 

siasm? Is there anyone with lighter touch, with defter fence, or, Motto as a Rule or Guidance pob M^ropoittan Board op 

when need be, with heavier stroke ? For sucn an hour’s triumph as W orks’ Oppiciais. — Orders is Heaven s first Law* 


We shall need the shoes of 
list; 

And our modesty may ask 
Coy concealment from the mask ; 
BMl’s-eye lanterns we, of course. 
Carry, like our friends the 
** Force.” 

There ’s the small revolver. stiR 
Careful burglars do not kRl ; 
Conscientious men like me 
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IN THE DAYS OF KING FOG. 


[January 21 , 1888 , 
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■ Aae Horrors orcuiiary oi a normal J amiary, i snau ao my best to vary 
in a style 

That yonr "best adepts at joking, midst their coughing and their 
choking, shall admit is scarce provoking of a smile.” 

Then he ups, the soo^ king, with an India-rubber spring, and a 
foghorn he applies to Ms mouth. 

As a friendly sort of summons to a set of cronies — rum ^uns, — ^who 
came from East and "West and North and South. 

They were habited as demons, some had skins the hue of lemons, 
whilst others were as swarthy as their king ; 

And each drab or dingy devil seemed an Avatar of evil, and up to 
1 I every kind of horrid thing, 

f A bouquet of foul gases, such as Britons who are asses from their 


' /A. Douquet 01 loui gases, such as Britons who are asses from their 

chimneys and their chemicals let fl.y, 

January 9—18, 1888. Their fellows to asphyxiate — such idiotic tricks I hate — and inter- 

T^ _ 1 . j . 1 , . I, cept their sun and hide their eky, 

JlXNO Fog he arose, and he silly tapped Ms nose, and he said unto Could scarcely be more nasty, and their faces, swart or pasty, bore a 
trr-iv said he, ^ funny sort of horrid hectic glow, 

With the croupiest of chw^tles, 0 you miserable mortals, with As for miscMef all agog, each one winked at old King Fog, as who 
your tortures I ’m about to have a spree. should say, “ All right, old boy, I know.” 
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Then Ein? Fog^ at once descended with the demon who 
attended Es intolerable Court, upon the Town ; 

And the day at once grew dimmer, and the sun ceased 
e’en to shimmer, and the gas-jets seemed to glimmer 
and die down. 

All tints save black were banished, and the very 
roadways vanished, you couldn’t see the lamps nor 
e’en their posts ; 

Faded house, and tower, and steeple, and, as for the 
poor people, they prowled about like damp and 
dismal ghosts : 

The shores of Styx were bland matched with Fleet 
Street or the Strand; you couldn’t see your hand 
before your face; 

Your neighbour in the dark seemed aBoojum or a Snark, 
who, five feet off, was gone, and left no trace. 

A foul and foetid pall fell over each and aU; its 
ingredients were mist, and muck, and smoke. 

And “smoke” includes, of course, stuffs from every 
filthy source, that can irritate, and blind, and clog 
and choke. 

For the Fog-King, fiend sardonic, summoned acid gas, 
carbonic, also sulphurous, from chimneys and from 
stills, 

Playing capers demoniacal, with vapours ammoniacal, 
and adding to the sum of human ills 
In every sort of way. He abolished night and day, you 
coEd only tell the difference from the clocks. 

He “ retarded radiation,” a malign abomination, and he 
filled the public ways with “ ugly blocks.” 

He muddled all the traffic, and the bard who’d pen a 
Sapphic, and the painter swell preparing for next 
May, 

Were driven well-nigh mad, for no light was to be had 
save the gas-lamp’s dim and uninspiring ray. 

He increased Monopoly, which, to the poor, if not the rich, 
is a pestilent unpardonable crime : 

For he made the gas-rate rise, and he got in people’s 
eyes, and he covered everything with greasy grime. 
He made all crossings dangers ; cosy citizens felt stran- 
gers to their offices and smart suburban villas ; 

Cabby wished he might be blowed if he could find the 
road, and collided with the letter-posts and pillars. 
He demanded ten-and-sb:, a fare too stiff for Styx, for 
crawling from the Bank to Brixton-hOl, 

And he got exceeding drunk, put his fare in a blue funk, 
and finished with a comprehensive spiU. 

Then King Fog he chuckled low, for aU trams were late 
and slow, fog-signals kept on banging day and night, 
There were crowds on every platform, and the porters 
were in that form that ’s produced by plaguing ques- 
tions left and right. 

The torches and the links made abominableTstinks, and 
the torcherers— I mean the howling boys, 

* Who stretched their leather throats and dropped pitch 
upon your coats,— lent precious little help, though 
lots of noise. 

Fog led to rows and rackets, and he hindered the mail- 
packets, and he brought the river-traffic to a stop. 

He drove the mob to drinking, and the “ publics ” filled 
like winking, for one couldn’t see another sort of shop. 
The theatres were void, which the Managers annoyed, to 
the Law Courts clients couldn’t find their way, 

And the children as a rule couldn’t grope their way to 
school, and they lost themselves when going out to 
play. 

Such mischiefs were not small, but, oh dear, that wasn’t 
all, for the death-rate was most dismally increased. 
King Fog’s a foe to life. Sudden suicides were .rife, 
and asthmatic age’s gaspings grew—and ceased. 

Then King Fog laughed long and loud, and his 
courtiers, a black crowd, gathered round their misty 
Monarch, and he cried : 

“ 0 my henchmen I this is grand ; our strong hand is 
on the land, and we rule this foolish country far 
and wide ; 

Give Science my defiance! there is not the least reU- 
ance on one plan or one appliance she suggests. 
Smoke-prevention ? That’s her joke, for her schemes all end 
in Smoke, as this sooty five-days’ Carnival attests. 
Her pretensions we can squelch, whilst the chimneys 
fume and belch, and the Town’s a blend of Phlege- 
thon and bog, 

All her pratings are but vain, and again and yet again 
you shall hail the ruthless reign of King Fog I ” 



** THE GRAND OLD NAME OF GENTLEMAN.’^ 


“Beo pardon, Mister, but what partioklar Breed might yer be callin’ 
THIS ’ere little Bawg o’ tourn ! Yotr ’ll ascuse me a harskin, Guv’ner ; 
BUT Mb and AJSrOTRER GENULEMAIf ’ERE ’AS JUST BEEN ’AVIN A SMALL BeT 
about it I ” [Disgust of Montmorency De Vere Sndhley^ who has always described 
himself as a Gentleman, 


PUTTING IT OFP. 

A Story oj Stornoway ^ from the “ Times ” of 1988. 

It is much to be feared that affairs iu the North have at length arrived at 
a serious crisis. News comes from Lewis that last night the two millions, who 
owing to the refusal of the crofters to emigrate, have in a century increased the 
population of the Island to that formidable figure, and, who by the undefined 
encroachments of the landed proprietors, have for the last five-and-twenty 
years, been dragging out an uncomfortable existence on the rocks and bathing- 
machines thnt fringe the sea-shore, to which they have been quietly relegated 
by the slow process of a complicated legislation, rose as one man, and breaking 
through the granite barriers, which everywhere surround the coast, commenced 
a raid on the herds of wild hippopotami to the preservation of which, at 
the cost of the exclusion of the inhabitants, it is well-known that the soil 
of the island is entirely given np. 

The Summer lettings of the various runs to Caffre MiUionnaires, who now 
come over annually for the electric-shooting, bring a handsome sum into the 



delectation to the wealthy representatives of civilised Niggerdom, have natu- 
rally resented the invasion, and determined to resist it. The situation is not 
new. About a hundred years ago affairs, though ou a fax smaller scale, had got 
much into the same condition. Then, as now, the Government of the day had 
let things drift on, without heeding which way the current was setting, and had 
waited till matters had come to a pretty pass, only intervening at the eleventh 
hour, when they had arrived at a crisis and were almost past remedy. And such 
has been the story ever since, and now the news comes that every hippopotamus 
through the whole length and breadth of the island has been driven over the 
northern headlands into the sea, and that a wild population of two millions are 
at this moment dancing a frantic Highland fiing around the smouldering embers 
of seven proprietorial mansions, in which it is rumoured that as many Csfire Mil- 
lioimaires, to wMoh they appear to have been sublet, have been unfortunately 
roasted alive. 

In the face of this intelligence the Government have been obhged to take 
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some steps; and it is reported that instraotions were dispatched 
yesterday to Liverpool to H.M.S. Sluggard to hold herself in readi- 
ness to start with five Marines) and a drummer for Stornoway at 
a moment^s notice. Meantime it is said that the Procurator- 
Fiscal, the Principal Sheriff, arid a couple of Police-officers in 
disguise, have managed to meet in secret on the pier, but do not 
exactly know what to do next in the peculiar and threatening 
circumstances in which they find themselves placed. 

The general opinion appears to be, that the whole question~of the 
position of the Crofters and their grievances ought to have been 
thoroughly gone into and sifted more than a century since. But the 
policy of that time was to let things drift and drift, and gradually 
get beyond control; and apparently successive G-overnments have 
seen no reason to depart from it since. Hence the result that is 
seen to-day in sometning little short of a Kevolutionary Movement 
in the iN'orth. And it is very doubtful even now, if the Government 
will know how effectively to deal with it. 


VOCES POPULI. 

AT THE PANTOMIME. 

In the Stalls. 

First Paterfamilias {to Second ditto, apologetically). Oh, I don’t 
suppose I set foot in a theatre once in two years, in a general way. 

I shouldn’t be here now, if it hadn’t been that ^but I thought you 

never went at all ? 

Second P, Not to regular theatres— no ; I consider their in- 
fiuence— ah— pernicious in many ways. I think it’s almost a duty 
not to encourage such entertainments as— well, burlesques, and 
music- halls, and ballets, and so on. But there’s no harm in a 
Pantomime. 

First P, No, of course not. So I say. Got up to please the 
children. 

Second P, That ’s all. Your family here ? 

First P, {a little confused). Well— no; fact is, I was just passing 
the doors, and — and I’d nothing particular to do this afternoon, 
and so — and so—; — Where are your chicks, eh ? 

Second P, {with some embarrassment), Er — at home, I thought, 
before bringing ’em, I ’d better see for myself whether there was 
anything unfit for children to see, y’know, and, being in the neigh- 
bourhood, why \,They quite understand one another. 

The Pantomime proceeds, Fach Paterfamilias positively cries with 
laughter at the comic parts, and then remarks apologetically to 
the other, Well, really, it^s such ridiculous rubbish, you canH 
help smiling at it ! ” The wothderful groupings and processions 
of the Ladies of the Ballet rouse them to enthusiasm, and they 
thoroughly/ appreciate the popular songs and jests introduced by 
the principal performers. As they leave, they say, “ After all, 
I suppose you ought to be young to really enj'oy this sort 
thing P* 

In the Boxes. 

Unsophisticated Small Child {in much concern). Mother, is the 
Donkey really angry with the Queen ? 

Kindly Uncle (to prim little niece), ^ Well, Ada, enjoying it, eh? 

Ada, As much as I ever do enjoy a Pantomime now — Uncle, 
thank you. 

Uncle {rather crushed), Ha ! and Alice, what ’s your opinion of 
the fairies, now ? 

AUch, I don’t quite see what use they are— hut they don’t dance 
badly. How much do you suppose they get a week for it, Uncle ? 

\_The Uncle resolves to go alone next year. 
In the Dress Circle. 

Old-fashioned Person {astounded at question of highly intelligent 
Small Boy), “ Why does the Cat tell him to bathe ? ” Why, do you 
mean to say you don’t know the story of “ Puss in Boots ? ” | 

The Small Boy, No, It’s no use swotting up that sort of thing — i 
they never set it in Exams, you know ! 

In the Pit. 

The Pleased Pittite, Look at them windmills — all going round, 
you see, however they can do it all beats me I 

The Alert Pittite {on the look out for topical allusions). See the 
old man trying to get on the donkey P Tbat ’s a skit on Buepalo 
Bill, that is I 

A Character on the Stage, “No. We won’t fight, we ’ll show our- 
selves at the Aquarium — that pays better- than ” 

The A, P, (on the look out, ^c,) Haw-haw I did y ’ear that ? 
there ’s a take orf on Whitelby’s, eh ? 

The Pleased Pittite^ There ’s scenery, now ! Gauze, you see, ’oo ! 
’ow beautifol! Hal {smacks his lips) pretty, isn’t it? And the 
dresses — oh, dear, dear, the dresses are lovely — they really are ! 

[He bursts out into these ejaculations throughout the whole piece. 

The Simple Pittite [referring to Miss Wadman, the hero). He ’s 
not much like his two brothers, is he? She’s supposed to he the 


Younger Brother, that’s what she is, and that’s her only friend, the 
Cat, yes, d’ye see? and by-and-hy, she’ll come to a country over- 
run witn mice. They ’ll do all that on the stage. 

His Wife, But that ’s Whittington, — ^this is Puss in Boots I 
The S, P, Oh, it’s pretty much the same sort o’ thing. 

The A, P, That’s good, eh? The old King says the Waiters 
“ get what they can,” there ’s a good take-orf I 
His Companion {beginning to find him a bore), A take-off of what f 
The A, P, Why, on these Specials, o’ course— you should listen ! 
The Pleased Pittite, These are ’ Aymakers coming on now — ^with 
their rakes an’ all, you see, wonderful ! Oh, {with a wriggle of 

delight) the dresses reelly are too S^And so on. 

The Harlequinade Begins. 

The P, P, Look at them all walking on the street, ’ow natural 
that is, now ! 

A Pittite {discovering a curious'' coincidence). That Chemist’s got 
a queer name, ain’t he? “A. Pill,” — not a had name for a 
chemist, eh ? he sells pills. [He considers this as a joke of his own. 
Clown on the Stage {examining large piece of meat). Oh, I say, 
what ’s this ? 

The Simple P, {solemnly). It’s a fiap of beef. 

[Clown makes a topical allusion with a bust of Shakspeare and 
a flitch of bacon. 

The A, P, {laughing heartily). There ’s another good take-orf, 
d ’ye see I Bacon was a great poet, too, yer know I 
A Well-Informed P, No— no, it’s about a discussion they’ve 
been getting up in the papers lately. 

The A, P, I dessay— I ’ve not ’eard of it, but I call it a good skit 
anyhow. 

lA string of Supers cross the stage, bearing advertisements of a 
new food in immense letters — whereupon our Alert Pittite 
roars with laughter, subsequently explaining that he con- 
siders it ‘‘ a Ht at the ‘ Times'* newspaper,*^ 

The Pleased Pittite {during a rally '*^), AirCt them vegetables 
natural they’re throwing about ! I must say everything’s beautifully 

got up ’ere, and the dresses reelly are [ Words fail him as usual. 

In the Gallery. 

{A Champion Bicyclist is performing on Stage,) 

First Gallery Boy,** Rides proper, don’t ’e? See the medals 
they ’ve ’ung on him I 

Second “ Q, B,** That ’s for the Jubilee. Quite a perfessional, he 
is— he is a perfessional. 

[TAe Clown mentions Lord Sausbory— Gallery Boys 
express political disapprobation in the usual manner. 

First B** But, I say, mate, didn’t I ’ear you groanin’ at 
Gladstone just now ? 

Second G, B,** {indifferently), Werry likely. To tell yer the 
truth, I ain’t a werry ’igh opinion o’ either on ’em I 

In the Boxes again. 

{Curtain falling, after uninterrupted performance lasting 
I considerably over four hours,) 

I Several unsophisticated Children, What— is that all f 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The best hook about the Eton of Keate’s time, is Mr. Wilkin- 
son’s reminiscences published by Hurst and Blackett, In tone, it 
is thoroughly Etonian, and in spirit too. 
The author is candour itself, or almost 
itself, for as to some of the most mis- 
cMevous faults of the system he is 
discreetly silent. His motto is, “ Eton, 
with all thy faults, I love thee stillj” 
and this sentiment all Etonians will 
echo. “ Esto Perpetua,** is Eton’s own 
motto, and thougn time has wrought 
some changes, yet on the whole the 
school seems to have been much the 
same in the reign of Keate as it was 
under his successor Hawtret, and as, mth other modifications, and 
let us hope improvements, it probably will be to the end of the chapter. 
For the benefit of non-Etonian readers, Mr. Wilkinson’s reminis- 
cences ought to be supplemented with a glossary of Eton phrase- 
ology. Every large school has its own peonliar slang, and what 
constitutes the great charm to outsiders of the conversation which 
is bound to ensue when a few old schoolfeHows, whether Etonians, 
Wykehamists, Westminsters, or Harrovians, get together,— but 
Etonians are the best at it,— is the constant recurrence of words and 
allusions which require ample explanation to be in the least intel- 
ligible to the very-much-out-of-it stranger. By aU Etonians of the 
past and present, and to many non-Etonians who may be familiar 
I with the school, Mr. Wilkinson’s readable reminiscences will be 
[found uncommonly entertaining. 
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CHRISTMAS-TREE 


. — -rue u A A D LT rr-r seen Miss Marion Terry to greater advantage, thongh, 

A I iHt HAYmARKET. considering tlie very ordinary type of character she has toimper- 


prononnee on the merits (if any) of Partners. 

Whether the play he taken from a fore 
Partners is avowedly a dramatised versi 
Froinent Jeune et Risler Ami. of which t] 


wife his “fran,” and exhibiting in a 






v.-JMi 


The Race for the Ledger. 



not see any reason why he should 
not have been an Englishman. ' 
Nothing turns on the senior partner 
being a foreigner ; nothing is gained 
by it, and much, I venture to think, 
is lost by it, since the senior partner 
might have been far more effective 
had a new type of English commer- 
cial man been given us instead of 
a conventional “character part” 
which, in a short sparkling Gss- 
man-Eebd entertainment, would 
be properly called “ an illustration.” 
Perhaps if he had a song in broken 
G-erman-English, it would enliven 
the piece a bit, 

Messrs. Buckanan-Teee’s Hein-- 
rich Borgfeldt (what trouble they 


me rcace lor tne mager. must have taken over this name 1) 

playgoers know nothing, the question is, is Partners a good, an in- is a colourless, shallow - patea 

different, or a bad play. My reply is contained in the middle term, creature, whose emotion never gets yV 

If the old story, of the confiding plodding commercial man “minding beyond a drivel, and whose wea^ k « 

his own business,” and leaving Ms frivolous young wife an easy prey passion never rises above an ebuHi- A-pait irom tne piece, 
to the too fascinating scoundrelly friend (and in this case partner) tion of temper, in wMch he is frequently about to strike somebody — 
of the husband, must be used again as a plot for a drama, it requires once, the old clerk, who could have doubled hini up like a shot; 
strikingly original treatment, telling diMogue, and powerful acting, once, his young ^ai^er, who could have bested him with one hand, 
to make it attractive to the public, wMch, from the days of Still ^nd the other tied hel^d^ him ; once, Ms wife, who was on the 
IVaters run Deep^ Tom Taylor’s admirable dramatic version of ground ; and, once, his sister-in-law (Miss Achxtech decidedly 
Charles he Bernard’s novelette JLe Gendre up to now, has had clever), who could have boxed his ears and brought him to his 
rather a surfeit of these dishes made ^from French receipts, the senses.— but he never carries out his intention. And so is it mth 
sauce piquante being generally omitted. the villanous lover, who is perpetually being foiled at the critical 

It is in five Acts, wMch, at the outset, courts unpopularity. Every- moment. In fact, Borgfeldt^ s ineffectual attempts at a str ikin g 
one with the exception of Mr. Allen as the butler (another comic situation are significant of^ the piece, and of the acting,— c peu 
butler ! no wonder the one at Toole’s Theatre has left Ms situation) j^r^—almost notquite — a Mt. 

snivels at one time or another ; even the villain, I fancied, pretended Quitting the Theatre, I murmured this little song, addressed to 
to do so when deeply affected by being found out ; and nearly all the myself as your Critic 


characters pass their time in rushing in hurriedly, remaining a short 
time, saying nothing worth remembering, and rushing hurriedly out 
again, as if they were only “ doing their turns” at the Haymarket, 




wmi 





Good man, spare this Tree, 
Bent knees and startled brow, 
The piece did not suit me, 

It may be better now. 

It was Buchanan’s pen, 

That wrote tMs five-act play, 


"WTiy didn’t some one then 
Address him thus, and say 

“ Good man, spare tMs Teee, 
His partner and his /raw, 
Eeduce fire acts to three I ” 
Too late to do it now. 


For my part, (which is a very small one and not in the piece) I 
should give this advice to the Weeping- WMIow-Tree,— merely 
“ Change Partners.” Yours sincerely, 

Little Jack in the Box. 

P. S.— Those to whom Za Grand Duchesse is a novelty, should not 
lose this opportunity of hearing it at the Royalty. To some of us it 
revives pleasant memories pleasurably, and for the youthful majority 
it is a real treat. 


In FuU Cry. 


and had to fulfil other engagements elsewhere. A promising per- 
formance is that of a little child in a night-gown, who is evidently 
“ more than seven.” 

The commercial details of the story are brought into undue pro- 
minence, and the cleverly contrived scenic realism of the Counting 
House only serves to bring out in strong relief the unreality of the 
action and the weakness of the plot. 

What is intended for one of the most striking situations occurs in 
the TMrd Act between Mr. Tree and Mr. Kemble— admirable as the 
candid, well preserved, confidential clerk — is unduly spun out, or 
appears to be so, owing to the failure of M!r. Tree to “ come up to 
time.” As is Mr. Tree so is the whole piece to be summed up in 
the phrase, ‘ ‘ d peu pres,'* ’—almost, not quite. Meant to be startling, 
it becomes commonplace, and the audience listen, passively interested 
like so many Micatohers, hoping for something to turn up, or for 
something to come down, wMch something, eventually, is the Curtain. 


The “Magdalen Yagahonds” Theatrical Club, of Magdalen Col- 
lege. Oxford^ gave, we are informed, a successful performance last 
Wednesday m aid of G-uy’s Hospital Fund. jSo good of the Mag- 
dalen young men to make Guys of themselves in the cause of 
Charity. It was under the direction of Mr. Hoyle of Magdalen, 
and tmder the patronage of Princess Christian ; so it was quite 
a Christian act and a Roy’Ie entertainment. 


• 3 


A REGULAR old Club card- 
player, staying at a county- 
house, sat down to a rubber with 
a partner who had played three 
times before, and two others who 
couldn’t remember when they had 
played last, it was so long ago. 
The unfortunate Professor snbse- 
quently described the evening’s 
amusement as “ The Wild 
WMst.” 


ULBLC BU JUUllUJiy o, jlvj. qv/ulo v wju.5 itv wujlju. v* w* ..ytTS nTT 1 T>Tirt A XTTN * m I »» 

somethingtocomedown,wMch something, eventually, is the Curtain. UP GUARDS AND AT Bill The Ultra-Liberal promise'^to 
Mr.BROOKEiELDisamusmgiawhathehastodointhepieoe, though «Ik one regiment,” it is stated disestablish the Welsh Church 
he has nothing to do it, and Ms, perhajps pardonable, exaggera- “they have 820 horses and 1,200 is considered conservatively as 
tions of make-up and action take him quite out of the picture. I men.” [ “ a Sprat to catch Wales.” 
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MYSTERIES OF HEREDITY. 

ifa^er. ‘Do YOTT know, Robert, ir sometimes strikes me that in gait and general appearance our Boys are not quite 
so Manly as I could wish I I wonder why? You *re not an SFFSMINATE-Loo^ma Person, as far as I can judge !’* 

Faier. “H'm— AT any rate you’re not, my Love!’’ 


BEAE OR BUG-BEAE? 

Oh, what is it comes forth from its fastness in the North, 

With its breadth and its bulk and its fierce if fojrgy form ? 

What shape is it that rears ? Is ’t a Bogey’s or a Bear’s ? 

And heralds it a laugh, or portendeth it a storm ? 

From the coldness and the dark it stands forward stern and stark, 
Fierce as the Fenris Wolf with moist lip and gaping maw. 

Oh, is it all a sham ? Like some droll colossal lamb, 

Has it pnt on a bear’s hide but to more a moment’s awe ? 

Bear or Bu^-bear ? Foe or friend ? Parties wrangle and contend, 
Divine Figure from the North with the merest shaggy coat. 

Or a big blood-thirsty Bruin, bringing war, red wrath and ruin, 

As prompt to crush a friend as to rend a rival’s throat ? 

If you’ll take the Creature’s word, all suspicion is absurd; 

A benignant, Fatber-Christmassy, soft-hearted Atta Troll, 

Is this brawny big-toothed brute with the hairy Arctic suit, 

A Noah’s Ark-y beast, and as harmless as a doll. 

Hear him say (as though to Alice) ^ “ Do not heed my slanderer’s 
I am not a Bear, my dear ; I ’m a Bug-bear, that is all ; [malice ; 
The Mock-Turtle, my sweet child, wasn’t half so kind and mild ; 

I am all for Peace, you see ; to be frightened you ’ve uo call.” 

“ As to spear, or sword, or gun ; that, of course, is all my fun ; 

These teeth axe not to eat, I ’m no fierce camiyorous beast, 
like that Wolf who meant no good to poor dear JRed Riding Hood ; 
I am not the sort of brute who on little girls could feast I ” 

Meanwhile he standeth there in the likeness of a Bear, 

And a brawny Bear at that, and a toothy and a tough ; 

And as far as one can see, he seems armed cap d pie, 

Thongh he’ll certainly declare— if you ask him— that’s all stuff. 

Oh, wherefore comes he forth, in this fashion from the North? 

Is it mischief that he means ? Are they teeth ? Is that a sword ? 
From the shadows and the snow be will growl an angry “ No I ” 

And they who ’re so disposed may accept the Monster’s word. 


INTOIRELT MOLLOTDIOUS ! 

At a meeting of the Sarsfield Branch of the National League held 
recently at Limerick, a gentleman of the name of Molloy distin- 
guished, or rather extinguished, himself by making certain observa- 
tions not entirely in accord with the sentiments of those present. He 
said that “ their feelings as Irishmen were so aggravated that they 
were all of the same opinion, and had about the same words to 
express what they would like to do,” No doubt anxious to hear au 
expression of their inmost thoughts, his audience encouraged him with 
a “ Hear ! hear ! ” to proceed, upon which the speaker continued — 

^ “ He would tell them that he had always been of opinion, at least for a long 
time, that Ireland would never be able to get anything from the British 
Grovemment until she was able to take Bngland by the throat with one hand 
and show her a rifle in the other. That was what Balfour and his minions 
wanted, he supposed.” 

Dpou this “ the Secretary” mildly remonstrated “ that that would 
be playing into^ their hands,” Upon which the Molloy explained 
“that because it was that they had no chance that he would he a 
party to moral force,” After tiiis the meeting was incKned to treat 
“the moral force party” with levity, but still he insisted upon 
attempting to urge his views. Bafl3.ed once or twice in obtaining a 
hearing, he at length managed to protest against a vote of thanks 
being passed^ to Mr, TYileeid Blunt for kindly undertaking two 
monthu imprisonment. The report of what followed is so instructive 
that it is as well to give it in full 

“Mr, Molloy said that while he had no objection to passing a vote of 
thanks to Mr. Blunt, he thought they ought not to put themselves very 
much about in passing it. The English people had voted for coercion for 
Ireland, and now, if the English people came over here, he did not see why 
they should not get a taste of it. 

“ A Member , — ^Tou are a fool. Shut up ! 

‘‘ Mr. Molloy said he never interfered with any man expressing his 
opinions, and he did not think he should be iuterrupted. Ttie English 
people had given them coercion, and he said now and again if they got a 
taste of it they deserved it. A Member, — Nonsense. Shut up ! ” 

And taking the hint (which possibly may have had a shillelagh 
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behind it), Mr. Mollot did ‘‘ shut up.” It is said “that music hath 
power to soothe the savage breast,” which rejection recalls to mind 
the fact that this eccentric exponent of moral force has a namesake 
who is one of the most popular composers of the day. Could not the 
author of “ TAe Vagabond'^'* try his hand, or rather lute, upon a 
person whose name might prove a not incongruous pendant to that 
justly celebrated song ? It would be a great thing for Ireland could 
Mr. Mollot be composed to silence— not only for Ireland, but pos- 
sibly, in these days of “ coercion,” for Mr. Mollot himself I 


THE BOW OP ULYSSES. 


“ The Bow of Ulysses,” you say “ is unstrung,” 

0 Froitde of the fiery and fulminant tongue ! 

“Well, your bow ’s at full stretch, but you shoot in the dark, 
And your arrows, though pointed, fiy wide of the mark. 

There are mighty few get to the Buirs eye, and why ? 

You bow-arm is stout, but you haven’t an eye. 

Ah, Fkoitde, my dear boy, you ’re a patriot bold, 

But you really are horribly given to scold. 

For the role of a Goody you’re rather too good, 
Clear-sightedness no'OBr combines with that mood. 

It was not a morsel the style of Ulysses, 

And whilst you shoot thus you’ll score little but misses. 

You run round our Realm and find everything wrong, 

Because we will talk. Now that ’s coming it strong ! 

If “ the eloquent tongue,” is the devil, why then 
How much better think you is the eloquent pen, — 

Say yours, which for eloquence cannot be beat ? 

Your pictures are fine, and your diction’s a treat, 

But ’tis folly to try — if you ’ll pardon the hint — 

To drive men to Silence by TaU-talk in print. 

“ Palaver” you favour with many a wipe ; 

Is it really much better when set up in type ? 

The “ Worthies of England” were doers,” no doubt ; 

They fought, travelled, tilled. Did they grumble and fiout ? 
Dear me ! one might think, if one listened to you, 

Bull was only a man whilst he quarrelled and slew. 

If Demos were deaf and the Demagogue mute ; 

If the poor man were treated once more like a brute ; 

Were “ Palaver ” a privilege kept from the crowd ; 

And confined, like much else, to the wealthy and proud ; 

If nobody talked save Prince Bismarck and you. 

If all Blacks were made slaves, and all Radicals too, 

If Gladstonte were gagged, if Lord Churchill were burked, 
Whilst the nobles all ruled and the people aU worked \ 

If “ Penelope Britain ” alone on her isle, 

Could find her Ulysses in — ^Tommt Carltle, 

Would all go quite right ’neath the rule of the Strong One ? — 
If that is the Bow you ’d see drawn, it’s a Long One ! 


SINGH SONG. 

A Letter for Duleep Year. 

Honoured Friend, Moscow, IQth January, 1888. 

(As this is, of course, not intended for publication, I pur- 
posely suppress your name) — thank you a thousand times lor your 

letter avowing your undying and deep- 
rooted hatred of the accursed country, 
to the downfall of which we have 
both devoted the remainder of our 
natural lives; as also for the Postal 
Order for two-and-sixpence, which, 
however, I fear I shall find some 
difliculty in cashing in this barbarous 
locality. This is awkward, as though 
I have been taking a little money by 
showing myself dressed up in my 
“jools,” as our mutually honoured 
friends in Dublin would call them, 
still I haven’t yet been able to nobble 
the Governor here, and as funds are 
getting^ low, every rouble is a^ con- 
sideration. I am, therefore, seriously 
thinking of applying to a travelling 
Circus that hapijens to be in the neigh- 
Twolip Sing, the Proud and bourhood, and if I can only make fair 
Incapable Foe of England. terms with the proprietor, I shall then 
and there ofier to lay my life and its service at the feet of him whom 
I henceforth regard as my Imperial Ring Master. My sword, 
of course, is included in the bargain. ^ , 

And that reminds me, i£ this scheme falls through, do you trunk 
there might he any fresh opening for me in that accnrsed country, 
to the downfall of which, as I have above remarked, we have both 



devoted the remainder of onr natural lives? How about the 
Aquarium f When are Jem Smith and Jake Kilrain “ ofi ” ? 
Couldn’t the Management contrive to work me in somehow with the 
Belle Fatma, though I’m sure with my “jools” on and a scimetar 
and a comic song, with a bit of “go” in it, I am quite strong 
enough to draw alone. Perhaps Maskeltne might see his way to 
something ? 

Meantime, Honoured Friend, how about my getting into Parliament 
for an Irish county? I should like to swagger iu the lobb^r. I 
suggest this, for, entre nous, I don’t think this Russian business 
means to pay. I ’ve blustered., kept up communications with several 
distinguished Asiatic and European cut-throats, worn my “jools ” on 
Sunday afternoons and Bank Holidays, left cards on all the nobs, — 
but somehow they don’t bite. I don’t seem to go down. So keep 
yo^ eye open, and as soon as you see anything to communicate, 
write off at once, and be sure to address your letter to 

The Ten Na-bob, or Half Sovereign of the Hide and 
Sikh Nation, and Proud Incapable Foe of England. 


“I’M AFLOAT!” 

The Trials and Triumphs of a Torpedo-Boat. 

I ’m afioat, I ’m afloat, for the present at least, 

Though on what may next happen wild fancy will feast ; 

But I say, up to now, I’m afioat, I ’m afioat, 

Which is something, you see — for a Torpedo-Boat. 

It is true my fore-engine is aR out of gear, 

And the top of my feed-pump is busted, I fear ; 

But in triumph I gleam, and in gladness I gloat, 

For— though leaky and crank— I ’m afioat, I ’m afioat I 
It is much more than some of my consorts can say. 
Twenty-four of ns started one morning in May ; 

For a trial of steaming we stood out to sea, 

And, by Yulcan ! we nad a remarkable spree. 

Oh, the joy -of the jolting, the pride of the pace 
A few of us, though, were soon out of the race. 

Twenty-six miles an hour— /or au hour— may do, 

Till you run on a rock, and disable yonr screw ! 

One did so ; of course sbe no more could be used. 

Another broke down, for her crank-brasses fused : 

A third made a show, but her pride was soon pianed 
When her engineer found how her main-feed valve leaked. 

Her fires were then drawn, and, no doubt, you ’R perceive 
That with furnaces empty a ship ’s on sick leave ; 

But that was just nothing compared with the next, — 

I ’m assured her commander was reaRy quite vext. 

For they let in her boRers the water get low, 

And the furnace-crown caved in— a terrible blow I 
And the steam aR escaped, and it fiew far and wide. 

All the Staff were weR scalded, and three of them died. 

Seven boats were thus “ boshed ” ; wiR ’t surprise you to learn 
That an eighth— it’s put vaguely— “ broke down on return.” 
WeR, some did return, wbicn is something to boast, 

Though a shaky, disabled, demoraRsed host. 

And now you ’ll perceive— it ’s as clear as a star — 

What a terrible lot we Torpedo Boats are. 

To whom ? WeR — ahem ! — to— that is — I suppose, 

To anyone handy, excepting onr foes. 

You see we go queer, and we get out of gear, 

Go coRidiug like fun, being awkward to steer, 

Blow np, boR onr crews, run aground, ay, and sink. 

Won’t that frighten our enemies ? What do you think ? 

My positions are proved, I am happy to say, 

By Reports of those Trials the twelfth of last May, 

Read them, and they’U second my simple remarks, 

And you’R own that our trials are reaRy great larks. 

For myself, I feel shaky. They put me in dock. 

But I haven’t entirely recovered the shock. 

StRl do please recoRect, when supplies you next vote. 

That although of smaR use, I ’m afioat, I ’m afloat I 


Suggestion for the Metropolitan Board of Works. — A 
“ Graduate” thinks that, as a memorial of recent proceedings, this 
Board should be known as “ The Hebbdomadal Board.” 


“ Oh, dear I ” exclaimed Mrs. Ram, “when are those letters on the 
Opium Medieum going to stop I I declare when I try to read them 
I get quite drowsy.” 

A REAL Trial “in Camera.”— An unflattering Photograph. 
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Old Gent {Jrom ^^jo'y RrMsTi JPar'y*' setting Ms ** Wa^sck*' to Undergrownd Hailway time, ly 
the Weighing-Machine !), “Thish mush bb Eigh'day OLOOHr* 

S. and L. 0. & Dt Itaillery (Victorian £ra}« 

V. Chairman of the South-Eastern,” ohseryed Mr. L-hg, *‘I shoidd resign 

like winkin ! ” 

L^e winkm^ perhaps,” returned Mr. J. S. F-nn-s, “ but unlike Watkiit.” 

the same,” remarked a shareholder of the S. E., “ I don’t see why your Co-Birectors 
written such a reply to our poHte request as appeared in last Saturday’s papers.” 
A Mr. J. S. F-e-b-s, you see, it ’s a way we ’ye got ; or, I might say, it ’s 

a Abbott of ours.” lExeunt omnes severally. 

I OB Kaot.-^Iu consequence of the unbounded confidence displayed by the Metro- 

i of Wor^ in the apathy of the PubHo, and in the conscientiousneES of its 

omcials, it will be m future entitled The Board of Faith Without Works.” 

^ Wmtes a Lost Lonbonee ” ; “ ISTo Evolutionist was ever more eager to find the Missing 
"^^SSy^Jan ^ return home from the theatre in the dense fog last 


POETET AND PASTET. 

Bbae Me. Punch, 

I HAVE written this pome about the 
mince pies, thinking it might be a good 
thing to have it printed. I have also put in 
something about Elsie, because she made 
them. I don’t want my name put to the 
pome, because the fellows are sure to see 
Punch, and they don’t understand things of 
tiiis kind, and would very likely laugh at 
me. And one doesn’t care to have one’s 
friends’ names humbugged about in the 
playground. Tom has looked oyer the 
verses, and says they are very good, now he 
has invested them with artic merit, and he 
has put in some of his own, which are 
rather rot. He very nearly got “ the Hew- 
gate ” (I always thought “ Newgate ” was a 
prison, he says it ’s a prize ’un) at Oxford, 
only he wasn’t allowed to go in for the 
Exam, for it, as he had to be in training. 

I enclose a stamp, not necessarily for use, 
but as a quarantine of good faith. 

Tours truly, Eenest Pudding. 

(My nom de ^^plum”) 
P.S.— If you don’t want to use the stamp, 
you might send it back to me. 

THE POME. 

Elsie went down to the Kitchen 
Where they made the Twelfth-Night 
^ feast. 

And it ’s oh, she look’d so bet witching 
That Coot from her cooking ceas’d. 

And let her make tart, pie and cake, 

And she wasted a pound at least 
Of butter and flour ; but Cook never look’d 
sour. 

And she ’s sometimes a surly beast. 

Oh. the yule log, and the ewe, ewe lamb, 
But and the yew-tree gray ; 

And a new year’s coming up, my love. 
For the old year ’s gone away, 

ITom made this up. He says it 
gives a cachet. 

She look’d so lovely as she sway’d 
The paste with dainty fingers. 

That round the pastry that she made 
An endless glamour lingers, 

Like the hidden light of a swallow’s flight, 
Or the silence of perfect singers. 

How dull and beas’ly are our schools. 

And starting is the worst day ; I 

They always have new-fangled rules, 

And give us French the first day : 

And Elsie’s face will fill the place. 

Like a mirage when you ’re thirsty. 

Aunt Post says that horrid boy 
WiJfi kill himself with eating, 

But little wots she of the joy 
That sets my pulses beating : 

It ’s not the tsirt that shakes my heart, 

It ’s Elsie, pretty sweeting, 

: And why not die ? What hope is mine ? 

She ’s now five years my senior. 

In vain bright eyes upon you shine 
If rivals come between you ; 

But the holidays were aU divine, 

And Elsie was their genia.* 

Yes I How can boy make better end. 

An end more sweet and sudden, 

Than smiling die of Elsie’s pie 
j^ter a course of pudding, 

With teeth fast fix’d in the mince s he mix’d 
And her pastry, white and wooden, 

01^ the yule log, and the ewe, ewe lamb. 
But and the yew tree gray ; 

And a new year ’s coming up. mv love. 
For the old year’s goni away. 

* This is a female good genius. 
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CHARLES DORDLEE. 

Boair, 1869. Eloubished, 1879—87. 

Ko. 1. “ Landing of Julius Ccssar.^ This Artist \sras unknown in 
London until lie came up for tlie Pantomime, wken he painted 
No, 15, in this Collection which it appears, however, had been already 
preceded bj; the Landing of Julius Cassar^^ and No, 6, A Bather ; 
all three it is surmised were originally portions of the same picture, 
as the three were discovered by Miss Trimmer, (engaged as day 

g overness by Charles Dordler, Senior) in the nrst page of 
HARiEs’s’CAt7(f^s History of England^ which he was studying at the 
seaside. 

No. 6. A Bather, By the same Artist, The picture is in admi- 
rable preservation, as Charles Dordlbr always took care of No. 1. 

No. 15. “ Actors,^* By the same Artist. This was drawn when 
he was seriously thinking of adopting the Stage as a ijrofession. He 
went so far as to buy a Theatre, with real lamps for wicks and oil, an 
orchestra full of musicians in blue and red, and the side-boxes well 
filled with a paying audience. Bat these theatrical speculations got 
him into a great mess (specially with the oil-lamps and paint) and 
he soon relinquished the idea. 

No. 16. “ Soldiers on Bridge, By the same. A fine composition. 

JOHNNIE DOBBIN. 

Born, 1869. Elourished, 1881. 

No. 2. Itohinson Crusoe^ hh Bets^ and Hridayf We possess, 
unfortunately, very few specimens of this excellent Young Master, 
most of his sketches having been destroyed by his younger brother 
and sister, who, in conjunction with the baby (aged two), cut them 
up for “ scraps,' ' which, after having formed part of the celebrated 
Danusseri Collection, were summai-ily disposed of by the authorities 
who guard these treasures. 

It IS probable that this picture was painted about 8*30, just before 
going to bed, as it bears traces of his later manner. By way of aiding 


are by another hand, perhaps his left. 

No. 7. A Sea Piece, By the same Artist, There is, we believe, 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[January 21 , 1888 , 


anotlier version of this great work extant. Observe tke breeziness of 
tbe sails, the massive heaviness of what is miscalled a Light JEonse. 
Also notice the sky above and the sea below. This somewhat novel 
arrangement has been largely copied by servile imitators. ^ 

No. 11. Blue Bear By the same. A fine conception. The 
Savage Turk has seized his hapless bride, the twentieth victim, by 
the hair of her head, and waves his flashing scimi^r in the air, 
while on the roof of the castle is seen the despairing figure of 
Sister Anne as she scans the horizon and gives the latest intelligence 
to her sister below. A curious circumstance is related in connection 
with this picture. While Johnntb Dosbin was_ at work on it with 
the box ot paints that had been given him on his previous birthday 
by his uncle Mr. Bolaine, his cousin, Billy Bolainb, between 
whom and Johnnie there had always existed considerable rivalry, 
entered the apartment, and in the absence of Johnnie, took up ai 
brush charged with lamp-black and made a great “splosh” (as he 
termed it) on Blue Beard^s eye. JohnniBj on returning, exclaimed, 
“ Billy has been here ..... ..and has given Blue Beard a black 
eye,” Whereupon he immediately sallied forth, and, overtaking 
Billy in the street, produced the same efleot on his cousin’s eye 
as Billy had on Blue Beard's, After this lesson they became the 
greatest friends, and it is said that Billy lent Johnnie his own box 
of paints and imparted to him many of the secrets by which he had ' 
attained success in his own peculiar line. i 

BILLY BOLAINE. 

Bobn, 1868. Flourished, 1880—82. 

No. 3. Landscape^ with horse^ duchs^ and figures. Silvery effect 
of about eight o’clock in the morning anywhere. The animals have 
given rise to some discussion, but the general impression seems to be 
that the Artist, who never depicted anything without a subtle mean- 
ing, originally intended at least one of them for a cow. The small 
figures probably represent members of the painter’s family. There 
is a good story told about the ducks in this picture, which we have ; 
quite forgotten. It is a question whether the hand of his cousin 
Johnnie Bobbin is not evident in more than one of his ducks. 

No. 5. Kunting, By the same Artist. Full of life and move- 
ment. That the Artist should have selected subjects from country 
life is all the more remarkable from the fact of his never having left 
London until long after he had given up painting. Our own Land- 
seer, or any of the great Dutch painters, would have found consider- 
able diffiotilty in representing ahorse and hounds with the fidelity to 
nature displayed by this Young Master, Artists admire the lumi- 
nosity of the background where the fox is visible. The fox is worthy 
of his brush I This is certainly Bolaine’ s young-master-pieoe. 

GEORDIE PORQEE. 

Born, 1876. Flourished, 1886—7. 

No. 4. The MacMarmalade of Dundee, Lent by the Artist’s parents. 
G^eospie was, from a very early period, devoted to the Orange cause, 
as represented by the Orange- women with whom, when walking in the 
neighbourhood of Covent Garden, he was never weary of conversing. 
He was at one time thinking of becoming an Orange Boy, but was 
deterred from this project by his maternal aunt, Mrs. MacTofeib, 
one of the BLabdbakes of MaoCalmond Rock, who assured him that 
the Sweets of Home were preferable to anything he could get abroad. 
The picture represents a distinguished ancestor of the Artist, The 
MacMarmalade of Dundee, from whom he inherited the peculiar 
taste which kept his palette thoroughly employed. We hope to dine 
with his exceHeut parents next Tuesday, and to be invited to have 
a little rabbit-shooting near Buunie Dundee, 

HORHYD. LYTTEL PIKKELL. 

Born, 1875. Flourished, 1887. 

No. 8. JSorse and Man , — For the first few years of his existence 
very few persons had the slightest idea of the variety and extent of 
his genius. Horhyd Lyttel Pikkell was a great animal-painter. 
Several interesting stories are told of him in this capacity. “At 
one time,” an old lady informed us, “ he was staying in my house, 
where I had some sweet pets—Tibby, the white cat, Phibby, the 
black one, Beauty, the pug, and a miniature Ring Charles. 
Scarcely had Lyttel Pixxell been a day in the^ house, when he 
developed his extraordinary talent for animal-painting. I well 
remember the evening. He said the colours looked better by candle- 
light, and you can imagine my delight and surprise when I sawTibby 
covered all over with red and black spots, its face painted like 
that of a wild Indian, Phibby all over Chinese white with a vermilion 
tail, the pug coated with orange-pink, and the Ring Charles a bright 
sky-blue. With the true modesty of genius Lyttel Pixkbl denied 
all knowledge of the work ; but artistic power wDI come out, and, 
after some hesitation, the animal-painter stood confessed. On hearing 
his avowal I felt I should do wrong to confine his talents to mv house, 
and he left.” ^ There are many similar stories told of him. He never 
stayed long in any one place, and rarely ever visited the same 
locality a second time,— hot, at least, to the 'knowledge of the inha- 
bitants who would havebSeu only too glad to have given ‘him the 
reception his merits deserved. ’ ’’ - . - 


MASTER HARRY SANDFORD. 

Born, 1874. Flourished chiefly in the Christmas Holidays, 1886. 

No. 9. Copy from memory of the celebrated portrait of an Ancient 
Justice known by his contemporaries as “ Old Judge.” This is not 
from any private Collection, but has been taken from a public hoard- 
ing in the Metropolis. An acquaintance of the Artist informs us 
that it was painted just before Harry Sandeord went to the Crite- 
rion Bar. Master Harry Sandeord lingered over this gem, this 
Richmond gem, until he was seized with an attack of illness, which 
resulted in the immediate attendance of Mr. Barlow with Dr. 
Birch. This Artist is known as ‘ ‘ Young Harry,” and judging from 
specimens of his peculiar work, some critics have conjectured 
that he was not altogether uninspired by “ Old Harry,” 

ITTY BOBBY. 

Born, 1879. Flourishing, 1888. 

No. 10. Battle Bieee, This spirited picture has never been 
exhibited. Such works are scarce. Highly finished as it is, it was 
completed at a single sitting. Few military men can look on this 
without feeling that Itty Bobby must have witnessed the scene he 
so.vividly realises. Yet it is not so. 

LITTLE THOMAS TUCKER. 

Born, 1870. Flourished, 1880—1. 

No. 12. Portrait of the Painter hy himself. No work of Art 
that we have ever seen conveys so forcibly the sense of absolute 
loneliness as does this of Thomas Tucker by himself. His is a sad 
history. He took to vocalisation in order to procure food, and, neg- 
lected by his friends and an unappreciative public, chose to be a 
recluse, and ‘disappeared from artistic life. At one time, perhaps, 
there were few Young Masters who had achieved greater fame, his 
name, “Little Tom Tucker,’ being a household word. Now we 
scarcely ever hear of him. It is supposed, with what truth we do 
not know, that the refusal of the well-known conceited and selfish 
gourmand,, J-CK H-rn-r, to share any portion of his festive meal 
at Christmas-time, broke T. Tucker’s heart. We trust, for the 
credit of humanity, that this story is not true, 

SAMUEL NOODLEKYNS (The Younger). 

Born, 1870. Flourished (for one day), 1887. 

No. 13. “ A Sentry of Art," Cue of the soldiers on guard at 
the National Gallery. ^ For this admirable, and, as we believe, 
unique specimen of this Young Master’s work, we are indebted to 
Nathaniel Noodlekyns (the Elder). It was intended for the 
present Exhibition at the GrosYenor Gallery, as illustrating “ A 
(^nt'ry^ of Art," but the Artist’s friends discovered too late for 
the Artist, but not for Art itself, that at the Grosvenor Gallery only 
the works of Old Masters were admitted. This unforeseen disap- 


which, while it was hailed with considerable satisfaction by his parents 
and most members of the household, caused great grief to one 
of his earliest and staunchest patrons, Mrs. Clare Starcher, The 
Waslwrwomau of Sope-Sudbnry, who was accustomed to take away 
with her, every Monday, the family pocket-handkerchiefs used by 
the Artist in the course of his work, as well as his pinafores and 
those of his little sisters, whioh„she treated with aR the reverent 
enthusiasm of a relic-collector, 

TOMMY MERTON. 

Born (Uncertain). Flourished — contemporaneously with 
Harry Sandford, the Younger. 

No. 14. “ Old Bogie, A beast — I hate him I " 1 This is probably 
a portrait of the Rev. Mr. Barlow, Jun., in full academicals. There 
is a certain sad dignity in the features which commands Jrespect and 
inspires distrust. The misleading initials are evidently intended to 
conceal the authorship. 

ANONYMOUS. 

Born, 1876. Flourished, 1880—87. 

No. 17* “Pa^a,” The Motto, “It is a wise child that knows 
its own lather, is written at the back of this picture. This is 
evidently a cryptogram, concealing the name of the Artist. Several 
amusing stones are^ told of this painter, for which we have neither 
time, space, nor patience, and, therefore, shut up the show. 

A Lost VooATioN.-’Die M.B.W., i.e., the Metropolitaa Board of 
Works, would have elected Mr. Hbbb as its private Chaplain had he 
not renounced all idea of taking orders. Though he professed him- 
self perfectly willing to wear the M. B. Waistcoat. 

A obtain “ Good Innings.”- J. L. Toole playing Cricket on the 
Hearth,— and a very good place to play it too in this beastly weather. 

£ Below Stairs. — ^At Winchester this policy is entirely 

for Kitohm use. ^ 4 / j ^ 


k^^--KOTMa-Eejected C^^eations or Co^ Matter, Drawings; or Pictures of any description, will 

there will be no exception.* when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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“ Then I suppose I must^ give you a lead ; ” and the Frenchman 
smilingly sat down on the ancient chair. The Ambassador and the 
Private Secretary stood gazing at him transfixed with terror. 
Suddenly there was a shriek and a heavy fall. The chair had given 
way under the very considerable weight of the Frenchman, who was 
now lying in an undignified position on the floor. The two English- 
men immediately assisted him to rise. 

“We really must ai^ologise,” began Lord Ltiton. 

“Nevermind apologies,” replied the G-anl; “ let us sign the Treaty.” 

“ Too late 1 ” said the English Ambassador, with his ear to a 
telephone. “I regret to inform you that your Government has 
fallen, and that you consequently are no longer in charge of the 
bureau of Foreign Affairs.” 

“ Baffled ! ” hissed out the Frenchman, as he took his departure. 

“ Jnst iu time,” said Lord Ltitoit ; “just in time.” 

“ That chair giving way under him was most fortunate,” observed 
the Private Secretary. 

“Yes,” returned Lord Lyttok, solemnly, “ the honour of England, 
nay, the peace of the World, have been protected by our defective 
furniture ! Let us complain of it no longer.” 

And they did not. 

UPON AMARYLLIS 
Causing him some displeasure. 

By Sbdlby Sp outer. 


‘‘BE. AY VO, »ICKS!” 

“ I stand here for ‘ justice’ — to Ireland.” 

NOT SO BAD AS IT SEEMS. 

{An Echo from the Rue Faubourg St, Honor J,) 

“ What is now Lord Lytton’s official residence has been allowed to fall 
into almost squalid disrepair. The furniture aad fittings would look shabby 
in a second-rate — 8t» Jameses Gazette, 

The British Ambassador paced the room with thoughtful brow, 
pauarng only now and again when one or other of his feet caught iu 
a rent iu the well-worn carpet. 

“ How can the signing of the Treaty be avoided ? ” he asked him- 
self. “An hour’s delay and the present Government wOl have 
fallen, and we should then have to deal with their successors ! What 
do you do here ? ” The query was addressed to a young man who 
had silently entered the room. 

“ I have to apologise to your Excellency,” replied the new-comer, 
respectfully, “ for having presented myself before you without a 
signal, but the last time I knocked on the door the panel cracked 
beneath my knuckles. It is a wonder to me that you have been 
able to entertain in this ruinous place.” 

“ How I did it is my own secret,” said the Poet Diplomatist, nod- 
ding half scornfully, half goodnaturedly, and by a gesture inviting 
his visitor to place some papers he carried in his hands on a table. 

“ Again, my Lord, I ask pardon,” continued the Private Secretary, 
for that was his position ; “ but I have my doubts about the advi- 
sability of following the course you seemingly propose. I have ffood 
reason for believing that were I to put anything on that table it 
would not bear it.” 

“And this new Treaty is no light matter,” laughed the British 
Ambassador. “ I wish therefore that I could delay its signature.” 

“The Foreign Minister is sure to be punctual. Ah! I hear his 
ring,” and the Private Secretary looked out of the window. Then 
he stamped his foot with annoyance. “He has pulled the handle 
with sufficient force to break the bell-wire 1 ” 

“ And you by your thoughtless impatience have driven your foot 
through the floor. See your leg is imbedded iu the lath and 
plaster ! You should be more careful 1 ” was the angry response. 

The British Ambassador had not time to offer further expostula- 
tion before the French Minister for Foreign Affairs presented himself. 

“ Your Excellency,” said the Gallic Official, “ I have brought the 
Treaty with me, wmch now awaits your signature.” 

“ Are you quite sure it is aU right ? ” drawled out Lord Lytton, 
evidently bent upon prolonging the preliminaries of the interview. 

“ Ouite sure, my Lord ; if you will take a pen the matter can be 
settled at once,” and the Frenchman began an anxious search for 
iTilr and paper. 

“ Are you sure you are authorised by your Government to do all 
this?” asked the British Ambassador, carelessly. 

“ A thousand times yes,” was the Frenchman’s reply. Then he 
continued, “See, I have laid out the document on that table, and 


They told her, when a wayward 
Her temper to deter, [child, 
A bogey man, unkempt and wild, 
Would run away with her ; 
That richest quarry soonest falls 
By simpering mien beguiled, 
Till wide through fashion’s gilded 
halls 

Young Amahylus smiled. 


With frozen glee her growing 
fears 

She struggled to restrain, 

As through the uneventful years 
She smiled, and smiled in vain. 
And now she tries the infant plan, 
And sulks the livelong day, 
That so at least a bogey man 
May carry her away. 


all you have to do is to seat yourself on this chair, and sign it.” 

“ Seat myself on that chair 1 Never I ” cried Lord Lyxiost, with a 
shudder. “Never!” 


“CELEBRITIES” NOT “AT HOME.” 

We have just seen the flrst number of Men and Women of the 
Day^ containing admirable photographs of Miss Maby Andebsoh, 
Lord Habtington (Ex-Cabinet size), and Cardinal Newmah, quite 
the best we have seen of these Celebrities. If the series is equal to 
this first sample, it will be historically interesting, and most valuable 
as specimens of the Messrs. Babbattd’b photographic art. They do 
not say whether their intention is to give us one lady and two 
gentlemen every month, or to vary this proceeding occasionally, hut 
the arrangement in this first number, with “ Our Maby” between 
the Cardinal in a brown study, and Lord Habtengtoh, “ himself to 
the life,” that is in rather an awkward position and looking some- 
what puzzled, and neither of them paying the slightest attention to 
charming Ferdita^ is decidedly humorous. 

Cheerful ! 

Wasn’t this a nice advertisement for the Christmas holidays ? It 
was in the Morning Post (not the Evening don’t let there be 
any mistake about this, Sir Algebnon) for December 30 : — 

a OTERNESS (English) for Three Children, eldest 16 ; must he a thorough 
disciplinarian and well able to administer corporal punishment ; good 
salary ; age about 24 ; write full particulars as to mode of inflicting punish- 
ment, also salary required ; personal interview in London necessary. 

Isn’t that pleasant. Dr. Bibch? Such advertisements ought to 
have a paper all to themselves,— say, for example, The Whipping 
FosU 

Scent per Scent. 

“ Jockey Club ” we know’s a pleasant scent. 

But now ’tis clearly honesty’s intent 
(And genuine sport of the result ’s expectant) 

That Jockey Club shall be— a disinfectant ! 

Just what might be Expected.— The Odium Medicum runs so 
high, that at one West-End Club, ou a Homoeopathist being put np 
as a candidate, the Allopathists banded together and “pilled” him. 

Vale ! 

Denning departs ? Pleasure has Punch in penning 
A iond farewell. “ Give you good deu’,” good Denninq- I 

The Indian Main.— A Bill before the Indian Legislature pro- 
poses to constitute cock-fighting an indictable offence. But is that 
pastime really so cruel as it is called? The cocks themselves like 
fighting, and, whilst living, they “ live like fighting cooks.” 


VOX. xcacv. 
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THE GREAT FIGHT 

Between the “ Game Glolule'^ (Grimihoncs Novice) and the Pharmaco^Uin Pe^^ eAi-Champion Eeamf IVtight, Holder oj the Allopatkia 
Belt, cCu A Tale qf the Times” retold in {more or less) Homeric Verse. 



ItosE, sing of the merriest mill, between two pngilistical rivals, 

That yet has been seen in the ring, in this season of fistic revivals I 

Don’t warble of Smith and Xileain, or of SirixiVAir, known as the 
/‘Slugger,” 

Their sets-to compared with this one are mere samples of tame 
hugger-mugger. 

The We is a tough one to tell, it needs some such a muse as 
Macaitlat’s, 

The gallant and genial Geimthoepe— himself a rare dab with his 
mawleys,” 

Got up this true sporting sdSair, he’s the bravest and boldest of 
backers, 

The lads that he got in the ring were a couple of regular crackers. 

Xne Jr harmacopceian^ Pet y — seniores prior es — a veteran, 

Hag got lots of fight in him yet, for a Mg ’un you’ll scarce find a 
better ’un, 


True he of late runs to fiesh, is a trifle too beefy and lumpy. 

And lovers of “ science ” may deem that his style ’s rather flashy and 
jumpjr ; 

But he still has “ a damaging right,” so his backers at least are 
persuaded, 

And quick “knocking out,” his pet tactics, by weight and his 
inches are aided. 

^ ^ Sullivan’, gassy and rather vain-glorious, 

Full of disdain for his foeman, and cocksure of being victorious. 

Gbimthope’s “ Game Globule,” au contraire, is rather a light-weight 
at present, 

But quick on his pins as a cat, with a “left” far too hot to be 
pleasant. 

As womptly the P. P, discovered; the P. P. of course forced the 
fighting ; 

He hasn’t got much of a guard, so he goes in for rushing and smiting. 
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His “ mxig:” wore a confident smile, wMoh some might esteem a bit 
botinoeable ; 

These big ’nns are apt to be cocky? but even a Titan is tronnceable. 

P. P. will nurse the delusion that Novices such as our G-. O. 

“Ain’t never no good.” “Let him come,” cried P. P., “and I’ll 
knock him to Fiji! ” [Pharmacopoeia 

And then the “Game Globule” did come, and faced him of the 
With steadiness, stoutness and skill of which P. P. had scarce an idea. 
To Fiji he would Ttot be sent, and that fact gave the P. P. the fidgets ; 
And he “ landed ” the P. P. to-rights, and he dodged his redoubtable 
digits. 

And Grimthobpb cried “Go for him, G. G.I” and G. G. most 
certainly went for him ; [spanks P. P. meant for him. 

He ought to have been soon “ knocked out,” but escaped the big 
And P. P.’s proud backers waxed wroth, and they howled to their 
“ Pet” to demolish him ; 

“ Wire into him, P. P. ! ” they yelled ; “ bring your right into play, 
and you’ll polish him.” 

They were awful big Pots, were those backers, Corinthians high Mid 
exclusive, [and abusive. 

Who thought they were cocks of the walk, and to prove it were hot 
Monopolists mighty, they fancied that Victory followed their banners 
So much as a matter of course, that they didn’t heed logic or manners. 
Shake hands with a “G. G.”? Oh I no. Infra dig* It was 
most condescending 

To fight him— a summary way his confounded pretensions of ending. 
And didn’t he slog, their P. P. ? “Mighty Cmsar, that was a pile- 
driver ! 

Oh ! if it had only got home I But G, G. ’s such a dodger and diver. 
This Mill isn’t what we expected; that GniMTHOnPB *s a deadly 
deceiver. 

He dares to administer gruel, who ought to be gruel-receiver. 
Knocked out, the G. G. ? Not at all. No ; he round after round 
comes up smiling. ^ ^ ^ [riling. | 

How many more rounds will the fight last ? It ’s tiring and terribly 
Best take the men out of the ring; the G. G,, though a cad, is so 
clever 

That if our P. P. is not pumped, it seems likely to go on for ever I ” 


AN ITALIAN PEACE-PRESEKYER. 

Philadelphia should, to merit its name, be the abode of brotherly 
love. Nominally, just the place to go to for a peacemaker. Thereat, 
accordingly, the Italian Government has lately ordered a piece of 
ordnance which, it may be hoped, will answer its purpose in case of 
need— a pacificator in the shape of a pneumatic dynamite gun. ! 

“ This gun is to throw a shell containing 600 pounds of dynamite four mileB. | 
The work of construction has been begun/* 

When it shall have been completed, may the work of construction 
contribute in terrorem to render the work of destruction unnecessary, 
British War Office, please copy, 

A liOok Ahead, 

(Taken after reading the account of recent Cricket in Australia.) 

Moses and Tubnee, of New South Wales 

Seem rattling good hands with the bat and the bails : 

Every cricketing zealot in England’s a yearner 
To bowl against Moses, or stand up to Txjehek. 

The Australian Team of this year. Punch supposes, 

Wfil scarce turn out Tuenee, aud hardly miss Moses ; 

And so, iu advance, Mr* Punch gladly nails 
Turner and Moses of New South Wales ! 

Distuebancoes m Rouen Cathedeal.— The Vanriens are emula- 
ting the misconduct of the London Roughs who invaded West- 
minster Abbe^y, smoked pipes, sang songs, and so forth. Perhaps 
some of onr nice people went over to assist. No wonder they were 
evidently “ or the road to Rouen,” 

A Series of recent Articles in the “Daily Teleceaph.”— 
Articles de Luck's* 

Merely Tentative. — The Suggestion of a Try-on at the Admiralty. 
With two other Lords, they might have made it a Tryonvirate. 
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A SENSE OF PROPORTION. 

'* Wa-wa-wa-wather Fa-fa-fa-ha-ha-hoggt, eh, Tom?’* 

** Rather Foggy? Yes. But, my dear Jack, you Stammer ten times 
MORE IN London than you did in Newcastle, even ! How *s that ? ** 

“ La-la-la-la-London ’s ta-ta-ta-ten times as ba-ba-ba-ba-ba-ba-ba-big 

A P-P-LACE, YOU KNOW ] ’* 

" LESS THAN (MAN) KIND/^ 

A Lublocky sort of Fable, 

“ The familiar world which surrounds us may be a totally different place to other 
animals ; to them it may be full of music which we cannot hear, of colour which we 
cannot see, of sensations which we cannot conceive.” — Sir John Lubbock on The Senses 
of Animals, 

The Fox and the Ass travelled along the hlue roads ruimiiig through pink 
grass and shaded hy^ white harked trees covered with rainhow-hued leaves that 
towered, miles high into the yellow-and-green-spots-plus-striped-raspberry-jam 
coloured sky. 

‘‘ Ass,” said the Fox, in a voice of thunder, that sounded like forty million 
Dees singing an oratorio to the accompaniment of a douhle-harreUed steam- 
worked church organ, “what are those Men ? ” 

returned the Ass, in tones that made an Elephant, who was having 
a chat with a Black-beetle, scamper away in terror, “I fancy they must 

persons who gain a precarious livelihood hy attempting to please the rich.” 
n persons to whom allusion had thus been made were four iu number. 
One had an orange face, the second a blue one, the third a green one, and the 
last, one of a colour it is impossible to describe, but which reminded the spectator 
01^ earthquakes, thunderbolts, and brass nails mixed together into a sort of 
mineral pea-soup with cough mixture and marmalade. They were seemingly 
expanding and compressing their cheeks, with a view to filling some curious 
looking instruments, miles long, with air. 

.^s,” said the Fox, ‘Hhese Men are what our Masters — ha! ha I ha! our 
Masters .'—call a German Band.” 

the Ass, “and those fools, our Masters— Masters ! ho! ha I 
+ ? only making a noise. We, on the other hand, are able 

xo aistmguish in this noise music that Men can nevey appreciate ! 

Laughing in tones that reverberated for millions of miles, the two animals 
passed, away trem the country and entered the town. It was now^guite dark 


to Mankind, hut to the Fox and the Ass the light of the 
green moon shone as brightly as the sepia-brown sun. 
They entered a Picture Gallery and stood in front of a 
painting by Mr. Whistler. 

“ What is it called ? ” asked the Fox. 

' “ A nocturne in yellow and black,” replied the Ass. 

“ Oh, what magnificent hues! ” cried the Fox, in au 
ecstasy of admiration; “look at that splash of pipk 
liquorice, that daub of shot puce-vermilion tripe, that 
sjMutter of tawny-green-gamboge apple-tart ! 

“Yes,” returned the Ass, also iu ecstasy, and our 
Masters— ha! ha! ha!— our Masters ! OdLU see in this 
revelation no colour at all ! ” . ^ „ a 

The friendly couple then left the Art Gallery and 
entered a deserted reading-room. Instinctively (by a 
sense not possessed by mankind) they became acquainted 
with the contents of a thousand modern novels. Then 
they took up the magazines and acquired them. Neither 
of them went to sleep for a moment. Then they attacked 
the newspapers, wading through pages and pages of cor- 
respondence upon all sorts of the most uninteresting sub- 
jects. Finally they possessed themselves of the com- 
ments on the political questions of the day. They learned 
how Twiddledum was a villain and Twiddledee was a 
knave, and that both were fools. 

“Ass,” said the Fox, “are you satisfied with any- 
thing ? ” 

“Not with many things,” replied the Ass. “ I agree 
with Mankind.” ^ . « , . , 

“ But, Ass, are you satisfied with anything r ” persisted 
the Fox. 

“ Well, Fox, on the“whole, I think I am satisfied with 
myself.” 

“ And that is a sensation that Mankind— our Masters / 
ha— ha — ^ha! — our Masters/ cannot conceive ! ” 

But, iu spite of what the Fox had said, the Ass had 
a fellow-feeling for Mankind ! 


HONOURED IN THE BREACH. 

The Centenary of Byron’s birth, and no Celebration, 
no Statue, no Ode, no Oration, no anything! “Greek 
meets Greek,” indeed, in honour of the hero of Misso- 
longhi, hut Englishmen seem too busy considering 
whether Sharspeare wrote his own plays, to give a spare 
thought to the author of Childe Harold, which, perhaps 
they will presently attribute to Sir Humphry Davy ! 
Happy Byron, to escape the spasms of the Gushers, 
the speeches or the Notoriety-hunters, the libellings of 
the Image-makers ! On such terms one would even he 
au Immortal Bard. ^ For Immortality would be tolerable, 
but for its Centenaries ! 


LORD CHARLES’S FAREWELL. 

(January 19.) 

^ cries Charles. 

A ^ Away ! away ! 

Government vessel I ^11 
I stay, 

1 t j I can’t understand, in spite 
-'m of your tips, 

Hamiltonnage of your 

So belay ! belay ! Lord Salis- 
BUREE, 

Farewell, farewell to the 
Mm Admiraltee ! 

experience doesn’t 
teach, 

You ’ll lose the sea as you’ve 
“ Tar I Tar ! ” lost your Beach/^ 


“Theatre d’ Application.” — This sounds like real 
work. Capital notion this : a theatre, — not where you get 
seats by application for orders, oh, no, — but where the 
best classic works are performed by pupils of the Con- 
servatoire before a mixed audience of subscribers. The 
Managers of this Theatre are the leading French Actors, 
who are also teachers of the histrionic art. With such 
a “Dramatic College ” the English Stage might be given 
honorary rank as a profession. In England private enter- 
prise would surely be an excellent substitute for Govern- 
ment subventionwhieh the French Conservatoire possesses. 
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had made an exit on finishing his speech), and bowed. Kot having 
a wreath handy I threw him a bntton-hole. Again he bowed, and 
there were tears in his voice, — ^which can be produced by this great 
artist at a minute’s notice, or less if ordered the day beforehand, as 
he thanked me and began another speech. 

“Stay,” I said, politely interrupting him at the commencement. 
“Let me tell you, before I go, where you may seek your goods and 
chattels,” , _ 

“Where? Oh, tell me!” he cried; “and how long, how long 
will it take me to get there ? ” , . , 

• •‘“Within the neighbourhood of Oxford Street there is a shop 
where is written up ‘Old rurniture and Pictures restored,’ Try 
that. Good day.” So I left. 



MASTER HAMLET MINIMUS AND HIS MOTHER. 
Another Suggestion for Mr, Wilson Barrett, 

A RE-MOVING TALE. 

“ A Fairy stole your goods,” quoth I, pleasantly interviewing | 
Wilson Baerrtt, after the sad loss he had sustained by a sham 
fumiture-van driving off with what the other curate, the Rev. 
Mr. Penlet, would have called his “ goods and chat-tels.” 

W. B. shook back his ambrosial locks, as he replied, bitterly, “No 
Fairy, my friend, but a Yan Demon was it who stole my properties. 
As Shylock hath it— or something very like it, if memory holdeth 
stni its seat in this distracted brain — 

“ They take my; house, when they do take the ‘ props ’ 

That do sustain my house.’' 

“ To think, too,” he continued, “ that this caitiff, whom for want of 
abetter name I wDl call Ginger— for he ’s a hot ’un is Ginger 

“Excuse me, W. B,,” I observed, “but a most respectable 
professor of negro minstrelsy bears that appellation.” 

“ I meant not him,” replied the Tragedian, “ I mean the Ginger- 
haired Gentleman wno called at my house and had the effrontery to 
declare he came on my behalf.” 
i “ Yes, he called you ‘ the Guv’nor,’ ” I said. 

‘ ‘ Precisely : and he told the serving-men that * the Guv’nor’s orders 
were orders,’ ” 

“ He was right there,” I remarked. “ You have kindly given me 
your orders before now, and I am bound to admit ” 

“ And so were they,” interri^ted the Manager. 

“They were, and did so,” I returned, “But I have advice for 
thee.” 

“ Name it,” he said, 

“(This it is,” I went on: “ produce a piece wMch turns upon ” 

“ Some theory of kl^tomania ? ” he. asked, disdainfully, 

“ No, W. B,,” said i ; “ on no new theory, but on an abstraction. 
Let ‘Willanous Willard’ be the chief of the robbers; and in 
Act II. let him come with the van and steal the properties. In 
Act III. let him meet you playing the part of a Rural Dean 
(yon will look excellently well in a shovel hat, encircled with a 
May garland, — an ideal Rural Dean), and be so overcome by your 
eloquence (Sims and you together can concoct the cackle), that he 
restores you all your lost furniture.” , , , . « 

“ A striking dramatic situation! ” exclaimed'W. B,, his fine eye 
in frenzy rolling like anything. 

“ And then the guilty creature sitting in front—;” 

“ Aha ! I see it all ! ” he cried, as if suddenly inspired. 

“ The guilty creature, sittiug at that play, 

Will hie him homewards, and repentant cry, 

* I did the deed, the deed of deathless shame, 

I stole thy “ props ! I! ** Ginger ” is my name ! 

The name on me bestowed by cynic thee* 

Now to thy house I hie me with a cart, 

An(^ all the furniture that once I borrowed 
I render back again, so thou wilt pardon me.’ ” 

“Bravo! JSwcora I shouted, enthusiastically. . i. •• 

He reappeared in front of the window curtaiu (behind which he 

* Mr. W. Babhett has evidently been studying Mr, Robert Browning’s 

most recent Jubilee verses. — ^E d. 


GIVING THE ODDS— BAE ONE. 

(What it may come to ij" ** Mr, Solicitor** has Tiis way,) 

Scene— J wfenbr of the Royal Courts, An Appeal being heard, 
fudges on the Bench, Members of the Combined Rrofessxon 
occupying seats once monopolised by the Bar, 

First Judge {addressing Small Advocate), We^ are not quite 
accustomed to the new state of things, but is it not usual tor 
Barsolistors to wear robes ? , « . x 

Small Advocate [aged 16). B’leeve ’tis, m’Lud ; but, fact is, I 
am here on bebalf of Mr. Jones, the Barsolister, who is away serving 
a writ on a client, who requires special attention, ^ •, « 

First Judge, I suppose you are Mr. Jones’s Managing Clerk r 
Small Advocate, No, m’Lud. Mr. Brown, Mr. Jones’s Mana^ng 
Clerk is engaged in Chambers before a Chief Clerk, who is settlmg 
the remuneration of a receiver. Very important matter, m’Lud. 

First Judge, Then, who are you ? . , ^ 

Small Advocate, I am one of Mr. Jones’s jnmor clerks, m Lud. 
First Judge, And what are your duties ? . 

Small Advocate, Well, m’Lud, usually to assist in the sweeping 
out of the office, the writing of the addresses on the envmopes and 
such like. When I ’m not doing that, I have the pleasure of address- 
ing your Ludships. . , , , . , . . . xt. 

First Judge, Has a junior clerk who assists m sweeping out the 
office as an ordinary duty the right of audience ? 

Second Judge {after consulting authority). Clearly. 

[He points out passage to his colleague. 
First Judge {addressing Small Advocate), I see that you have the 
right of audience. Yon can proceed. , 

Small Advocate, Thank you, m’Lud. As I was saying when 
your Ludship was kind enough to interrupt me— as I was saying, the 
other day I was reading a law book in master’s chambers— 

Second Judge, Can you give the name of yonr authority ? 

Small Advocate, Well,‘m’Lnd, to tell you the truth, I quite f^get. 

I fancy it was Richards or Roberts, or somebody who had a Chris- 
tian name for a surname. The book was all about “ Substantial 
Estates” I t-binlr. Yes, I fancy it must have been— on Suo- 
stantial Fstates, Something like that, you know, m’Luds. 

First Judge, Could it have been Williams on Real Froperty ? 
Small Advocate, Why, I do believe, m’Lud, you have hit the nail 
on the right head! Well, m’Luds, I read in this here book that 
waste was quite different in Law than in fact. So I belmve my 
client was only exercising his j ust right when he cut down the wood 
in rear of the premises. He never wasted it, m’Luds, but sold it at 
a good price. [Argues for an hour^ or so. 

First Judge {at end of argument). We shall give our decision on 
Tuesday week. {Bead silence,) Is there no other matter r 
Aged Barsolister, Hem— ha— ho. B’lieve, m’Lords, no other case 
ready. Fact is, m’Lords— hem— ha— ho. Counsel otherwise 
engaged. Fact is, m’Lords— hem— ha— ho. One Barsolister is 
finishing a BM of Costs, another receiving instructions about 
Marriage Settlement, and — ^hem — ha — ^ho — and a third examining 
Securities in a box at the Bank. My own learned leader, Mr. 
Silvertongue, Q,.C., is at this moment— hem— ha— ho— mrtiou- 
larly engaged. Fact is, m’Lords, Mr. Silvertongto. is 

acting as a man" in possession during the temporary absence oi the 
representative of the Sheriff. x-l 

First Judge, As there appears to be nothmg further on the paper, 
we must adjourn, but I cannot help pointing out that the mixmg ot 
functions, once kept distinct, causes at times considerable moonve- 

[Scene closes tn on the adjournment, 

Ollendoree eor the Geosvenor.— W e hear that a dinner is to be 
given by some artistic sympathisers with Sir Couras Lindsay m his 
recent Grosvenor Gallery difficulties, Tlie following form of rntw- 
rogatory by way of invitation may possibly find favour mth the 
Grosvenor Gallery-ites— ‘ ‘ Voulez-vous SalU au d%rm ? Jem sats 
pas : mats d guelU heure ? ” “ -d sept heures moms un Carr, 





THE NEW "JUNCTION.” 

Scmisi— Signal- Box on the Amalgamated T, and L, U. Lims^ at the 
new St, Stephen's Junction, First and Seooad Poiiicsmsn are 
discovered *' taking a look round,'^ 

First Pointsman, What a lot of levers ! 

Second ditto {stolidly). Ah ! 

First ditto, I wish, you vroulda’t always say “ Ah ! 

Second ditto. Oh ! 

First ditto. Hang it all, nor **Oh!*^ neither. I hate a moio- 
syllabic mumohance sort of a chum. 

Second ditto. Well, you *11 have plenty of polysyllables presently, 
if that ’s any comfort. 

First ditto, Who*d be a Pointsman ? (Sings.) 

When a Pointsman is engaged in'his employment, 

Second ditto, ^ His employment, 

First ditto. And attending to his levers and his dials, 

Second ditto, ^ ’ And his dials, 

First ditto. His facilities for innocent enjoyment 

Second ditto, *Cent enjoyment, 

First ditto. Are restricttd. ^Tis the terriblest of trials 

Second ditto. ’Blest of trials. 

First ditto. Oar emotions we, of course, must sternly smother 

i^cond ditto, ^ Sternly smother, 

First ditto. When this most important duty ' s to be done 

Second ditto. To be done. 

First ditto. Bat, take one consideration with another, 

^cond ditto. With another, 

Jbirst ditto, A Pomtsman’s life is not a happy one. 

Both, When this very urgent duty’s to be done, 

. -n • ^ , i.p . . To be done, 

A Pointsman s life is not a happy one ! 

First ditto k}i\ well adapted, well sustained. I feel a little 
b^Btter after that burst. Oh I if we could only more often take a 
Gilbertian view of our business 1 But it ’s too serious for that. 
Second ditto. Humph I 


First ditto. Hang it, Haett. there you are again I 
Second ditto. Haven’t moved yet, Solly. 

First ditto, Hever do move till you’re driven to it. Well, well, 
we’ve got our work cut out here. Now that your Company is to 
run its trains over our lines the traffic will be more tangled than 
ever— blocks more likely, collisions more difficult to avoid. 

Second ditto. And more necessary to he avoided. By, Jove, if we 
get colliding now, we shall make a mess of it. 

First ditto. Yes. Let ’s see [looking at levers ) ; must keep a 
special eye upon that Local” train ; touch-and-go thing to work 
that m safely, I expect. Ah ! [Sings.) 

When the “ Flying Irishman,” is not a flying, 

Second ditt>. Not a- flying, 

First ditto. When the ‘ ‘ Scotch Express,” is not before it ’s time 

Second ditto, ’Fore its time, 

First ditto. There’ll be lots of casual “Specials,” which are 
trying, 

Second ditto. Which are trying. 

First ditto. And the telegraphs go clicking like a chime, 

Second ditto. Like a chime. 

First ditto, I ’ll be bound that “ Local” leads to lots of bother, 

^cond ditto. Lots of bother. 

I First ditto, ■ Covld. we shunt it— which we can’t— it loould be 
fun 

Second ditto. Would be fun. 

F \rst ditto. Yah I Take one consideration with another.— 
^cond ditto, ^ ^ With another, 

Pirst ditto. A Pointsman’s life is not a happy one. 

Both, When our complicated duty’s to be done, 

^ . To be done, 

The Pomtsman’s life is not a happy one 

Happy One ! 

First ditto, I thank thee, ScrLUVAir, for teaching me that song. 
Second ditto. Yes ; but we mustn’t be piping it too often or too 
Might rouse suspicion, you know, and if it reaches the ears 
of the drivers and guards, might make ’em lose faith in you — and 
me— which would never do. 




THE NEW “JUNCTION.” 

r,.., (fcKftIW. "TES, WE'ES IMlLOiM ITED-B0I I MUSI EEEP A 8H1EP LOOK OUI WEEK THE TEiPPIO BEOIESI 

Sfcokd Poistsman ( siolidlt /), “ SO MUST I ! 1 ” — 
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First ditto, Phewl ^ Roused out of “ Ahs ! ’’ and “ HumplisI ” at 
last! But you’re right, Habtt, my boy, you’re right. When 
business begins Bab-ballading must cease. Aid the time ’s at hand. 
The first parliamentary is nearly due. Now that our two Com- 
panies are comfortably amalgamated, we ought to do good business. 
But I must keep a sharp look-out when the traffic begins. 

Second ditto. So must 1 1 [,Left looking out sharply. 


A NEW LIGHT. 

We should like to ask a question, which deeply affects our social 
and political life, respecting Mr. Grahame, Mr. Burns, Mr. Hynd- 
MAN, and all the Socialistic and Communistic leaders whose words and 
deeds exercise so pernicious an influence on the uneducated. The 



Entirely New Einale for a Pantomime. 


question is this — Were they, in their youth, taken regularly to see 
Pantomimes ? If so, their estimate of the Police Force generally, 
as exemplified by their and their followers’ treatment of ** Bobbies,” 
is distinctly traceable to these early lessons given them by Messrs. 
Clown and Pantaloon. There is no such effective teaching as that 
by example, and the example set, even in the most brief modern 
harle< 3 ^uinade, by everybody’s outrageous conduct towards the Police- 
man, is simply sowing the wind to reap the whirlwind. 

As in any rightly constructed melodrama poetic justice is always 
satisfied, and the detective, however he may have failed during four 
Acts, invariably succeeds in arresting the scoundrel in the fifth, so 
a Pantomime ought to finish with the triumph of Right and Might, 
in the person of the Policeman, over low cunning and outrageous 
resistance to all authority, as embodied by the Pantaloon and Clown. 
The icfiuence for good that pantomimic teaching might thus convey 
is incalculable. Prevention is better than cure.; formation of cha- 
racter is better than reformation. Let us begin at the beginning — 
with Pantomime. 


LEGISLATION FOR THE SESSION. 

Local Government mustn’t stop the way. Let .there be one Bill 
brought in for putting a stop to all such processions— includmg bodies 
of Salvationists tramping about on Sundays with tambourine girls, 
and band of music (“Music! ye Gods!”) — as have not received 
police permission for one occasion only. 

Another Bill is wanted for dealing summarily with organ-grinders, 
street-singers, and all other similar disturbers of the peace, so that 
if a householder or some one acting as his agent, gives any of these 
nuisances into custody, a paper signed by him and the constable, 
shall be sufficient to warrant a conviction. Two sovereigns fine for 
first offence, imprisonment with hard labour for second, and for the 
third, perpetual banishment from England with the last penalty of 
the Law in case of their returning with the same deadly purpose in 
view ; i,e,, the destruction of the peace and quiet of Her Majesty’s 
subjects. 

Also wanted, a BiR to fix certain spots outside a four-mile radius 
from Charing Cross, where any open-air public meeting may be held, 
of which the Commissioners of Police must receive at least a clear 
forty-eight hours’ notice. 


OUR ADVERTISERS. MUSICAL. 

•TTrHEN THE CHILDREN ARE AWAKE. By the Author of 
V V “ When the Children are Asleep, This thunderingly suc- 
cessful son^ which has almost reached its second edition, is now 
published in fifteen keys : — 

“ Ah 1 the smashing of every ‘window-pane. 

And the ink-spots scattered about like rain, 

With a Babel fit to turn one’s brain, 

When the children are awake.” 


B 


LOWER AND CO.’S NEW SONGS. 


T 


HE CHIMBLET-SWEEPBR. Bnssnii. 


J-’YE LOVED YOU SINCE LASI TUESDAY WEEK. 


Wailinss. 


O 


NLY A SHILLING FARE! Owen Tours. 


J^ET ME DINE AGAIN! Leamingtok White. 


Q 


H! TAKE THIS TOOTHACHE BACK. Solymans. 


U PON THE JASPER STAIRS ! This beautiful and thriUing 
and passionate song can be sung even with a bad infienza cold, 
with the most magnetic effect. The pathetic words of the refrain 
never failing to touch the hearts of the most humorously inclined 
drawing-room audience. 


U PON THE Jasper stairs. Music by Barlotti. Words 
by Johnson Blare. 

I passed the Agate gates, and, oh ! 

A vision wondrous sweet 
Broke on my tranced gaze, and so 
I turned me to a seat. 

I could not guess what they were at, 

But someone unawares 
Removed my chair ; when, lo ! I sat 
XJpoii the Jasper stairs ! 

ABWICK AND LONGFORD’S NEW SONG. May be sung by 
anybody, anywhere, anyhow ! 

N EWHAYEN rest. The Publishers of the admirably touch- 
ing song, “ TAe Last Omnibus, have much delight in asto- 
nishing the Public with another thriUing New Song by the same 

unrivalled Composer. 

1^]' E W HAY EN REST. By the Comi)oser of ‘ ‘ The Last Omnibus?^ 
The merry bell is ringing gleefuUy for the departure of the 
vessel, and as the old man totters to the forepart to make, in com;pany 
with his little grandchild, the cheaper Channel passage across from 
Dieppe, he looks anxiously beyond the pier-head, and fixes his gaze 
on the troubled sea outside with a gloomy stare. 

N E WH AYEN rest. By the Composer of ‘ ‘ The Last Omnibus 
His little grandchild has left him now to look at the Engines. 
The old man, still with a haggard gaze, expresses to the steward in 
dumb show, that he is feeling uncomfortable. The latter cheerily 
teUs him that he had better “ get below,” and, helping him down the 
cabin-stairs, deposits him on a sofa. 

N EWHAYEN REST. By the Composer of “ The Last Omnibus,^^ 
But the old man^ stifies in the stuffiness beneath, and after 
much difficulty, is once more pushed up again ou to the deck. He is 
prostrate on a heap of tarpanJins by the vessel’s side, and bis little 
grandchild notices that his face is green. When asked to pay his fare, 
he feebly shakes his head. 


N EWHAYEN REST, By the Composer of “ The Last Omnibus.'*^ 
But aU is now over. The vessel has entered the port, and as 
the old man, the rays of the setting sun gilding his somewhat 
disheveUed appearance, is staggering up the ladder for the shore, 
being quite off his head, he fancies he hears a choir of angel voices 
singing from the Refreshment Room the beautiful refrain — 

To stay below would have been, best; 

Still, here *s Newhaven ! You *re at rest ! ” - 

A GENTLE DUSTMAN’S HEART. New Song, by the 
Composer of Maiden Fair,^^ 

His costume may your taste surprise, 

You may not like his cart ; 

But say, oh ! why should you despise 

A gentle Dustman’s heart I 


T he LOYE that lasts a month. By the Composer of 
“ I Laughed amid my Tears,^^ Published iu A, C, D, E flat, 
and seven sharps, and sent Post-free anywhere for Twopence. 

Opinions of the Press : — “ Sure to be popular in, a well-managed 
lunatic asylum.” — The Wapptng Jew's JEEarp, 
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ME. PTTNCH’S EXAMINATIOMf PAPERS FOE YOUNG PEOPLE. 





coHVicnoisr has been borne in 
upon Mr, launch of late that — 
whether from the engrossing 
nature of modern girls’ and 
boys’ ocGTipations, or their pre- 
ference for contemporary and 
realistic fiction— the study of 
Fairy Tale and nursery lore, 
is fast falling into neglect— if 
not (as is only too much to be 
feared) into positive contempt I 
The disadvantages to a cMld 
in after-life of having been 
allowed to grow up in complete, 
or even partial ignorance of so 
essential a branch of a liberal 
education are too obvious to be 
enumerated, and Mr, Punch is 
anxious to do all in his power 
to avert what he cannot but 

- , . consider a national calamity. 

in these days there is but one me^s of stimulating or reviving a fiagging 
department of knowledge — we make it the subject of compulsory or competitive 
examination, and so Mr, Punch, reluctant as he is to incur the resentment of 
his young friends by proposing any addition to their doubtless numerous tasks, 
feels It a duty, nevertheless, to suggest to parents that no child should be allowed 
on any pretext in future to leave the Nursery for School, until it has passed 
creditably some such examination as is indicated below. It would not be 
necessary, of course, to re^iuire candidates to take up the whole of the works in 
question, which would perhaps impose too arduous study upon the younger 
generation. The best plan is to select such portions from each as wiU give the 
young students a fair general idea of ^ the style and subject-matter of our 
greatest nursery classics. 

i feopes that no parent will think it necessary to send his children 

to a Nursery-Crammer ” to be prepared for this examination, and that the use 
of an abstract, or memorm-technica^] will be discouraged as far as possible. 
It should be added that the can^date is expected to do these papers without any 
at his elbow, and that appeals to elder persons for their assistance 
should be met with stern and unflinching refusal. 

The following questions, though searching, will not, Mr, Punch considers, 
prove too severe for students of any industry and intelligence. 

(A) Set Subjects: — 

‘‘ Jack the Giant-Killer ” {first two chapters). 

‘‘ Puss in Boots ” {selected portions). 

“ Blaebeard Vanishing of the Magio Palace). 

“ Sind bad the Sailor ” {Second Voyage only), 

Ali Baba ” and ‘ The Babes in the Wood ” {selected portion^, 

Thiev^^in^tS Oif j^ars^^^^^ conduct of Morgiana after discovering the Forty 

Q- inclined to call Puss in Boots a strictly truthful animal ? 

circumstanc^that led Cassim Baba to the conclusion that 
A I had suddenly become rich ? What use did he make of his discovery ? 

4. Describe, as fully as you are able ^ 

(a) Bluebeard^ 8 Chamber. 

terrace where the "Wonderf d Lamp was found. 

^c) geographical features of the country at the 

*^® Vtio Bales in the JFooi? perish P How 

do you fix this from mternal evidence ? Is it stated that they had eaten anv- 
thing previously which was at all likely to disagree with them P ^ 


6. Sketch concisely the main incidents in the life of 
Aladdin, from the time he found the Magio Lamp to the 
disappearance of the Palace. 

7. State all you know of Cogia Baba, Haroun Alras- 
chid, Alice, the Mother of Jack and the Beanstalk, the 
Marquis of Car abas, Sister Anne, Beauty’' s Father, Bed 
Biding Hood's Grandmother. 

(B) CniTiCAi AiTD Generai.. 

1. What is your opinion of the intelligence of ^Giants 
as a race ? Of what substance were they in the habit of 
making their bread? Would you draw any and wbat 
distinction between {a) Giants and Giantesses, {h) Ogres 
and Offresses, (c) a Mamma Ogress and her daughters ? 

2. What is a Eoc ? What do Rocs feed on ? If you 
were on the edge of steep cliffs surrounding an inacces- 
sible valley, strewn with diamonds and visited by Eocs, 
— how would you proceed in order to obtain some of 
those diamonds? Give the reply of the Slave of the 
Lamp to Aladdin's request that a roc’s egg should be 
hung up in his dome. 

3. Mention instances when {a) a Wolf, {b) a Bear, 
(c) a Cat, (d) a Harp, are recorded to have spoken, and 
give the substanoe of their remarks, when possible, in 
each case. 

4. Write down the name of any hero you can remember 
who suffered inconvenience from (a) the imprudence, 
(6) the disobedience, of his wife. 

5. How would you act if you were invited to go to a 
party on the opposite side of the way, and had nothing 
to go in hut a pair of Seven-Leagued Boots ? Compare 
the drawbacks and advantages of going to a State Ball 
in glass slippers. 

6. State which family you would rather belong to : 
Ooe in which there was (i.) a Wicked Uncle, (ii.) an 
Envious Sister, (iii.) a Jealous Brother, or (iv.) a Cruel 
Stepmother ? Give your reasons, and illustrate them by 
examples. How many Wicked Uncles do you remember 
to have read of ? Are Wicked Uncles ever sorry, and, if 
so, when ? 

7. Give any instances that occur to you where it is 
stated that the chief personages of the story “ all lived 
happily ever afterwards.” Are there any exceptions to 
this rtue ? 

(C) Pantomime Paper. {Optional, and for those Students 

only who may decide to “ take up " this branch of 
the subject,) 

1. Did the manners, language, and general deport- 
ment of ^ the various Kings and (iaeens you have seen in 
Pantomimes correspond at all with what you had expected 
them to be from the books ? 

2. Mention any fairy tale in which (1) long ballets, 
(2) allusions to subjects in last year’s papers, (3) jokes 
about drinks” and pawn-tickets,” (4) comic duets 
which you didn’t Quite understand, and (5) men dressed 
up in women’s clothes, occur. Mention (if you can) any 
Pantomime in which they do not. 

3. Were you surprised to hear at Drury Lane that the 
King who befriended the Marquis of Car abas was origin- 
ally a Potman? Do you remember this in the original 
text ? 

4. Why do you suppose that the Wicked Brothers in 
this year’s Pantomime were frightened by green snakes, 
pink lizards, and enormous frogs ? Did their own ex- 
planation that thev had “the jumps” convey much to 
your niind ? Did this scene make you laugh ? 

5. Give as clear and intelligible an account as you are 
able of the story of any one Pantomime you have been 
to, mentioning where-^if at all — it departed from the 
version you have studied, and whether or not you con- 
sidered such departures (if any) to be improvements. 

6. Investigate the principal peculiarities of Pantomime 

Animus. How do they chiefly differ from other animals ? 
Describe the effect of kindness upon a Pantomime 
Donkey, and account for it. 

^ N,B.—Not more than four questions need be attempted 
in each of the above Papers, Candidates are advised not 
to leave any question unattempted from a mere inability 
to answer every part of such question. 


At the Yaudeville.— of Hearts offered but 
little attraction to the public, so Mr. Thorne is trying 
upon them the Fascination of Miss Jay and Mr. 
Buchan^. What will be the Manager’s next step? 
Pas de Fascination f 
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BALLAD OF BATHYBIUS. 


“ Bathybius^ a name given by Professor Huxley 
formless mass of living protoplasm, but now regarded 
deep,’ and * tbe life,’ ” — Bev, JosepJt, Cook, 

I, 

“A Mermaid I,” she said, with 
modest mien, 

“ In Ocean’s caves I stray.” 

Huxieius viewed her with a 
glance serene, 

And answered, “ So yon say. 

“’Tis an opinion I can hardly 
share ; 

Yet, should yon court renown. 

1 ’ll have you labelled, This side 
up, with care. 

And send you ojff to Town. 

“ Por, if a being does exist at all 
In Earth, or Air, or Sea, 

It’s very certain to be natural, 

Whatever else it be.” 

“Observe,” she said, “my tail 
with pearls bestrewn, 

Gfreen eyes, and locks of blue I ” 

“I do observe,” he answered, 

“ and I own 

These objects meet my view. 

“ But yet, without one thousand 
witnesses,— 

Pray do not think me rude, — 

Science and I must doubt if you 
possess 

Helative certitude.” 

She smiled ; a subtle influence 
seemed to flow 
About him fr m the sea, 

“As I’m an F.H.S.,” he mur- 
mured low, 

“ She’s hypnotising me I 

“ You must remember that I still 
retain 

My judgment in suspense, 

Subjective visions will appear in vain ’ 

Then clouded grew his sense. 

II. 

Huxleius in a pallid light awoke 
On a dim cavern’s floor, i 

And on his ear a murmur moaned and | 
broke, 

Like the long Ocean’s roar. 


to a gelatinous substance found at the^ bottom of the Atlantic Ocean, and at first supposed to be a 
as an inorganic precipitate.” — TJi^ Dictionary, “ Bathyhiiis, from two Greek words meaning ‘ the 



It was the voice of his Bathybius, 

Oat of the gulf of Time— 

“I’m not ‘the new Moner,’ — ^you named me 
I ’m just old Chevy Sly me, [thus— 

“If I submit to being overhauled, 

I ’ll know the reason why ; 

Snlphate of lime I am ; that ’s what I ’m 
I never told a lie ! ” [called. 


Chorus of Mermaids, 
Sulphate of lime he is; that s 
what he ’s calhd. 

He never told a lie ! 

“ You need not look for germ of 
life in me. 

We all know what we are. 

I ’m not organic, and don’t mean 
to he : 

You carried it too far ! 

‘ I ’m not the thing with which 
you make a fuss 
No more than I ’m a Guelph. 
Don’tithink of calling me Bathy- 
hius. 

Bathybius yourself I ” 

Chorus of Mermaids, 

Don’t think of calling him Bathy- 
hins, 

Bathybius yourself I 

“ Bios is ‘ life,’ and hathus stands 
for ‘low,’ 

And low enough I rate 
Ascribing life to what you onght 
to know 

Is just ‘ precipitate.’ ” 

• * * » 

Then ceased the low- voiced mur- 
mur of the sea, 

Ceased the Mermaiden’s song, 
And great Huxleius woke, and 
knew that he 

For once was in the wrong. 

But whether he ’B. be wise in days 
to come, 

Or err another time, 

Ascribing life— ’t were better to be 
^ dumb — 

To inorganic slime, 

Is lust the point on which we have a doubt I 
Pled from the Mermaid’s chasm, 

He seems cocksure and very pleased abont 
His old friend, Protoplasm, 

And yet we cannot share his honest pride. 

A doctrine oft miscarries. 

His Protoplasm may be ranked beside 
Our old friend, Mrs, Harris, 


A WANT AND NO SUPPLY. 

Me. Punch, Sir, — ^Why should not the old days of Evans’s Supper 
Rooms he revived ? Yes, we know Clubs have increased and multiplied 
since the days when Paddy Green flourished. Clubs were called and 
Clubs have turned up. But Evans’s is another matter altogether. 

The Theatres are certainly not oyer earlier than they used to be, and 
after the excitement of a drama and the atmosphere of gas, nature 
is exhausted and requires what it cannot obtain anywhere really 
comfortably, though there is a notable exception to this at Rule’s, in 
Maiden Lane ; that is, if Rule’s can be an exception. Even here if 
there he a crush and a rush, the hungriest and thirstiest are not 
served first, and if you only arrive at 11*30, on a crowded night, you 
find you have become a waiter instead of a customer, and just when 
you are beginning to enjoy the long expected whatever-it-is, the 
warning stroke of 12 30 teUs you “Time’s upl” and within a 
quarter of an hour “ out you go,” with a digestion in about as in- 
diflerent a state as was Hamlet's Father’s conscience when its owner 
was hurried out of this wicked world. 

We mention this exception, if exception it be, as the only one with 
which we are personally acquainted. But Evans’s was something 
more than a mere supper-room, it was the place par excellence for 
glee-singing (at an hour when it comes in pleasantly enough, which it 
doesn’t at dinner-time) part-songs and ballads. It was the place par 
excellence for a chop and potatoes in their jackets, (we were in jackets 
ourselves when we first tested these luxuries) a small steak, devilled 
bones, grilled chicken and a cool tankard of stout. Only the male 


sex were admitted, and in spite of there being no charge for entrance 
(we are speaking of “long, long ago,”) the company was orderly and 
comparatively select. Why shouldn’t some enterprising caterer 
take such a place iu hand P And before securing suitable premises 
not too large — ^Evans’s came to grief when it was enlarged and ad- 
mitted the feminine element,— in the'classic neighbourhood of Covent 
Garden, let him apply to the Police Authorities to grant the estab- 
lishment tentatively for three years, say a licence with extension of 
time np to 2 a.m., on condition that only glees, part-songs, and 
baUads are performed, that the glees for whidi hoys’ voices are re- 
quired, shall cease at 11 '30, and that to no part of the building (the 
innovation commenced with private boxes at Evans’s, consuls Paddy) 
sh^ any of the female sex be admitted. The seclusion must be as 
strict as that of a Monastery. ’Twill belike a Httle Evans’s below, 
a Paradise without an Eve of dissolution in it. 

We present this notion in the rough to London and the Provinces 

f enerally. Country^ Cousins always formed a strong contingent at 
Ivans’s, and its revival concerns the visitors to London equally with 
Londoners. There is much to be urged in its favour ; and not much 
against it. You, Mr, Punch, remembering the jovial round table in 
the corner, the cheery, sooiablej and harmonious evenings, and see- 
ing that a considerable and influential class are dissatisfied with 
Music Halb, will, we are sure, give us your vote and interest, if we 
can proceed any further in this matter. Let our cry be, “Arouse 
ye then, my merry, merry men !” and so we, that is my mseparable 
companion and myself, beg to sign ourselves, Your old friends, 

The Boost, “Chough and Crow ” (Limited). 
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THE' BUSY B/S. 


The Bancropts hare hit upon a taking 
title for their reminiscences. It is Mr» and 
Mrs. Bancroft On and Of the Stage: written 
iy Themselves.''* — St. Jameses Gazette, 

How doth the little Busy B.’s, 

Improve each shining hour, 

By writing reminiscences, 

With literary power. 

Their honey (pathos, humour, fun) 

They Ve stored on memory’s shelves ; 
It will be read by everyone. 

Though writ guite “ by Themselves.” 

Most people “by themselves” are dull, 
But when this sees the light, 

The volumes will, we ’re sure, be full 
Of all that’s nice and bright. 

“ Mister and Mrs, Bancroft^ On 
And Off the Btage^^ — ^to this 
Add “ Written hy Themsehes,^^ Just con 
This title,— what ’s amiss ? 

“ What’s in a name ? ” a precious lot. 

In this name if you please, 

The very thing for them I ’ve got, 

CaUit “TheBusyB.V’ 

Or else “ Two B.’s,” or not “ Two B.’s : ” 
But there, the matter ’s small ; 

I ’m sure their reminiscences, 

Will pleasure give to all. 




SYMBOLICAL. 

[During a certain annual 
religious ceremony at Pe- 
tersburgh, the Czar appeared 
“ bare-headed.”] 

Advice to Socialists 
AND Communists. — “ Act 
always on the Sq.uare.” 
Only, mind, not on Tra- 
falgar Square. 


ROBERT AT THE CHILDREN’S FANCY BALL. 

I WUNDEKS if ennybody as has never seen it, ewer got within say a 
hundred miles or so of ewer imadgining the site of about a thowsand 
bootiful children, more or less, all hootif uUy drest in lovely outlandish 
eostooma, all looking the werry pioter of appyness, and all dancing 
to bootiful music, or marching round in state, or a setting in a great 
circle on the floor of the great City Palaee of Delite, a gazing and a 
larfing, with that little merry larf that belongs so naterally to little' 
children when they ’re all drest in their new clothes, at their old 
favrite Punch and Judy., and ewen encurridging Mr, Punch in his 
owdaeious behawiour. In my fortnit persition of coarse I ’ve seed 
about everything as is to he seen of a grand or scrumptions charaok- 
ter, but I never nas no donbt as the Children’s Fancy Dress Ball at 
the Manshun House beats the lot in a canter and the rest nowheres. 

Weather it was the cold fog or not of course I don’t know, but the 
little darlings soon came a dropping into the refreshment room and a 
drinking most copiously of lemonade and consumin the spnnge cakes 
with great wigonr. One yung feller, all drest in nice warm white 
flannel, and with about as pretty a little face as I ever seed, and who 
i I was told had cum all the way from Canterberry, acshally arsked 
me for a glass of Shampaue, but werry properly added, “put some 
water in it, please, as I don’t want to get tite I ” Bless bis careful 
little art, much he knowed about that misterry. With the wallyable 
assistance the little dears reseeved from their Pars and Mars they 
kept us all werry well employed ’till supper-time, when of course I 
assended to the upper regions to attend to my more serious dootys. 

I got a peep from the Oallery of the grand march round of the 
children, which was the gem of the evening, as ushal. I shood 
have liked to have had it all over agin, but of course I didn’t dare 
shout tout ancore, or they might have all looked np at me, and 
how shood I have felt under such trying snckemstances I 

There was a smart young chap strutting about, werry audsumly 
drest as King Chables the 2nd, as he told me hisself, and a gent, 
who must have bin jist a little behind hand in his Hatral History, 
arsked him how he could be a walking about after his head was cut 
off? But he was quite ekal to the occasion, and said, “ That wasn’t 
I me ; that was niy Father ; and there he stands,” pinting to a ancient 
Common Counsilman who was filling np his lezzure time by drinking 
I sum ehampane cup. 

The <3-entlemen of the Press mustard uncommon strong, and 
exprest their opinons as to the supper and the wines with great 
freedom and woUobility, and I was pleased to hear from sitoh 
xperienced Critics that it was all fust rate, speshally the Bore’s Hed 
I and the Mum. A natral fear keeps my umbel pen quiet, or I shond 
much like to menshun the names of jest a few. But there was jest 
a rather wildish look about one of them as showed how thoroughly 
he in joyed the seen, while another seemed to feel that he had to bear 
the whole world on his hioad shoulders. But they are a ginial set, 
and always werry civil to a poor Waiter, 

Praps the most poplar and snttenly the most owdaeious part of the 
hole proceedings, was the sham Lord Mare’s percession. It was that 
bootiful got up, and gone through with that degree, of sollemnity, 


that was most credditable to all the yung Hacters and their Pars 
and Mars, whose sons and dorters I’m told as they all was, 
them’s misterrys as is not re wealed to Waiters, no, not even to Hed 
uns. But what spiled the hole effect to me was the sollem thort that 
we was acshally looking at, and all a olappiu our ^nds at, a bu^sk 
of that amost sacred hinstitushuu, a Lord Mare’s Percession . How 
the ribbold jester wood have rejoyced, suijposing such a irreverent 
fust class miscreant had intruded hisself into that Agipsnun All of 
splender ! I trembled as I red the accounts in the nex day s papers. 
But no ; they past it by without no snear. t xt. i. t » j x 

As I ’ve bin a studying the French Tung lately, I thort as I ’d try 
my skill upon a yung French G^ent, with his waste jest under his 
arm-pits ; so, after he had drunk a glass of Shampaue Cup, I says to 
him quite boldly, ** Ancore du Shampaue Cup, yuug Mossoo? At 
which he larfed and said, “ We, Gassong I ” quite nateral. 

I was a good deal surprized at one of the jewvenile royal pusson- 
idges, a King, or a Erl, or summat of that sort, a asking me tor sum 
of that sossidge meat, and a pinting to a Bore’s Hed ! But in coarse 
even jewvenile Kings or Erls oarnt know every think. I remembers 
the late Sword Bearer telling me, with a shudder, that wuuoe upon 
a time, when he was atending in state upon a Lord Mare who was a 
going to caU on the Prince of Whales at Marlboro Ouse, as they 
were all a waiting for his Royal Iness in the All, little Prinse Geojkge 
came into the Gallery, and when he saw the Sword^ Bearer in his 
grand Fur Cap of State, pinted at him, and said, quite lowd, “ Oh, 

I wot a funny Old Man ! ” The Sword Bearer, like the trew gennel- 
man he was, tho much hurt in his feelinx, as he told me he was, 
took no notice of the hinsnlt, but forguv him at wunoe. Praps 
you’ve eard this afore ? Well, it bears retelling. 

I didn’t notice quite so much diffrence as I should natrally have 
xpected between the style of dancing of the royal and noble pus- 
sonages, and them of humble degree, such as shepperdesses and 
pezzants, but they suttenly all inioyed their selves up to the werry 
larst, and when the fatal hour of midnight struck 12, they seemed 


larst, and when the fatal hour of midnight struck 12, they seemed 
no more tired than did the geenialLoKD Maee and his hansnmLady, 
who had receeved ewerybody, and noticed eweryhody, and made 
ewerybody feel theirselves quite at tome, tho they was at the 
sillebrated City Pallis. Robeht. 

TiEDIUM MEDIOUM ; 

Or, Whatf if it doesn't Stop, it will come to in the "Times" of 1889. 

SiE, — I have read attentively now every dav for one year and 
three months the six columns of controversy at first vindictive, then 
libellous, then scurrilous, and in these last times beyond aU bounds 
frantic, between the two rival schools of treatment that you have 
persistently kept publishing for the benefit of your numerous 
readers. The result of the perusal of this correspoudence upon me 
has been this. I have registered a solemn vow that under no com- 
plication of diseases to which I might suddenly fall a victim would I 
ever again “ call in” a medical adviser of any profession or school 
whatever. Ho, Sir, I have determined to leave Dame Nature to do 
her best or worst with me according as it may please her own sweet 
will. Anything I feel would be better than to hand one’s body over 
to be juggled with by this screaming crew, who in chorus denouncing 
each other as quacks, liars, thieves, mountebanks, and cut-throats, 
have fairly and finally'^ soared out of their arena and, I trust, for 
ever beyond their reach, Yonr obedient but reflective servant, 

A Staogeeed Lavman. 

SiE,— One word more in answer to that just-created peer, Geim- 
THOBPE. I did not, as he malevolently and with malice aforethought 
argues, state that if you threw a bottle of stout into a gasometer full 
of ginger-beer yon would not “detect it.” What I did say was that 
I would defy anybody with his eyes blind-folded to taste it. This is 
the 177th time I have had to correct this scandalous, outrageous, 
and scurrilous perversion of truth iu the course of the present con- 
troversy. Need I say I am sick of it. 

I am your obedient servant, J. C. B. 

Sm,— One word to supplement my yesterday’s letter, in wbich I 
flatter myself I once more gave it hot ,to “ J. C. B.” and to all the 
other bigoted, orthodox vampires who are yelping the same tune 
with him. If I did not fairly flay them and put them and their 
perjured nonsense into pickle after, all I can say is I don’t know 
what more they can want. Stay, though— I must not forget what I 
had to say. It is this. If any one of the A. champions still wants 
to have it out with me, let him come down here to me in Yorkshire 
(where my family have been settled for more than fifty years), 
and I shall he happy and eager to give him as good an argument or 
two as he could wish— a horsewhip. 

Yours, &c., Gbimthoepe. 

This correspoRdeiLce must now close. — ^E d. 

New Statue eoe Teaeaxgae Squaee,— That of Justice Chaeles 
as companion to King Chables. 


KOTICB.— Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any deSOription, wi 
in no case be returned; not even when accompanied hy a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wfamer. tfo tbls rtf 
there will be no exception. ^ 
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THE LETTER-BAG OF TOBY M.P. 

Fnoiir Me, Sp-eee. 




Bandy ^ Beds* Saturday* 
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I'eae Toby, 


■ we are now on the eve of the Ses- ] 

sion, and yon will have other affairs 1 

to h^Hf^^^h * i 

l^ed the^^^j^, in^ respei^s j 

addressing aig)ng Si ^ 

WCTe a^Hke dep Tob^, what 

did itself honour hy returning you, 
have I once had occasion to suspend 
you. (Excuse me ; hut I suppose, if in the troublous times ahead of us such a 
misfortune came to pass, I should have to seize you by the tail ? ) ISfever once 
have you moved the adjournment of the House, delivered a prosy speech, ques- 
' tioned the decision of the Chair, or behaved otherwise than as a model Member 
of Parliament. I wish there were more like you. 

But there are not, and we must take things as we find them. They have 
been pretty lively since I first sat in the Chair, and from all portents they are 
likely to be stiU more so in the Session that opens next week. I observe that 
Mr. P-EN-LL has been advising his Young Men to avoid obstruction and adopt 
mannerly ways. That is all very well for Mr. P-en-ll, who has pleasantly 
passed the recess far from political strife. But I can well understand some of 
his compatriots asking whether, because Mr. P-en-ll has not been in prison, 
there shall be no more cakes and ale? W-ll-m O’Be-n fresh from his plank 
bed, T. D. S-ll-v-n just freed from gentler restrictions, and Mr. P-ne tired of 
hanging like M-h-m-t’s coffin between heaven and earth, are likely to take 
another view of the situation. In and out of the Chair these fifteen years, I 
know very well what it is for a Leader of a Party to discountenance obstruction, 
and what effect it has upon the course of business. Sir St-ef-ed N-ethc-tb, 
when he led the Conservative Party, was honestly opposed to obstruction. But 
that did not prevent Q-eandolph and his merry men stopping all progress. 
Gl-bst-ne is equally shocked at the adoption of any means of obstruction less 
subtle than the occupation of two hours in saying what might weU. have been 
uttered in twenty minutes. But, apart from tne Irish Members, the Sage of 
Queen Anne’s Gate and some other Members who sit in that part of the House, 
are certaioly not to be accused of docility in following their titular leader. 

B-lf-e is the only man who has a practical scheme on hand for combating 
obstruction. Of course if one by one the most truculent of the Irish Members 
are oast iuto prison, the available forces of obstruction in the House of Coiimions 
must be dimmished. Sir B-ylb K-che had not this particular illustration in 
his mind when he made his famous declaration. But the application holds 
equally good. B-lf-e has done his best, the only sign of maladroitness^ about 
his proceeding being m the somewhat indiscreet haste with which it was 
inaugurated. If Irish Members are sent to spend their Christmas Day in prison, 
under sentences of two months’ confinement, it is clear that their appearance in 
the House of Commons cannot be postponed long after the commencement of the 
Session. It is not for me even to hint at counsel in so delicate a matter. I am 
not responsible for the Chief Secretary’s action, and am called upon neither to 
approve it nor to disapprove it. But, viewed in connection with the question of 


obstruction, there is evidently a chronological error"^at i 
the basis of Mr. B-lf-e’s proceedings. But he is young j 
and ardent, and experience may bring its lessons, ! 

I daresay you will be glad to hear that I approach the 
new Session in renewed health and I need hardly add, 
with indomitable spirit. I am glad to be able to add 
that Sm-th, who looked in the other day, is also ready 
for his work. He has just returned from Pan, which 
he was a little surprised to find is, after all, not a river. 
Otherwise his mind preserves its customary serenity. He 
tells me that on some rare occasions, when there was 
smooth water in the Mediterranean, he practised a new 
pounce, which he believes will prove effective in pre- 
serving the discipline of the House and supporting the 
dignity of the Chair. He wanted to take his coat off and 
show me how it was done, but I decided to defer the 
pleasure. I would rather share in the surprise which 
awaits the House. 

On the whole I am glad that Sm-tbl’s removal to 
another place has been deferred. Of course if he had 
gone B-lp-e would have come along, and that in some 
particulars is not a pleasant prospect. It is a very small 
matter, and to you who sit on the other side of the 
House with the view partially obscured by the Table, 
it will be hardly comprehensible, but the fact is I could 
not face without disturbance the prospect of having 
B-lf-e’s legs in close proximity throughout along sitting. 
It is bad enough when it is part of his game of aggra- 
vation to absent himself from the House as much as 
possible, more particularly at the hour when Irish Mem- 
bers want to put questions. If he were Leader of the 
House he must perforce be 'in his place for something 
like six parts of a ten-hours’ sitting, and I am afraid I 
could not stand it. It is impossible to convey to you a 
full sense of the mental torture suffered after many 
hours’ strained attention to debate by the recurrent in- 
trusion of apprehension of what B-lf-e will next do 
with his legs. "Whether he will ever succeed in his life- 
long attempt to kick Gl-bst-ne under the table, is a 
familiar question I shrink from recalliag in these days 
of recess. Even now I tremble when I think of the 
possible apparition in the course of debate of the feet of 
the Leader of the House on the Table. It is not fair 
that the already overburdened President of an assembly 
like the House of Commons should be freighted witn 
I petty cares of this kind, and I hope that Sm-th will stop 
where he is. 

I envy brother H-MFB-Nthe great advantage of having 
had D-zzr so long the Leader of the House whilst he sat 
in the Chair. Long before I had any notion that the 
matter would have a personal interest for me, I have 
from the Front Opposition Bench watched D-zzx in his 
place — the folded arms, the crossed legs, with the ooat- 
I tails brought forward placidly covering the knees, the 
( downcast head, the half-closed eyes. There was a soothing 
; assistant to the Speaeee in the discharge of his irritating 
; duties. The effigy of a Crusader supine on a tombstone 
’ does not come more nearly to the heau ideal of a Leader 
: of the House as seen from the Speaker’s Chair, than did 
D-se-li. Ge-nb-lph when he was Leader, in his 
: comical way recalled this picture which he, too, had often 
; seen. He occasionally did it all, even to the orderly 
\ arrangement of the coat-tails, wrestling with himselt, 

! often ineffectually, to prevent his hands going up to 
, curl his moustache. As for Gl-bst-ne he was most 
, embarrassing. One had always to be on the look out for 
i his sudden incursion. Sm-th was an improvement in 
, despite of his tendency to pounce. But B-lf-e would 
j be worse than an appreciable addition to the Irish 
L representation. 

I I mention these things, as probably in reviewing the 
, difficulties of the position of a Speaker, they never 
occurred to you. When you come to sit in the Chair — 
; a position that may perhaps hereafter be forced upon you 
i — ^you will understand aU. 

j The Clerk will now proceed to read the Orders of the 
i Day, so no more at present from 
5 Yours faithfully, Aeth-e P-l. 


One for the Force* 

Bobby too open to the furtive tip” ? 

How can the world malign in such a manner ? 
Although self -offered to the Peeler’s grip, 

’Tis plain a “ Copper ” will not take a “ Tannee.” 
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THE JAPANESE SCHOOL AT THE ROYAL 
ACADEMY. 

“ Japanese Ait .... is the only living Art in the world .... In comparatively few 
years Japan will become the acknowledged centre and leader of the Tine Arts.” — 
Extract from Ja;panese Lecture on Japanese Art. Vide “ Times, Jan. 25. 


FEELINGS AND FOOTLIGHTS. 

Me. Aechee has, in the cnrreEt ntimher of Longman^ $, despatched 
a second batch of arrows at the actor’s art, and has certainly scored. 
His article has covered a great deal of ground. That Mr. Wilsont 
Baebeit playing Eamlet shivering with the thermometer 14® below 
zero should have assumed a comfortable temperature from strong 
emotion as soon as he got on to the stage, and that Mr. Clatton after 
representing Eugh Trevor has been so exhausted that he has lain 
down on the floor of his dressing-room, and “ feeling as though he had 
been thrashed all over,” said to his dresser, “ don’t come near me for 
an hour,” are certainly strange entertaining and even appalling 
facts. So indeed are some of the numerous anecdotes about tears and 
laughter, terror and blushes and other stage experiences, that he has 


managed to collect by his catechetical method. Still there is more to 
come, and he has promised a third and concluding article. This should | 
deal among other matters with the “ emotions of Pantomime,” a 
singularly interesting subject at this season of the year, and though 
we will not vouch for the perfect accuracy of every word, the sub- 
joined brief extract may be taken as a fair [sample of the way in 
which the whole matter will be handled. 

Strictly observing my usual method of catechising, I have, 
as a preliminary step, addressed to several noted Clowns and Pan- 
taloons the following qxiestions : — 

In scenes of commotion in real life, whether you are a parti- 
cipant in them (e.^., in a regular Police row yourself), or a casual 
on-looker (e.^., in a street riot, in which legs of mutton, loaves of 
bread, strings of sausages, bundles of turnips, babies, and Police-p 
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men’s helmets are flying on all sides in the air), do you consciously ! 
note eflects for subsequent use upon the .stage ? Have you ever tried 
the effects of a red-hot poker on personal^ friends in your own 
drawing-room, and so automatically registering on your memory a 
phase of real life experience, been enabled to turn it to subsequent 
professional account ? 

The answers to the above questions are very various. Some 
CloTOS deny that they have had experience of the red-hot poker in 
their own houses, but in making butter-slides, filling their pockets 
with perambulators, stray bonnets, and turkeys, they have, “ as 
casual lookers-on,” like Miss Isabel Bateman, “noted effects of 
real commotion, and stored them up for possible use.” 

A distinguished Clown at one of the London theatres who, with 
Mr. Lionel Bjrough, holds that “All scenes in real life are im- 

E ressed on the mind of the real actor, and that, if occasion requires, 
e will try to reproduce them,” writes to say that he has so 
thoroughly realised the necessity of this that he has often got up a 
pelt in the New Cut, tripped up old gentlemen coming down the steps 
t of West-End Clubs, put the page-boy in his own kitchen oven, and 
tried to jump through the front of a hairdresser’s shop. He has thus 
gained his “emotions” directly from real life, and when he trans- 
lates them into action on the staffe at night he does it with a force 
and realism that fairly electrifies his audience. He never, for 
instance, spares Pantaloon, but when he has either to trip him up, 
collar him with a ladder, or knock him down, he does it so thoroughly 
and effectively that in the present Pantomime in which he is now 
playing, though it is only in its fifth week since Christmas, the 
part of the Pantaloon has had to be refilled in turn by no less than 
seven fresh representatives, five of whom are laid up injured m a 
local hospital, while the other two have obtained summonses against 
him for assault. The writer adds that only the other night he made 
a great point in the representation of a street fight by hurling a 
bundle of real turnips right into the face of the leader of the 
orchestra, and with such good effect as to knock him backward off 
his stool. The house was extraordmarily excited, by the incident, 
and showed by a prolonged burst of applause how it appreciated that 
the actor was reauy feeling in his own person something similar in 


kind, and almost equal in degree, to the vivid pugilistic passion he 
was representing. 

In a similar strain also writes a celebrated Pantaloon. Having 
once travelled on the Metropolitan Line in a second-class carriage 
with a third-class ticket, and having been detected and consequently 
shouted at hy a little vulgar newspaper boy, he afiSjms that when- 
ever, iu the course of a scene, the Clown falsely accuses him of 
having committed some delinquency in the well-known stock phrase, 

“ I saw yer do it,” he is so absolutely awestruck, and his doddering 
gait becomes so tragic, that he fairly brings down the house. 

It may be interesting to note, in conclusion, that a well-known 
Harlequin, on being questioned to account in some dewee for the 
utterly unintelligible eccentricity of his movements, and the generally 
pointless though sportive f rivouty of his character as delineated in 
action, admits that, like Mr, Geokge Conquest, “ he has on many j 
occasions gone to Lunatic Asylums and collected effects for use on 
the stage.” The article will also oasnaUy touch upon the effect on an I 
actor of playing to an empty house, or with uncongenial surroundings, 
the catechetical inquiry taking some such shape as the following : — 

A distinguished Actor informs me that on playing Othello in the 
provinces, where his terms with the management were “ shares” 
after £15, on going on the stage and finding only eighteenpence in 
the pit and five orders in the dress circle, he has felt a lump in 
his throat that has nearly prevented his articulation. He also added 
I the Roderigo on the occasion in question was drunk, and so fre- 
quently alluded to “ Two Lovely Black Eyes^^ in the course of his 
part, that he was ultimately called on for a horn-pipe, which he 
gave, being eventually removed from the stage by the Doge, the 
Gasman, and the Prompter. Do you consider that such conditions 
would he calculated to stifle a tendency to a morbidly emotional 
rendering of the character, and would you conceive yourself justified 
in washing your hands of the performance, and after having it out 
with the Manager, leaving the house then and there without waiting 
to smother JDesdemom f 


Eabies in Eichmond Paek !— 0 Deer ! 
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CHAELES WYKDHAM: DISCOYERS RUSSIA. 

Tte Gallant Explorer is here seen taking'his little Davy and his treasure 
of an Ingot up the Neva to St. Petershurgh. 


CHEAP (?) LAW. 

A Probable View oe a Possible Euturf, 

ScraE—UAw/ O-gtce of Messrs. Brown, Jones and Robinson, of 
Graphs Inn and The Temple^ BarsoUstors-at-Law, Enter 
(client, who attempts to attract attention of one of several Clerks, 
Client {addressing a Clerk), Oh, please, I have come about a 
Chancery matter. 

Clerk {looking up from a law-look). Better speah: to some one 
else. I know nothfag of the earlier stages of an action. {Pointing 
to another,) That gentleman, perhaps, can attend to you. Here, 
Mr. Chucklaw, Chancery Department. 

Client, I have come about 

Mr, Chucklaw {sharply). All right, Six; you had better see 
Mr. Jones. 

Client, But I prefer to see Mr. Brown, The fact is, I have 'an 
introduction; and 

Mr, Chucklaw, Just as you like ; but my advice is, see Mr. Jones. 

Client, You are very good ; but I would prefer to see 

Mr, Chucklaw {sharply). All right, Sir, just as you please. 
{Turning to another Clerk,) Is Mr. Brown in ? 

Other Clerk, Think he has just come back from Court during the 
adjoxtmment for lunch. I 

Client {decisively). Then you will be so good as to give* hiTn my ! 
card. 

[Scene changes to Boom of Mr. Brown, wherein that eminent 
Counsel is discovered %n his roles devouring sandwiches, 

Mr, Brown piurriedly). Yes ? 

Client, Oh, if you please, I have come about a rather complicated 
matter. 


Gentleman at Work at a Table {cutting him short). Oh, I know 
nothing abont that sort of thing. My department is to prepare Bills 
of Costs. 

Client, 'Well, Sir, can I see one of the Firm ? 

Gentleman at Work at a Table, I am one of the Firm. My 
name ’s Robinson. You want my partner-“Mr. J ones. 

Client {angrily). No, I don’t, Sir. I particularly do not want Mr. 
Jones. 

Gentleman at Work at a Table {good-naturedly). Well, I’m afraid 
no one else will be able to understand you. At any rate, I can’t, so 
good-bye. [Beturns to his Bills of Costs, 

[Client returns to Clerks^ Office^ and is ultimately shown into 
Mr, Jones. 

Client, I think it right to tell you, Sir, that as I hear you are 
fond of fox-hnnting (to which 1 have conscientions objections) 
I should have preferred seeing one or other of your partners. ^ 

Mr, Jones, Quite so. ,But never mind; tell me what it’s all 
about. [ Client tells him, 

{Interval of Two Years,) 

Client {looking at his Bill of Costs), Why the amount is just as 
heavy as it would have been in the old days, if not heavier 1 The 
fusion of the two branches of the Legal Profession doesn’t seem to 
have made law any cheaper ^ 

[Scene closes in upon the Client’s sorrowful reflections. 


Mr, Brown, Yes ? Please give me the papers. 
Client {confused). Papers ? What papers? 


^Mr, Brown, I suppose yon want my opinion. Well, if you will 
me me case I will cast my eye over it, and let you know what 
mink of it after the adjournment of the Court. I have got rather 
a heavy matter on just now before Mr. Justice South, and shall be 
arguing before his Lordship until half -past four o’clock. 

Client, But this is the first time I have been here. I have got a 
letter to you. [ 

X Erown {after a hurried perusal). Ah, I see. But you must go 
I to Mr. Jones. ® 

But I would prefer to talk the matter over with you. 
j Mr, Brown, My dear Sir, it would be of no sort of use at present. 

I i know absolutely nothing of the earlier stages of an action. No 
I doubt it will ^et to me in time, when I shall have the greatest pos- 
sible pleasure m discussing the matter with yon. But that time will 
be when It is necessary to carry the matter into Court. Good-bye. 
Glad to have seen yon. [Exit hurriedly. 

Client, Dear me I I thought that now the two branches of the 
profession are merged into one, all of them would he able to help me. 
[heaves Brown’s Boom^ and wanders about the passages 
until stopped by a door, Me opens it. and enters a second 
room, 

^^iddeman at Work at a Table, Well, Sir, what is it? 

Oh, if you please, I want to talk over a matter of business. 
The fact is, I am a Trustee, and I am not ^uite sure— ^ 


A BENEVOLENT ADULTEEATOK. 

Joseph Jugoins, twenty years ago, a spanking fortune made, 

Not by hulling, or by hearing, or by mining speculation ; — 

No ; he drove a highly spirited, remunerative trade 
In provisions, gently tempered by astute adulteration. 

When his gains had mounted up to such a very handsome sum 
That it took a dozen clerks a week to find out what he owed, 

It befel him that his conscience, which had theretofore been numb, 
Roused itself to do its duty as an active moral goad. 

Its suggestions were not pleasant — ^nay, indeed, were the reverse — 

At nis very heart’s core, night and day, incessantly they gnawed, 
Pointing out with painful frequency that, probably, a curse 
Would attend upon emoluments derived from wholesale fraud. 

I have done a deal too well, I fear,” repentant Juggins said, 

‘‘ With my oleo-margarine, retailed as Dorset of the best, 

With my tins of slimy odds-and-ends, my homicidal bread, 

And my sauces which from inexpensive drugs obtained tbeir zest. 

“ I have made vast sums of money by those profitable teas, 

Which acquire peculiar fragrance from the foliage of the sloe; 

By my honey, manufactured independently of bees ; 

By my eighteenpenny “ sparkling,” and my ninepenny Bordeaux. 

I must make full reparation, and with all convenient speed, 

To the much-offended sources of my evil-gotten wealth. 

Let me do some highly creditable philanthropic deed, 

Do it, too, exceeding promptly, and, if possible, by stealth ! 

“ Shall I found an Institution for the permanent relief 
Of luy deeply-injured clients of the lower middle-class, 

Wno, in pocket or in health, have come to swift and hideous grief, 
By consuming food and drink which I supplied to them, alas ? 

“ ’Twould be sure to be mismanaged I — Happy thought ! ” — and here 
a smile 

^Is-Tsd about the lips of Juggins. “ ’Tis quite obvious how I may 
Make the needful restitution to the victims of my guile, 

In a far more thoroughgoing, yet less ostentations way.” 

Straight he opened all his principal emporia once more, 
resolve to recommence the daily sale 
Oi the edibles and potables in which he ’d dealt before ; 

But at prices unrecorded in the annals of retail. 

A'^levenpence a bottle, strange and wild as it may seem, 

He supplied East India Sherry, Comet Hock, and “ Twenty” Port; 
He adulterated milk ^th thirty-three per cent, of cream, 

And retailed it to his clients at a halfpenny the quart. 

Orange Pekoe and Young Hyson, sweetly flavoured and perfumed, 
Oould be bought at his estahKshments for one-and-four the pound, 
fragrant Mochas were extensively consumed 
At the price which Juggins paid to have the berries burnt and 
ground. 

AlHhe articles provided by this much-repentant wight 
Were superlative in quality, and yet so wondrous cheap, [night, 
were thronged with customers from morning until 
W bile his business competitors had ample cause to weep. 
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As for Mm, Ms spirits regularly rose from day to day. 

In proportion to the chronic diminution of his pelf ; 

He exulted in Ms losses, and was often heard to say, 

That a clear and spotless conscience was a fortune in itself. 


for washing more of my person than my hands and face, and I must 
not let my poor horse drink a drop of it I Why is tMs iniq.uitou3 
system allowed to continue ? 

^ Old Deputy Mtogins tells me that when the grand old Corpora- 




To h/hiHprW Companies, who were members of the House, all met in the Tea- 

b bitterly ayenged upon the author of their woe. Eoom, and, over a cup of that innocent beverage, vowed to combine 

L their wrath they turned and rent him-— badly, I regret to say — together for th^rotection of their brother Monopolists against the 

Irretrievably, indeed, as far as Juggins was concerned ; common foe. The Corporation were defeated and routed on that 

n Ms fragments were collected and in triumph borne away memorable occasion, although supported by the then Government, but, 

To the foot of Helson’s Column, where, next morning, they were I am delighted to hear that they are now engaged in undermining the 

burned. watery Monopolists by sinking an Artesian Well in the eastern con- 


In their wrath they turned and rent him— badly, I regret to say — 
Irretrievably, indeed, as far as Juggins was concerned ; 

For Ms fragments were collected and in triumph borne away 
To the foot of Helson’s Column, where, next morning, they we 


But the people, priziog Juggins as a man of antique mould, 

As a creMt to his country and an honour to his race. 

In the precincts of the Abbey raised a pyramid of gold. 

With the following inscription, deeply graven on its base : — 

“ In Memobiam: ! This Monument commemorates the deeds 
Of a singularly generous and philanthropic man. 

Who expended all Ms substance to relieve Ms neighbours’ needs, 
And reversed commercial principles to carry out Ms plan. 

“ Human jealousy removed him prematurely from this earth 
To a region where such saoridce as Ms reward should find ; 

And a sorrow-stricken Nation thus ^ays tribute to the worth 
Of J. Juggins, the lamented benefactor of mankind ! ” 


A WATERY GRIEVANCE. 

Me. Punch, Sir, 

As it is the last straw that breaks the poor Camel’s back, 
so it is the last arrogant, if not impertinent demand of the imperious 
Water Company that condescends to supply me with the small 
quantity of water that I require for domestic purposes, that breaks 
down my powers of silent endurance. 

Not content with charging me annually nearly as much for river- 
water as I pay my Wine Merchant for my liberal supply of fine Old 
Port, the CoUector informs me that he purposes calling for the 
Christmas account on the 2nd of January ; or if I prefer sending it 
before that time, he will be at home to receive it for one hour on two 
days of the week I What lordly aics tMs mere Waterman gives 
Mmself , At the back of the demand note I am furnished with such 
information as is expected to explain to me why I am charged so 
much, and tMs is what I learn from that wondrous document. 


fines of the ancient City whence will shortly be seen bubbling up an 
inexhaustible supply of beautiful pure water for the use of every 
ratepayer of that fortunate locality, who may use it not only for such 
purposes as an imperious Company may; dictate, but for every use 
that healthj cleanliness, or comfort requires. 

May their grand efiort be successful, and their good example 
imitated, Joseph Greenhorn. 

TENNYSON IN SHOEEDITCH. 

So all day long the noise of prattle rolled 
Among the brawlers of the Civic Board, 

Until the Shoreditch Yestry, man by man. 

Had snapped their fingers in their Chairman’s face, 

The Yicar. Then because Ms wound was deep 

(Inflicted by a pen thrown at Ms head), i 

A band of Ratepayers began to cheer. 

Of Ratepayers, who hated all those rows. 

And bore him to a friendly neighbouring pump, 

A broken handle with a broken spout, 

That stood in the yard beneath the Yestry Hall : 

On one side stood. the Yicar, and on one 

Those coarse-tongued brawlers— and their tongues were coarse I 

Then spake the Chairman to the Ratepayers : 

“ The shindy of to-day exposes all 
The apish antics of a Bumble crew, 

The worst this town containeth. Straight it leads 
To a Reformed Municipality.” &c. 

[And the sooner the letter ! 

“May be to-day read o’er in Paul’s.”— Afr. Punchy as a con- 
tented ParisMoner and Citizen of London, begs herewith to congra- 


cleared up by tbe ioformatioii tbat all the services they so kiu^y a whole, it may be said to req^uire only the dnishingr touches of that 
render to me in the water line, if more than 160 feet above Trinity great artist, Time, who, with his own method, and by the judicions 
high-water mark, are charged one per cent, per annum additional, use of London atmospherical effects of colour, will gradually bring 
Now here I find a twofold diffiotilty. I do not know how Mgh its tone into harmony with the surroundings. 

Trinity Mgh-water mark is, and, if I did, I have nothing wherewith - .■■■ ■ ■■ ■- . r 

to measure 160 feet. I consulted my milkman, thinking he would 

probably know aU about it, hnt he was really quite angry at my A True Brett ’TJu. Mr. Biron, sitting at Lambeth 

suggestion to that effect, and professed utter ignorance on the Tttp. Master of the Rolls in the other day, having been appa- 


feet above tne river at nign-water, but i don t wte see now tnat Brock’ 
important information helps me. He tells me, if I happen to know 
one of the Old Brethren of that Ancient House, he could perhaps , ' ^ 

assist me ; hut I don’t, so I suppose I must yield the point. 

I am next told that for every Mgh service ten feet above the road- : 

way, 1 must pay extra, and for every fixed Bath I must pay extra, '' 

so I have been measuring, with the assistance of a ladder, flie outside - 

of my sober dwelling— -and a fearful cold I succeeded in catching 
during that risky operation— and find to my joy that by unfixing my 
Bath and using it, when required in my back drawing-room, I can 
elude these two ahominahle charges. But now comes such an awful 
combination of outrageous swindles in the form of definitions of the 
meaning of the familiar word domestic, as I should think was never 
before attempted, even by a YTater Company. 

1 am informed that domestic supply does not include supplies for IWBjIi 
Steam-engines or Railway pnrposesj wMch is quite unnecessary ' 

information for me, as I have none m the house. But I also learn 
that it does not include water for warming purposes, or'for baths, or coruscated. 




to slip rather too easily through 
' ' ' Ms fingers in the YT alworth Road, 

1 , , is reported to have mystified the 
' constable in question by asking 

Mm whether “ he thought he was 
living in Arcadia.” Such language 
.! from the Bench suggests the pos- 

sibility of giving quite a classic 
ring to the Police Reports, for, 
following up the Bironic method, 
it would not be difficult to haul au 
allusiou to Bacchus and the Eleu- 
sinian Mysteries into a drunk and 
il.n'i'l incapable charge, and adorn a 

‘ case of mistaken identity with a 

reference to the dangers besetting 
And the laughter! a passage between Scylla and 


s§s 


Pi 


for washing my little Brougham, or for watering my little garden, He must be known as the “Master Charybdis. Mr. Biron commences 
twenty feet by fifteen, or for watering my little Jiorse, or, cruellest of the Revels,” or “The Master weU by boldly contrasting the 
£ — n — -ui — A r a-p + 1 ,^ !>«««« ,^4* » W^alworth Road with Arcadia, 


of all, for fl ushin g a dram should it require it! of the Roars - of - Laughter,” 'Walworth Road with Arcadia, 

Can anything be conceived more monstrous P Here am I called Impromptus too I apparently no and no doubt he will effectively 
upon to pay a considerable sum for water, and I am forbidden to use preparation. But there’s concealed follow up tMs happy lead. Mean- 
a <hop of it for any of the above most necessary purposes, I must art m these jocosities. What sort time the Lambeth;; Police might 
not use any of it, apparently, for wanning my nocturnal wMskey, or of art P Brett Art, of course. look up their Lempri^re. 




& ouiet neighbourhood. 

.. ^ ’s P^rrs.vr 

The Prof essor. A-A ^ q^t the ooi ^tb^RY, I r== ===^====^^ 

B^3 all ROTJN 


"AD'VA'NCB, AUSTRALIA! 1 
jfr. Parfs ^ 

-ria£si?%ji- : 

I 

bIss'A’^'.^'*- 

cat waa Centenary. 

^To^o«a-da®to a nug^^ ’• 

® Whflavl the^Lw-WtoAitsnomen. 


' «“^“^4SoolligW meUow. 


EOWS ALL ROUND. ^ 1 

It seema rafter A ®'^^jl.that '^*ft«e ' 
any rate, ®L\^Ler^exoeUent jonrnd on fte 

i 1 i 4®L“ aU concerned wiftsan^^^^ 


i-, *g U.V - . 

A.delaide, a cluster 1 

of'sirs.^^Sr^r^ 1 

I In swifter iDtajer show fmeut, 

1 AM no» jIbil(.iMi. 

“ iSowi iJl*. «**■ 


“W^ykeliaiuites. — 


any raw, -- excellent aonrnai on 

leaders^ ^^__„PTea\leonoerned'wifts<inab- | 

27ft oy ^ deyoted to fte qnarrel 

S hies. Leader So. Beeesfobk and bis j 

;ween Lord to^|S « 2 to fte stody 

Loial ViMm and Mr. Wil- 

tweenSirEnw^n wjaa ^ 

am pjs-n Sir Cotttts-Ltitdsay and 

ntroyersy Messrs. Comyns 

lose ri BuniTB-J 03^®®. 

4,bb, .^^5®’ tfitei^cv and economy camot | 
dministrative pio;ms cannot be 

0 secnred, Conm«“l vwXd ‘‘ dignity 
iffmot^ be mftont aU 

Ji.'?.»r:*'!£sssis<* 

low are we ill-temper, originating 

Cbese petty. Iliads r: ^ u^ratL” of some 
commonly demote wearisome than 

v^ery minor and 

the most }-^^^r'^^?^®^j«poTiral6d. Tbersites, 
ought to be , would hardly be 

with an cpos.^^^ .Vg^n +^e Petty Sauabbler 


Vox et Prseterea Nibil. 1 

(A Tifi io TaXh-tdlTc^i'*^ | 

I Yes, we globe 

1 say "'“" 
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THE HEIGHT OF MASHERDOM. deserved plucking: all ihe same. He turned everything: I ■wrote into 

' WixL. Ta-ta Olb Man! Mt People are -wAiriNa up for fan. told me a few ours qmte studdy of Jary Tales would do me 


MASHERDOM. 


The next was— “ Sow did Cassim Barber discover Ally had become 
rich?” 

I shotted that, and stuck down": swagger he puton.^^ 

“ "What nse did he make of his discovery r ” I said : “ Sucked up to 
Mm and asked Mm to dinner*^ Becaus, whether that was the right 
anser *or not, it ’s what most chaps would do, so 1 may have done 
that right. 

Then yon said, “ describe fnlly : Bluebeard s Chamber.” ^ I know 
I ^d that right, I put it was full of haredies and machines and 
things. How I knew was a long time ago, when I was a lower boy, 
I went to the Q-ayaty where it was done. I mtdfed “ the halls and 
terrace where the Wonderful Lamp was,” I said there was nothing 
mnch to see there except oiL-jars— which was wrong. 

For “the dzzical and geograficalfeatnres of the country at the top 
of the Benestork,” I corked down “ cZoweZs,”— and chanced it. 

Lathe B paper I did much better. To the question “if I con- 
sidered Giants an intelligent race,” I used my Commin Sence, as a 
form master we have, always tells us to when in doubt. I put : 

^'‘ Giants posesing big heads ^ we natully expect their hranes to 
corispond^ and so we findy for it is quite common to hear people fork 
of an ‘ Intelectial GianV So I consider they are.” 

The next was easy : “ What. is a Roc ? What do Rocs feed on ? ” 
I wrote: 

All rather big stones are termed ItocSj or {as it is more coreckly 
spelt) Bocks, Bocks live on the ground^ and the Broverbian tells us, 
they gather moss^ but they do not eat it— it sometimes eats into themB 

The rest of the question was such orful rot, I left it alone. 

About the wicked Uncles I put— and I don’t see now where I was 
wrong I 

“ 2he end of a Wicked Uncle [is he 'ushally dles^ he is sometimes 
sorry ^ when he reppentsB 

I didn’t try the one about the seven-lege boots, because I thought 
there was a catch in it somewhere. Aiiotherwas: “Write down 
any hero who has sufered inconvenance from (a) the imprudense, (6) 
the disabedience, of his wife,” 

I thought I ’d better write something to that— just to say 1 ’d tried. 
So I said : ^ ^ ^ 

“ The disabedience or imprudense of a wife is always inconvenant 
to a hero^ leding as it does to rows, which are disagribble to live withB 

You see I didn’t exackly anser the question, becaus I didn’t know 
it, but I think anyone but my Guv. would have alowed me som marks. 
I told him I ’d done quite as well as I genally^ did in other Exams., 
and he larfed a nasty larf, and said he quite bleeved me, but I 
deserved pluckiag all the same. He turned everything I wrote into 


^ figure I nursry storys I I remain. Tour disapointed Friend, 

Masous Cocxshott Passmore. 


MR. PUNCH’S EXAMINATION PAPERS FOR YOUNC PEOPLE. 

A Pathetic Protest from Master Passmore. 

Me, Punch prints the following characteristic letter without 
comment : — 

Dear Punch,— I ’ve allways rather liked you up to now, becaus I 
thought you stuck up for boys, but I do call it too beestly mean of you 
to go and set that humbugin paper you did on Fary tales ! How do 
you expect a fellow to do a desent paper in things he hasn’t looked 
at sinse he was a kid ? And giving it in hoUidays too. My guv, 
said he’d like to see what sort of a paper I made of it, and so the 
consequens was I had to stay in a hole morning, and swot at those 
footling questions of yours ! And all I got for it was that when the 
Guv. read my ansers, he said there were too things struk him 
forsibly— my injinuity and my ignoranse, which was a nice remark 
for a fellow’s pater to say I I don’t beleive I did so very bad either, 
considering I wasn’t given any time for prep., and the Guv. was in 
the Libry aU the time, and I couldn’t get a chance to crib, for 
there ’s nothing low in cribbing in Pass Exams. , you know. But I ’ll 
teR you some of the things I put, and you’H see. You said 
“Mention and Critisize the conduc of Morjianna after” — something 
or other. I didn’t mention it, becaus I couldn’t remember that part, 
so I only critisized. I said: The conduc of Morjianna^ tho not 
praps all that could be desired, was such that unless she had acted 
diferently, could not have been otherwise^ You see the tip is always 
to write as if yon knew all about it, and then they may think you 
do and mark you, — ^praps— I did the same for the next one, which 
was : “Would I oaU Buss in Boots a strictly truthful annimle ? ” 

That stumped me at first, for I’d forgotten who Buss in Boots 
was, as I hadn’t been to the Pantimime then— but I maneged to fox 
up something at last. I put: “ When we considder the sir cum- 
sUnses, and the times she lived in and all that, which were barberous 
compared to now, we must come to the conclusion of her being as 
truthful as the ordnery run of cats of that age, and praps this, if 
cats spoke now, which I have not met any that do itB 


P.S.— I tell you one thing, I’ll take joly good care I see Bunch 
before the Guv. does next week. But I forgot — ^I shall be back at 
SkoolthenI M. C, P, 


LAMENT OF THE LATTER-DAY APE. 


Resrected once were we. 

At least our fathers were, 
Brought home from over-sea 
In Solomon’s galere. 

Ah, those were merry days I 
As monkeys may not sing, 

We chatter of their praise — 
When Solomon was King I 

Apes clung amid the sails. 

With gold about their necks, 
Below, with gleaming tails. 

Slim peacocks walked the decks ; 
But now their plumes subHme, 
Men say, misfortune bring. 
’Twas not so in the time 
When Solomon was King I 


Ah, now to organs tied. 

Or prisoned in the Zoo, 

Where vulgar crowds deride 
What sorrows we go through I 
Beseechingly we crave 
For nuts, and sweets, and string. 
Who did not so behave 
When Solomon was King I 

Yet in those ages old, 

When apes might honour win, 
Man never had been told 
The monkeys were Ms kin ; 
You know it now, and yet 
You hid the Ape go swing— 
The summers we regret 
When Solomon was King ! 


Theft of Teade-Marxs, — What is the difference, in point of 
rogueryj between removing your neighbour’s land-mark, and 
appropriating Ms trade-mark ? What brand does that manufacturer 
deserve who purloins another’s ? Brand for brand ? In mediseval 
and merry England, the brand would have been imprinted on the 
offender with an iron mstmment at a temperature too Mgh to be 
tolerable ; but modern civilisation prohibits that contrahrand pro- 
ceeding. Would there be any cruelty, however, in the Merchandise 
Marks Act if it rendered a counterfeiter of marks liable to be pain- 
lessly but ignominiously branded with the Broad R. ? 
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Air—** Hs^s all Bight wes:n you Know Em,^^ 

Newest Version, arranged as a T>mt. As Sang by those clever Mammcth ComiqueSj 
Mr, Marriott and Ismail Pasha, 


act and Fanded Mm over to the Crushers. 
“In right and reason,’’ sez the Times agin, 

“I was an undischarged bankrupt.” Right f 
Ha, ha ! Reason f Oho ! In the Happy 
Land on the shores of Old Nile, beloved of 
Bondholders, ruled by “Toothpick Pasha,” 
and guided, philosophered and friended by 
Edoar Winoent and Marriott ! I ! What 
a larks ! But the Judge- Advocate-General 

is a pal, if yer like 

Sings 

He’s all right when you know him, though 
he wos so down on Job, 

But, bless yer, they have made that little 
tiff up long ago. 

Lord Solly finds— as J do— he’s a pal as 
one can trust. 

He’s all right when you know him, but 
you’ve got to know Mm fust. 

He’s seed a deal of change, he has, he wos 
a Lib : one time, 

Well, he’s a Liberal now— -to me. One 
Hundred Thousand I Prime I 
He ’d never round upon a pal, for me he ’s 
spread it thick. 

Cash, public lands, three palaces ! By 
AUah, he ’s a brick ! 

{Spoken,) I tell yer, you don’t half know 
what the man can do. What does the 
Times say agin? “ His people still groans 
under a load of taxation nis scandalous 
prodigality and avarice of gain accumu- 
lated. . . He has been the source of most of 
the misfortunes of Egypt.” Ha! ha! 
That ’s Me I ! I— “ And the friends of Egypt 
have to thank Mm for letting himself be 
coaxed into taking an indemnity from its 
penury of a couple of millions.” Ho! ho! 
Thanks! And who was the “Coaxer”? 
Why, Marriott to be sure, — 

Sings : — 

He coaxed that there two millions from 
young “Toothpick” — ain’t he green ?— 
And “ Toothpick ” why he ’ll “ coax ” it out 
of the “ poor fellaheen.” [can trust I 
Oh, Marriott is a rorty pal, a pal as you 
He’s all right when you know him, but 
you ’ve got to know him fust I 

Marriott sings : — 

OfE to Constantinople with his little lot 
of swag! 

“All ’s well that ends well,” says the Times ; 
it ’s werry pooty gag. 

He looks as high and horty as King Pharaoh 
in his chariot. [along of Marriott ! 
He’s safe for corn and fieshpots, and it’s all | 

{Spoken^ Bless me I That ’s more than 
those squeezable poor fools, the fellaheen, 
will do, T fancy. But what o’ that ? “By 
the dexterity, rank, and infiuence of the 
counsel thus paradoxically employed, satis- 


Mr, Marriott sings . {Spoken,) Bless me I That ’s more than 

This Ismail is a party as yer don’t meet every day ; those squeezable poor fools, the fellaheen, 

He ’s liberal and hearty, free and easy in his way, ^ will do, T fancy. But what o’ that ? “By 

You’d hardly call him scrupulous, but in this bloomin’ East, the dexterity, rank, and infiuence of the 

Of all things parties care about they care for that the least. counsel thus paradoxically employed, satis- 

{Spoken ) Yer know conscience ain’t everythink— or else 1 might not have a look in, or so factory results have ^ been obtained at a 
my enemies say. You know what the aphoristic cove says about Conscience being like a wimmwm of inconvenience.” ZVmeaagainI 

thorn in a cushion — only another term for discomfort. JT like an easy seat to my couch, duite so. Higjhly satisfactory — ^tpme. “In 

so does every sensible chap with an eye to — shall we say the Woolsack ? Ah 1 {to audience) no case could it have been imagined that a 
you don’t know Ismail, neither did I till now. But he ’« right enough I Member of the British Government would 

undertake the professional enforcement of 

, , ^^ngs: , ^ , enormous legal demands against a Sove- 

He’s all right when you know him, though the fellaheen he vext ; reign under that Government’s special pro- 

You don’t expect a Pasha <00 particular. Wot next? tection, control, and tutelage.” Praps. But 

He wouldn’t hurt a beetle ; he ’s a pal as you can trust ; then “ All ’s well as ends well,” don’tcher 

He ’s all right when you know him, but you ’ve got to know him fust, know I 

Both sing : — 

When a party has expensive tastes, and is 
an ex-Khedive, 

He must have lots of cash and land, else 
how ’s he going to live ? 


Judge- Advocate’s a lovely blend, my Ismail begs to state, Both sing : — 

And if he had his way, ’d be both Judge and Advocate, When a party has expensive tastes, and is 

I sez, pray chuck m Jury,” but he answers “that ’s all bosh,” an ex-Khedive, 

AndintheEast— like many other tMngs— won’t never wash. He must have lots of cash and land, else 

{Spoken by Ismail Pasha,) I ’ll lay a Palace on the Bosphorus to— Tewfik’s brain, that how ’s he going to live ? 
there ain’t a better Judge nor Advocate in England nor what he is. He can shift it, can’t Yna 5 Ismail is a cute ’un J - rial 
he? See what he’s done for me! As the Times says, I’d piled up my claims to five ( Marriott a backer 


millions sterling,^ exclusive of maintenance charges. In course that was all bluff. 


as you can trust. 


about as much claim on the Egyptians I’d so successfully spiled as a pickpocket would have for He^’s all right when you know him, but 
compensation for disturbance from the old bloke he ’d robbed, and who had collared him in the " you ’ve got to know Mm fust ! 
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SOME OF THE ADVANTAGES OF MIXED UNIVERSITY EDUCATION. 

The result of having a considerable number of young women resident at Cambridge, with do other occuj^tion than reading for an ordinay 
might be very serious.”-—** Objection to * Proposed admission of Women to Degrees, ^ quoted by Miss Emily Davies, in her letter to the Times, Jan, 25, 

Professor Punch’s Answer is given Piotorially above, and indicates that the Young La:^ XTndergeaduatesses would 

FIND PLENTY OF “ OTHER OCCUPATION ” BESIDES, OR IN THE COURSE OF, READING FOR AN ORDINARY DeGRBF. 


A PLEA FOE THE PEOPLE’S POET. 

Sjngee for many and many a year 
Of songs that gladden the people’s ear, 

Good Time Com^w^,”and“ Cheer, Boys, 
Cheer ! ” 

Poet and patriot, champion still 
Of simple manhood and honest skill, 

Of pure Home-love, and of frank good-wiU : 

Friend of Jerrold, and foe of wrong ; 

Very Yoice of the toiling throng, ^ 

Its needs and yearnings, in touching song : 


Punch's greetings ! The world should see 
That needless sorrow come not to thee, 

Broken yet cheery at Seventy-three. 

Let all who have heard, under many a sky, 
The manly music he lifted high, 
Thank-offering render to Charles Mackay ! 

A Fund is being raised for the literary 
veteran, Dr. Charles Mackay— known wherever 
the English tongue is spoken or English songs are 
sung, who is now in his seventy-third year, in 
reduced circumstances, and broken in health, hut 
bright, cheery, and industrious as ever. 

Subscriptions will be received by the following 


Bankers The Bank of Scotland , Lothbury, E.O. 
Messrs. Kobaris, Lubbock. & Co., Lombard 
Street, E.C. ; Messrs. Drummond, Charing Cross, 
W.C. ; or by the Honorary Secretary, L. C. Alex- 
ander, LL.D., Putney, S.W. 


Weed f. Wheat. — A Conference of British 
tobacco-growers, on the report of their Com- 
mittee, has decided on forming an Association 
“to resuscitate and encourage the cultivation 
and manufacture of tobacco ” in the United 
Kingdom. Evidently they calculate upon the 
strength of their “ returns.” 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The mirligig of Time is bringing about its revenges in this “so- 

oaUed nineteeSil century,” when the dusty papers of the Keoord 
Uttiicu. iiAAA Offices at home and abroad, and^the 

Manuscript treasures, both of ancient 
houses and of private collections, are 
. freely placed in the hands of lynx- 
eyed experts, who, in the enthusiasm 
; s i ■ \ 1 of their plodding perseverance, are 
continually cinder-sifting the dust- 
bins and exhaustively inspecting the 
" waste-paper baskets of the past— not 

to “make history,”^ but to reveal truth 
’ ' vil plain and irresistible. One of the 
results of this laborious process comes 
before us in the shape'of the first volume of flAsaUET’s iferary fAe 
EiaUh and the English Monasteries, which stating only hard facts, 
and /■floHtig straightforwardly with the contempora^ records, 
justifies beyond question the opinion now gradually, but 
gaining ground, that some of the heroes of that epoch, such ^ Crum- 
well and his creatures, Lech, Lattoh, Ap Riob, and LoHnoH, 
were unmitigated scoundrels, that their Royd Master wm everyway 
worthy of and that the shape assumed by the Reformation in 

England was made possible by Wolsby, of whose e^aoter Shaks- 
pbajus, by the mouths of Ctueen Ka.thbbine and of f aimful (^eipfith:, 
formed so just, and yet so charitable an estimate. .That there was 
some basis for the modern popular notion expressed in the first verse 
of a once well-known song, set to a catching tune, recounting how 

« Many have told 
Of the Monks of old, 

■What a jovial set they were,” 

is certain, ‘as this first volume proves. B at “ of the many who told,” 
very few were worthy of credit, and their stories, even then, were 
only of “ ‘some’ Monks of old,” not all, just as Collegiate bodies. 
Guilds, and even Metropolitan Boards, may become lax and corrupt, 
and their conduct necessitate a commission of inciuiry with a view 
to correction of abuses. And at such a period how oonspicuonsly 
stands out the incorruptible honesty of the honest :^n I How 
virtuous it was at such a time to be virtuous ! How difficult to be 
constant to a principle ! How easy to save a head hy giving way 
just enough to avoid the block! When a stroke of the pen might 
ward off a stroke of the axe, the alternative between Is Life worth 
living,” or Death worth dying, was not one which ordinary men 
could choose without considerable sacrifice one way or the other. 
Gasuttet’s Senrt/ the Eighth to he completed in two volumes, and 
will he a valuable work for historical reference. 

! By the way, the publications of the Record Office and modern 
research into these old letters and papers,— and “ there are lots more 
where those come from,”— show that our old friend, CoBBBTr, 
whose work has been shelved for some time, was pretty^ accu- 
rate in his history, and had warrant for the strength of his con- 
victions and the force of his expressions. There was an 'attempt 
some little time ago— whose it was I forget— 19 whitewash Richajed 
THE Thxrd, hut it was only theoretical, and did not deal with facts 
such as are afforded by the litera scripta of the Record Office, and in 
reading the life of Lady JaneDormee, transcribed from the ancient 
MS. notes of Heiurt Clieeord in Lord Dosmer’s possession, I find 
that the Tudor 4ueen, whom we have all been taught to regard as 
“ Bloody Mab.t,” was, in the opiuion of her Lady-in-Waiting and 
intimate companion, a charming Princess, and everything that was 
kind and considerate as compared mth her haughty aud violent sister, 
Elizabeth, whose conduct as a girl seems to have beeu soaudalous, 
What will the Private History of our own “ Yietorian Era” be when 
a century or two hence the cinder-sifters have taken the records in 
hand I However, it will not matter to us of the present day, at 
all events, who won’t be there to contradict or applaud the verdict 
whatever it may be. And now to lighter themes. 

Having read Marion’s, I should say Marzio^s Crucifix, and 
recorded my delight in' no stinted terms of praise, I determined to 
read Marion Oraxtford's Paul Patoff, It has lain on my table for 
three weeks, aud I have been perpetually trying to sit down to its 
perusal. Something has invariably prevented me. Once, having to 
leave town, I took away a volume with me, which on settling myself 
comfortably in an arm-chair, I discovered was the third volume. 
When I returned I made a spare hour, and took up Yol. I. Scarcely 
had I cut its pages than a visitor was ushered in to see me on 
important business. The next day I searched everywhere for it : in 
vam. All three volumes had disappeared. ‘ ‘ Where, Madame,” said I, 
addressing the Baroness, “ is my Paul Paiojf— three volumes, blue 
cover?” She explained that, thinking I had fioished it, she had 
lent it to a friend. It was returned in three days : again and again 
I tried to snatoh a few moments just to make a beginning ; but no, 
fate was against me until one morning I exclaimed brilliantly, “If 
I defer it any longer I shall call it Paul Putoff^^ and seizing the first 


volume I commenced reading, and as far as I have gone I am charmed 
by the style, and thoroughly interested in the story. 

“ Please look at this,” said the Baroness, who is a novel-devottrer, 
to me, at the same time handing me a book by Rowland Grey, 
entitled. By Virtue of His Office, in which she had marked certain 
passages. In one of them there is deserved praise bestowed by one 
oi the characters on The CUldrerCs Cry, which appeared in one of 
Mrs Punches numbers. But Miss Elizabeth Verity, the heroine of 
the novel (which the Baroness informed me interested her, though 
she is not sure if I should care so much for it) bluahingly takes to 
herself the credit of having written The Children's Cry. Sorry to 
contradict a lady whose name is “ Yerity,” hut I fancy Mr. Punch 
will tell us that it wasn’t written by a feminine hand, and has since 
been republished in a coUeotion of poems by the same author. Is it 
not so? Connie, the minor heroine, observes that she “only reads 
Punch and The WorW^ A well-disciplined mind, evidently. But 
in spite of these attractions, I must return to Paul Patoff, or I shall 
lose the thread of the narrative. So no more, until I’ve done with 
these Russian Blue-books, from ^ 

Yours studiously, Baron De Book Worms. 


A BIT OP GRAPHIC. 


[Of the Regulation Pattern.) 

The woodland ways, lately so golden-glorious in their radiant 
array, are now sorrowful iu their solemn silence. The poly- 
chromatic Oread-haunted obscurities of October, the neutral-tinted 
nymph-trodden nebulosities of Kovemher have given place to the 
damp desolation and dreary drippingness of December, dismaRy 
prolonged into what is ironically called the Opening Year I 

Chill rain-pools lie in steely stillness in rust-hued argiUaceons 
ruts. Here the broad slowly- circling wheel of the rustic wain has 
weightily wound its deep-indenting way. Sparse and sodden spear- 
lets of consumptive-looking grass droop limply along the reeking 
sidewalk. Nature, indeed, seems stricken as with phthisis. Like 
an almost pulseless poitrinaire, she lies limply on her tear-stained 
couch, dying, dying, dying I 

A belated bluebottle, buzzing blindly athwart a leafless forest 
vista, blunders incontinently into a broken rain-gemmed spider’s 
web. The emaciated Araohne of the woods is all too weak 
and woesome to spring with the old obese ogreisbness upon its 
prismatic prey. But the purblind, cold, palsied lump of azure 
iridescence, erst the swift and sonorous offal-huuter of ardeut 
August, gives up the ghost nevertheless, too weak to whir a wing, 
too weary to unwind one clinging manacle of mucilaginous 
gossamer. 

What is that lying at the gnarled serpentining root of yonder inky- 
barked elm? A frowsy fungus, the foul-smelling “agaric of the 
holt ? ” No I It is something of equal unsavouriness, of parallel 
unpioturesqueness, yet of infinitely greater Iniman interest. It is 
the rusty remnant of a tramp’s abandoned highlow. A discarded 
shoe, no more I Yet how it teems with suggestion I Heel has it 
none, of sole scarcely a scrap, its frayed “uppers” hint not even 
distantly of Day and Martin, its gaping ankle-pieces ungainly gape 
and uncomely curl and brutally bulge. But it once held a human 
foot ! 

“You may break you may batter the boot as you will, 

But the trace of ‘ the human ’ will cling to it still,” 

as a less meretricious and more genuinely graphic Moore might have 
sung— had he been man enough. 

It is the only suggestionof “poor humanity” within sight, this 
damp and disintegrated highlow. But how it redeems mere Nature 
from negation and nullity I That is because “ the low sad music of 
humanity ” breathes through its gaping soul — I should say sole — and 
age-worn eyes — that is to say, eyelet-holes. It transmutes the 
languid lyric of Niobe-like Nature at once into a stirring epic of 
soul-fiushed Life I The Roman was right : — 

“ Homo sum : humani nihil a me alienum puto.” 

— ^not even a human highlow ! It speaks of poverty, it whispers of 
the wars of Class, it hints not indistinctly of the Unemployed I It 
bears a warning to the autocratic Warren, and the truculent 
truncheon-bearers of Trafalgar Square I So here in the lonely slush- 
sodden heart of the leafless wintry woods, there wells up from the 
chill, hut oracular lips of unpleasantly damp and diaggled, but ever 
sublime and sympathetic Nature, a message to caste-ruled, cosily 
housed, but always despotically-disposed Man, — proud man, dressed 
in a little brief (Tory) authority, which soon the indignant voice of 
a too-patient, but omnipotent proletariat, shall hurl 

[No thank you ! This is “ hooking it to some useful end,” with a vengeance. 
The article was evidently intended for a penny paper. A blend” of 
graphic gush badly imitated from poor Jxfpeb,i£S, and partisan, spite of the 
regulation political pattern, will not suit M.r. Punch. — ^Ed.] 


0;:^* NOTICE.— Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception. 
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NO KING LIKE LOG. 

A True Sailor* s Song, Seme Way after JDMin, Air- 
Lord Ch-rl-s B-r-sp-rd sings:- 


^ N'othing like Ghrog,*^ 


A PLACurs on those 
wooden old Inbhers 
Who teach ns to shirk 
and to shrink I 
If we of onr foes would 
be drubbers, 

We must not] only 
fight, we must 
think. 

The Board were all 
mnffs, and I twig- 
ged it, [set agog. 
And Hamilton soon 
Led by Red-Tape’s 
state rules, 

He backed up the 
old fools. 

I ’d have waked] the 
whole Board, ay, 
and wigged it, 

For, hang it ! I can’t 
stand King Log ! 

To save a few thou- 
sands of guineas, 
They’ d ruin the whole 
Commonwealth. 
They ’re a lot of incom- 
petent ninnies. 
Who sap Britain’s 
safety by stealth. 
The^ will fall in the 
pit when they’ve 
digged it. 

I gave the old 
I juntoajog. 

I twigged their crass 
folly ; [Solly ; 
So, no doubt, did 
G-oschen twigged it, 
ah I all of ’em 
twigged it ; 

But— they all knuck- 
led down to King 
Log! 




















THE GALLAKT TAR C. B. ATTACKING THE ADMIRALTY LAND-LUBBERS. 


I fancied they ’d yield to my preaching. 
But the muffs behind HonxTON slunk. 
Small use to wood dummies is teaching, 
They ’re victims to folly and funk. 

I drew out my cutlass, he twigged it. 

The whole lot of blockhead’s I ’d fiog. 
Yes, S. twigged, and G. twigged, 

And Hamilton, he twigged ; 


And I twigged, and'all England twigged it ; 
And yet I ’m chucked out for King Log I 

Intelligence? Pah I they’re past thinking; 

They ’re ghosts, only fit for the grave. 

I’d have smashed the old duffers like 
winking, 

When Hamxlton stepped in to save. 


For me, 'in a moment, T twigged it, 
That England they’d land iu a 
bog. 

One day, late or early, 

John Bull will have fairly 
Perceived Charley’s right; having 
twigged it, 

By Jove worCt he go for King Log ? 


THE ALDEEMAH^S CATECHISM. 

O^Mestions to he answered hj/ Aldermen Elects before being clothed 
with the Crimson Eohe of Office, 

What age are you supposed to be ? 

How long have you been that age ? .. o 

What is your special occupation after your ordmary occupation r 
What did you promise and vow when addressing your constituents r 
Have you a good cellar of wine ? 

What is the vintage of your oldest Port r 

WhsX is your candid opinion as to dry Champagne ? 

Are you thoroughly acquainted with Professor Toole s FracUce 

^"^ll^^ou sincerely think that you can dine out four nights a week 
for six successive months, and still come up sm il i n g ? 

When reaching home, after a truly gorgeous banquet, do you nnd 
any difficulty of a “ truly rural ” character ? 

WiR you temper justice with mercy in all cases of comparatively 

mild inebriation P t a-ni* jsn* 

Have you a thorough knowledge of the Law and Practice ot Cri- 
minals? If not, why not P * 1 . i j- x- x- x. j. 

Will you always draw a proper and respectful distinction between 
a bet for £500 at Tattersall's, and one for a paltry half-crown at a 

Wk^^o ;^u purpose laying in your wine at the Mansion House 
in preparation for your Mayoralty P 


Which is your favourite Cookery Book ? ^ « , , « 

Have you thoroughly mastered the mysteries of the letter H ? 

We will not insult you by asking if yon are a Teetotaller, but can 
yon take your bottle of ’47 Port after dinner like a gentleman ? 

Can you contemplate without a shudder the taking upon yourself 
the various arduous duties of a Sheriff ? ^ ^ ^ 

Have you commenced preparing yourself by joining several Livery 
Companies ? 

I Will you procure and commit to memory an eloqnent form of 
words expressive of profound gratitude for a Toast to your health P 

When Sheriff, wiU you take especial care that the Old Bailey 
Luncheons maintain their ancient reputation ? 

WiR yon give your whole mind to this important matter ? 

Have you carefuRy studied before dinner the difference between 
the Statutes in confinement and the Statutes at large ? If so explain 
it f uRy. 

Finally, wiU you promise and vow never to indulge in unseemly 
jesting or boisterous merriment, as unfitting the character of a 
present Alderman, a probable Sheriff, and a possible Lord Mayor ? 

« Nettino the Wylie eor Piias.” — This was the title of a sketch 
in a recent number of the Sporting and Dr amatic N ews. At first 
sight it sounded somewhat suggestive of certain proceedings at the 
Gr os venor Gallery in conneotion withtheHeRe-C^rnassns difficulty, 
but on closer inspection we found it was a piscatorial iRnstration. 


VOL. xoiv. 




WITH THE NINTH aXJEEN’S HOTAE DANCER?. 

eh attached to this Segiment. {A suggestion for an interesting page in “ The Graphio" with Mr. Punch's compliments.) 
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THEN, NOW, AND HEEEAETEE. 

( Three Views of the same Subject , ) 
YIEW I.— The Probahie Past. 

The CatKedral was filled witli worshippers. 
The organ pealed through the aisles. The 
stately procession of Monks wended its way 
through the naye to the altar- steps. 

It was then that the Prelate descended 
from his throne, and leaning on his pastoral 
stafi, raised his right hand to bless the Imeeling 
throng before him. 

The sweet tones of the Church music*’ died 
away, and in a silence solemn and awe-in- 
spiring, the Bones of the Martyr enshrined in 
gold and precions stones, were placed in the 
receptacle that had been reserved for them ! 

YIEW II.— The Posiuve Present, 

The labourers pulled out the stones from 
the front of the altar. One of the men 
suddenly came upon a coffin. With an ex- 
clamation of surprise he attracted the atten- 
tion of his mate. 

They had come at length upon the bones I 

They were a little startled at the incident. 
They had expected no such immediate dis- 
covery. They just turned over the remains 
to ^ see that they were not mixed with any- 
thing more valuable, and sent for the 
Authorities. 

The Authorities hurried into the crypt, and 
handled the bones with very natural curiosity. 
To whom could they belong? Did they 
belong to him ? That was the question. 

This long bone seemed part of a good-sized 
leg. That cranium was evidently a portion of 
a skull. Had the skuU been cracked or 
broken ? Important questions these, and 
some day to be answered. 

Buttne remamswere in a sad condition! 
They were quite dirty. This was hardly a 
reason for astonishment. They had laid un- 
disturbed for centuries in their old-f asMoned 
stone-coffin. So the best thing to do was to 
give them what they most needed— a good 
washing ! So they were washed ! 

When they were nice and clean they were 
ready for the anatomist and the expert. But 
where could they be examined ? ITot in the 
confines of a Cathedral Crypt, then why not 
m the neighbouring house of a local Official ? 
A board on a sofa in the drawing-room would 
be the very thing I 

So without a throng of worshippers, minus 
the sweet music of an organ, and in defiance 
of what Public Opinion might say about dis- 
interring human remains, the Bones of the 
Martyr were placed on the receptacle that had 
been reserved for them 1 1 

YIEW III.— The Frowiteng Future, 

The Museum was filled with curiosities. 
Here was a newspaper five hundred years old. 
There was a gun that ages ago used to be 
loaded with steel shot and gunpowder. 
Yonder was a thing called an anchor that the 
mariners of olden times were wont to em- 
ploy to tether their water-boats to the sea- 
bound shore. 

Two men were handling some human re- 
m^s. A third held a book filled with en- 
tries, All three expressed curiosity, and 
closely examined the labels attaohedi to the 
iaterestiag exhibits. 

To whom could they have belonged ? 
Were they once the frame-work of a giant ? 
Had they come from a battle-field ? 

The three men shook their heads. They 
did not know! There was no one handy 
to consult! No! Not even an anatomic^ 
expert! No! Not even a prying member 
of' a Cathedral Chapter ! The remains had 
better be put in a case labelled “Miscel- 



''BOUND TO PART.” 


The Double Irish Jig as danced (a la " Double Hornpipe in Fetters,”) by those 
ACCOMPLISHED ARTISTES THE MaRQUIS OF BiBBON AND THE “ St, JuST OF THE GlAD- 

STONiAN Party,” — “we thank thee, Goschen, for teaching us that word,” — ^last 
WEEK, AT Dublin. 


laneous,” So without the smallest mark of 
respect, without the least show of ecclesias- 
tic^ splendour, without a chance of challeng- 
ing Public Opinion, the Bones of the Martyr 
were placed in the receptacle that had been 
reserved for them I ! I 


Mrs. Bam is going to take a class at a Sun- 
day School. She told her niece, “ I shall hear 
the children their cataplasms and instruct 
them in the three creeds, which my dear, as 
the Bishop said in his sermon the other day, 
are the Epistles’ Creed, The Lyceum, and the 
Farinaceous Creed.” 


Unprofitable. — Speculating on a ** dead 
certainty.” 


A Popular Cry. — Palaces for the People ! 
A South London Palace, a North London 
Palace, an East London Palace, a West 
London Palace — so many Palaces for the 
People of London, Why not also so many 
balls and sceptres, so many crowns, and 
plenty of them for Ins Majesty the London 
People ? But then, for the multitudes of the 
People unemployed that want bread, what 
will, Palaces at all quarters of the compass 
prove, but piles of stone that will not feed 
them? 


“To Wykehamistus.”— Our Classical Boy 
has returned to school. We have sent him 
your letter, and hope to hear from him next 
week. — E d. 
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YOUNG LOVERS DREAM. 

SoVbie (aentime^lly, to hU Qousm, whom he adores). "Mato, wok’t you gitb mb some Sotivsnir of totosbu? to take back to 
School with mb? Mavd* *'Why, Bobbib dbab, of oottrse 1 will I 

BoUie {vyith much :patho$)^ **And you'll let it be sombthino to Eat, Dear, woif^T you?^' 


IN THE ARENA, 

The “ Parade” Before the Conflict. 

Ho 1 trumpets tlare forth Bravely, ho ! Banners proudly flout I 
Cool critics loll expectant, spectators swarm and shout I 
For lo I short truce is oyer, and lately sundered foes, 

Once more in the arena will counter, clash, and close. 

The echoes of the Battle when last they trod the sand, 

The tramp of eager horsemen, the clang of Biting Brand, 

^em scarcely to have left us, and now. Before the Spring 
Has^me with Burst of Blossom, has fllled with flush of wing, 

Ere Valentine the Ternal hath trod the ancient tracks, 
ms burthens laid on lovers, and eke on postman’s backs, 

snow hath left the Branches, ere green hath lit the Bonghs, 

We may look out for ructions, and we must list to rows. 

Mtwe, this is scarcely classic, it smacks of Cockney slang, 

Not thns had sung old Homer of battle’s crush and clang ; 

th^ snBhme ALC-aaus had chanted the great day, 
men ‘ haHs from floor to rafter glitter with war’s array.” [snow. 
But now our *‘white«plnmed helmets,” shine not with unsmWed 
.^d though we’ve ‘‘shields emblazoned,” “ Chalcidian Blades enow,” 
war s “ well-tried protectors from hostile spear ” and dart 
Heroes seem less heroic, with less of heart than art. 

classic exaltation, and chivalry’s intense 
Ecstatic high-falutmg, and rapt magniloquence, I 

Kequire a little toning, in colour aud in phrase. 

To tit them to the fighters of later lesser days. i 

Yet in this hu^e arena heroic figures shine ; \ 

Such sure is thine, Gladstonius ; C-Eciuus, such is thine I 
AohiUes and great Hector might well have flushed with joy 
To colter foes so worthy afar by windy Troy. 

®ur Tw, indeed, is “ windy in quite another sense ; 

Iheir .^olns meant power, ours mainly flatnlence. ) 

C^ffiCiiHUS on his war-horse fuB proudly praneeth round— 

He goth not show like shnnkiiig, nor look like giving ground ; 


.^d at his hack, all brawny, and stolid, and serene 

armour-bearer stouter hath Been right seldom seen), 

Comes low-lipped Hartingtonius, ready with shield, or crest, 

Or sword, or spear, or javelin, as may be in request. 

These eyeing stem and steady, as fighters foemen eye. 

Comes wintry-lock’d Gladstonius, game still the lists to try 
^amst whatever comerj erect, and gaunt of limb, 

With glance exceeding fiery, and jaw exceeding grim : 

Mis armour-bearer, also, is ready at his heel, 

With breadth of bossy buckler, and length of shining steel ; 
Farnellids the Placid, with pallid cheek and cold. 

With calm eye ever watchful, and chill front ever bold. 

When these anon encounter in full and fiery tilt, 

splinter, and ruddy blood he spilt. 

Who who in the aforetime had ever thought to see 
These heroes so attended ? ” mnseth the herald, P, 

^6. other chief s of valour though lower in their grade, 

^ray in the arena, and prance in the parade. 

Comes Smithtcts the smug-faced, him of the settled smirk, 
Balfou^s the Brave,” too, one never known to shirk 
» word-thrust, or spare his f oeman though prostrate and disarmed, 
Gosce^xus, erst henchman of Gladstonius, till charmed 
From him the wh ite- lock’ d Wonder, hut now his fiercest foe, 

^ve Chambeklanius, better Beknown as Brummijo, 

Who Beards his ancient Chieftain with even more of ire. 

And Backs ms ancient foeman with yet more zealous fire. 

Not so stout Harcourtius, him of the triple chin. 

He Wks the ‘‘ Qraud Old Mardius ” as one who’s bitmd to win, 

Old Mai^im Gladstonius, when others shy or sulk. 

And loads the ancient war-horse with big complacent bulk. 

Aud others follow after ham of the snowy crest, 

Moi^sjus the mordant, bravest amongst the best, 

GaUant Spencers Rufus, the loyallest of hearts, 

And— But the clarion hrayeth, the martial pageant starts. 

now wiU fare the battle, how vn]l the conflict end ? [friend ? 
Which foe will slay which foeman, which friend will smash which 
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Wlien sword with sword shall ooTmter, and shield 
shall clash with shield, 

■Which side shall kiss the sawdnst, which host shall 
hold the field, [to say, 

A Muse which was prophetic perchance might dare 
Let, ours, which is more modest, stand hy and 
mark the fray, 

MR. PUNCH’S EXAMINATION PAPERS FOR 
YOUNG PEOPLE. 

NTJUSERY RHYME PAPER. 

1. Give some account, in your own words, of the 
domestic difference between Mr. and Mrs. John 
Sprat. In what manner was a compromise finally 
arrived at ? 

2. What was the menu (or bill of fare) of the 
wedding-breakfast on the marriage of Cock Robin 
with Jenny Wren? What was the fate of 
the bridegroom? Who were the principal wit- 
nesses of the tragedy ? Who acted as, (1) Shroud- 
maker, (2) Undertaker, (3) Grave-digger, (4) Par- 
son, (5) Bell-ringer, on this melancholy occasion ? 

3. “ Who comes heref^^ JL Grenadier 
Explain the object of his visit. How was he 
addressed in consegLuenoe ? 

4. Mention the various manners in which 
pease-nudding can be prepared for table. 

5. What were the chief horticultural products 
of the garden of “ Mary, quite contrary ” ? Can 
they be accounted for by any reference to her 
disposition ? 

6. Give the favourite food of {a) Handy Spandy 
Jack-a-Dandy ; [li) Little Jack Horner ; (c) Little 
Miss Muffet ; (c?) Simple Simon ; {e) The Man in 
the Moon ; (/) The Rat, and the Frog who would 
a-wooing go, 

7. How many errands were run by Mother 
Hubbard on her dog’s account ? On one occasion 
she is recorded to have gone to the joiner’s — for 
what? and how did she find the dog engaged on 
her return ? Have you any reason for believing 
that the dog was not a Teetotaller ? 

8. What was the correct answer to the question 
asked by the Man in the Wilderness ? 

9. Give the exact quantity, and destination, of 
Black Sheep’s wool. 

10. Relate any circumstances you remember con- 
nected with the possession of a Crooked Sixpence. 

11. Write down the names of all the tunes with 
which Tom the Piper’s Son is said to have been 
acquainted. 

12. Trace the various processes^ which are re- 
quired before the old woman’s pig could be in- 
duced to get over the stile. What was the original 
cost of this pig ? 

13. A certain cat went to London to look at the 
Queen. Do we possess any, and what, account of 
the manner in wnich she employed herself on this 
occasion ? 

14. To what would you compare “ a man of 
words, and not of deeds ? ” 

15. Describe the rigging, crew, and cargo, of 
the ship commanded by a duck that was once 
observed “ a-sailing on the sea.” 

16. Mention any singularity that occurs to you 
in the appearance of the lady who was to be seen 
riding in the neighbourhood of Banbury Cross? 
How was (1) the person who went to see her, (2) 
the lady herself, mounted ? 

17. In what respect was the condition of the 
little pig who went to market better than that of 
the little pig who remained at home ? 

18. Enumerate ,the chief contents of the House 
that Jack bufit, and give some account of the 
principal persons who resided in its vicinity. 

19. Contrast the characters of Tommy Green 
and Tommy Trout (or Stouth and give a short 
account of Robbia the Bobbin, reter Piper, Thomas- 
a-Tatamus, Robin and Richard, Margery Daw, 
Little Jumping Joan, Mother Goose and her Son 

J ack. ^ 1 « 1 1 » 

20. What celebrated character excused himself 
from singing in society on the ground that “ a 
cold had made him as hoarse as a hog ? ” Should 





When M.P.’s come at the Party call, 
When Will from Florence fair doth, hail ; 
When shindy wakes in St. Stephen’s Hall, 
When Tories row and Rads do rail ; 
When blood comes hot, and speech fiows 
foul. 

Then, eager sits the staring Owl, 

Tu-whit; 

Tu-who a warning note 1 

How on the pounce ms eyes do gloat I 


When bores blare”forth and boasters blow, 
And jeering drowns discursive jaw ; 
When Peel sits brooding, brows bent low, 
And Healt’s nose is cock’d at Law ; 
When hot Home-Rulers hiss and growl, 
Then nightly sits the watchful Owl, 
Tu-whit; 

Tu-who ;— a warning note I 
He’s on the pounce; they’ll catch it 
hot! 


you be most inclined to ascribe this to — (i.) offence at the manner in which the 
request was made ? (ii.) affectation, and a desire to be further pressed? (m.) an honest 
statement of the literal truth? or (iv.) a mere excuse, intended to conceal a natural 
want of vocal talent ? Give reasons for your answer. (H.B. Candidates are not required 
to cAtempt more than one-fourth of the above questions J) 

JACK ALIVE!” 

Who kOled John Maddison Morton? “I,” says the Saturday “in my 

article on Labichb, January 28.” But who saw„him alive? ‘ I^d, says one of 
Mr. Punch's trusted contributors, “quite rec^tly ; and we are informed that, the 
late Mr. Maddison Morton,” as the Saturday Reviewist called him, is still all ahve 
0 ” and is one of the dispersed Charterhouse Brethren, quite cosy and comtortabie. 
Hot so very long ago he was present as a visitor at a meeting ot ‘ The Urban Club. 
Lonff live John Maddison Morton I But d propos of Labiche, John Maddison Mor- 
ton’s Box and Cox is something more than a mere adaptation of though, we 

admit, that a small but telling portion of its dialogue is simply hteraRy translated, 
—because Maldison Morton possessed an original style of dialogue,— tetigit quod 
non Maddisonavit,--a 3 id. in this instance, unless we have been for many years much 
mistaken (in which case “the late Mr. Maddison^Morton” will be m time to correct us), 
he made use of two pieces besides the operetta Fnsette ^o which class ot entertainment 
the farce returned under the reversed title of Cox and Box^ with Sitlliv^^s immortal 
music and an entirely new character, Sergeant and J. M. M. combined 

the information” in concocting Box and Cox. But Maddison Morton deserves 
literary and dramatic immortality if only for havmg evented the title Box ^d 
Cox. Xabiche’s Frisette has long since been :brgotten, but sBox and C^ 

lives andfiourishes, and will live— as vpBl also Cox and {the musical) Box— -to dehght 
ages yet unborn. -- 

The Prophetic William.— “ Who ’s Mark H. Judob, who wrote a letter to ‘ the 
Board of (Faith without) Works,’ with ,the terms of which it wouldn t comply ? ^ 
“ Well, I don’t exactly know of wha,t race or religion he may be, Lis 

“ but Shakspearb must have had him in his mind s eye when he made Gratiano say, 
* Mark Judoe, a learned Jew I 

“Readino Between the Lines.” — ^Very dangerous practice, specially when there 
are trains coming. 

Appbopriite Amcsement pob Lent.— Visits to the Loan Collections. Old Masters 
still on view. 
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NUMBER ONE ” 


crime laid to his charge, Why does he 
receive the “ Queen’s pardon ? ” 

“ Why ” the Second .— the above in- 
stance, Why doesn’t the unfortunate victim, 
receive “the Queen’s Ample Apology, 
and a handsome pension for life ? 

the Third .— Lonn Matoe 
has a Remembrancer, Why should not the 
Qxteen have an Apologist ? 

“ TTAy” the When a man is 

condemned to death on evidence considered 
unsatisfactory by the Judge, and evidently 
so by the public, Why is he reprieved and 
sent into penal servitude ? 

“ TTAy” the Fifth. Why is he not 
acquitted ? . , ^ « 

“ TFAy ” the Sixth. If this is the Law of 
the Land, Why isn’t it altered at once ? 


WHEREAS EA.MSGATE?^^ 

{Mr. Justice Mawkins. "Where is Ramsgate ? 

Mr. Dickens. It is in Thanet, your Lordship. 

Report of Twyman y. DUgh,‘\ 

“ Where ’a Ramsgate ? ” Justice H^lWEINS 
cried. 

“Where on our earthly planet ? ” 

The learned Dickens straight replied, 

“ ’Tis in the Isle of Thanet. 

“Ramsgate is where the purest air 
W'ili make your head or leg well. 

Will jaded appetite repair 
With the shrimp cure of Pegwell. 

“ Where ’s Ramsgate ? It is near the place 
Where Junius CiESAU waded, 

And nearer still to where his Qraoe 
Augustine come one day did. 

“ All barristers should Ramsgate know : 

I speak of it with pleasure,” 

Qnoth Dickens. “ There I often go 
When wanting a refresher. 

“ Where ’s Ramsgate ? Where I Ve often 
seen 

Both S-MB-BNE and Du M-r-ee, 

When I have gone by 3*15 
Granville Express, Yictorier. 

“ With Thanet Harriers, when you are 
Well mounted on a pony. 

You’ll say, for health who’d go so far 
As Cannes, Kice, or Mentone Y 

“With Poland, of the Treasury, 

Recorder eke of Dover, 

I oft go down for pleasurey. 

Alack 1 ’tis too soon over I 

“ O’er Thanet’s Isle where’er you trudge, 

My Lud, you ’ll find no land which 

“ Dickens take Ramsgate ! ” quoth the 
Judge. 

‘ ‘ Luncheon I I ’m ofi to Sandwich ! ” 


Bridegroom {on their wxy to Paris). “ You *ee sure you ’re quite warm and comfortable, 

Love?*’ Pride. “Oh yes, Dear— quite.” «« 

Brid^oom. "I don’t like to see tod siriiNa with todb Back to the Enoinb, Dae- mia^n ^ ChSch of AU S^ts Lam- 

LINO, You DONT FEEL ANY DRAUGHT?” Bride . “ Oh, NOT THE SLIGHTEST I ” 

Sridegromn {who does t ). “Then, Sweetest, would tod mind Changing Places !1!” of* ttie of The Young 

— = tender,” (January 31) were forwarded to 

“ THANKS EOS KIND INQUIBIES.'' 

Sm, — Amongst advertisements^ which mnrally decorate the stations of the most useful receipt, and fuUv appreciates Dr. Lee’s 
Disteict Railway, has been appearing one headed Olympia, and underneath this, in staring sympathy with a Pretender, whether young 
capitals, the words “Last Month ! ” How, Sir, what is the use of advertising “ last month ? ” or old, past or present. 

Who cares what went on last month at Olympia ? If the show is to attract, let them 

announce what is going on “ this month.” Yours, &o., Key Sax. 

Sib,— I don’t go much into the theatrical world, so I want to know from yon is the The Petition against admission of Women 
report tme that Mr, Gillie Farquhae, the actor, late of the Yandeville, has come into a degrees at Cambridge, has been sent 
large fortune and is going to have a benefit f One Who Doesn’t Know. round for signature. The basis of the 

themselves “Messrs. Wye. Warefor & Co.,” write ae ?h1u Thrt S^es®^f S 

** TJT-x 77 * A TTri. . extra graces as the Ladies would bring with 

f^ny the When a man has been undergoing penal servitude for several them being superfiuous, might result in 

years, on tne discovery that he has been unjustly sentenced, and is entirely innocent of the dis-graces. 


THANKS POR KIND INQUIRIES; 
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Home of Commons^ Tuesday Night, Having a rehearsal to-night 
of onr Opening Day on Thursday. Things a little mixed, as appears 
from sketch taken on spot by Own Artist. But of course on these 
occasions, when Strangers^ Q-alleries are cleared, we do prettyj^mnoh 
as we^ like. Speaker, as will be seen, is in high spirits. A littie 
conscious, I fancy, of advantageous set-off of his figure against Loed 
Chancellor. But Hardinge Gleeard doesn’t mind. 

“I approach opening of Session with easy conscience, Dear Toby,” 
he said, just now. “Haven’t held office more than two years, and 
can lay my hand on my heart and say there ’s not an uncle, a 
cousin, or an aunt that I haven’t seen comfortably provided for. 
Can I do anything for you, old boy ? Like to be a Eegistrar, County 
Court Judge, or anything else in unobtrusive but comfortably-salaried 
way ? Think it over and drop me a line.” 

Nice fellow, Halsbttrt! As Colebibgb says, he adds dignity to 
the Woolsack, and his relations to the list of our salaried officials. 

Gladstone here, fresh from Florence ; also Grandolph, inflated 


with the confidences of the Czar. Says’ it ’s “ all a flam ” about his 
proposing to settle the Bulgarian Question by succeeding Ferdi- 
nand. “Person I’m going to succeed,” says Grandolph, “is the 
Markiss. Shall begin at earliest opportunity to commence operations 
for unseating him.” 

Grandolph very confident, but rather quails under eye of 
Arthur Balfoitr, who walks gloomily around. All very well to 
propose to himself awkward motions on foreign affairs. But suppose 
Balfour were to clap him into prison for a couple of months ? 
Suggest this to Grandolph. He, in his conversational way, says 
“Gammon!” but evidently seriously perturbed. Noticed he took 
opportunity later of effusively shaking hands with W. H, Smith, 
inquiring with friendly concern after health of Markiss, and pro- 
ceeded at some length to discuss prospects of the Session. Just to 
kee^ his hand in, Smith pounced, and on a Division question put — 
Which side of the House shall we be sitting on when new Session of 
1889 opens ? Answer Given, — ^None. 
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KESULT OF THE UNIVERSITIES* RACE. 

{According to Mr, GoscThm,") 

Athletics— -1. Latin Verses — 2. Intellectual Interest — 0. 

TAKEN AT A DISADVANTAGE; 

Or^ What it might come to any dayy if affairs should happen to he 
left in the hands of an Unintelligence Departments 

A Chamber at the Admiralty, Responsible Offi.eial discovered 
settling himself down to a comfortable perusal of the “ Times,^^ 
Me leisurely surveys it for a moment^ when he suddenly starts up 
from his seat as if shot, 

Goodness gracionsl What’s this? {Reading,) “War declared 
by France last night.” “ Gibraltar invested by a French Fleet.” 
“Fifteen ironclads and fifty torpedo-boats assembled at Brest.” 
“The command of the Channel threatened 1 ” Dear me, I dare say 
now they don’t Imow it at Portsmouth. This is really very awkward, 
I wonder, by the way, what I did with that list of avaUable ships. 

( Fumbles at several pigeonholes, and finally touches hand-hell, 
Rnter a Well-organised Clerk.) Ha I Mr. J ones, I suppose you Ve 
heard the news ? War declared. Channel threatened by the French. 
Most awkward piece of business. It ’s all in the papers. 

Well-organised Clerk {smiling). Really, Sir ? I haven’t heard it 
yet mentioned in the Office. War with France I It sounds quite 
hke a romance. \_8miles again. 

Responsible Official, Jnst so. But I suppose the Board have had 
some intimation of the fact. Though {refiectwely),, now I come to 
think of it, I don’t suppose they have. You had better send round 
the usual letter. [ Uproar without. 

Well-organised Clerk, Iscarcely think, Sir, that will be necessary, 
as I fancy I bear the voices of some of “ my Lords,” even now, upon 
the stairs. {Opens the door,) Ah I here they s^e, 

[A bevy of Lords of the Admiralty pour into the room gesticu- 
lating wildly, and engaged in a fierce and recriminatory 
altercation. 

Lords of the Admiralty {in confused chorus, all together). Ah I I 
knew what it was coming to ! Well, why didn’t you open your 
mouth about it? What business is that of yours, I should like to 
know ! Who says we haven’t got the guns ready ? I said it was 
the powder. The best thing you can do is to “ shut up.” Ho ! 
would you ? A preoious “ sea ” Lord you are ! Why you ’re nothing 
hut a land-lubber 1 It ’s aU your doing, and I ’ll prove it. Oh, 
hold your row I 

Responsible Official [at last getting a word in). Well, my Lords, I 
suppose, as things appear to have arrived at — ahem! — a crisis 
{uproar), that you have come for some — some ar — ^information as to 
how we are prepared— I might say, ready to meet it. 
i \_Renewed uproar, 

i First Lord {getting a hearing). That’s it. In the first place, how 
are we ofi on the home stations for ships ? 

Responsible Official. How are we o£E ? Ah ! to he sure. Of course. 
{Funrming at pigeonholes,) I had a list, I fancy, dealing with 
something of the sort, here the other day, hut I can’t, for the life of 
me, put my hand on it. Do you remember, Mr. Jones, what we did 
with that list ? 

Well-organised Clerk [after some reflection), I fancy, now you 
come to mention it, Sir, that Mr. Robinson sent it to Sheerness a 
few weeks ago. I think they wanted it for some reason or other. 

[ Uproar, 

First Lord, Really, this is abominable. Can you tell us whether 
we have a single ship available for the protection of the Channel ? 

\Jeer8, 

Responsible Official, Well, my Lord, I shouldn’t like to say for 


certain : but, I should hope "so [slightly nettled). You cannot reason- 
ably expect this Department to tell you everything. But I will 
telegraph, for information to Portsmouth. [Do<?s so. 

Second Lord, But what is the condition of the First R^^seive ? 
Corn#*, surely you can tell us that ? [ Uproar, 

Third Lord, And what instructions have you sent to the Com- 
manders of the China, Pacific, and. African Squadrons ? 

{Jeers and shouts. 

Fourth Lord, What orders have been despatched to the Mediterra- 
nean Fleet ? {Groans, 

Fifth Lord, Is there a ton of powder in store anywhere ? 

{Laughter, 

Sixth Lord, Have we any guns at all ? And if we have— will they 
go ofi ? {Roars ofi laughter. 

Responsible Official {carried away by the general geniality, but 
recovering himself). Really, my Lords, you overwhelm me with your 
questions. Why, some of them, as you must be well aware, would 
take months to answer. You can’t expect a parcel of civilians, who 
are responsible for these things, to have them at their fingers’ ends. 
Why, the Director of Naval Ordnance is the only one of us who has 
any professional assistance to help him.^ We mayn’t make much of 
it, my Lords, but we do our best. ( Cries of Oh J oh ! ” jeers^ and 
uproar. Messenger enters hurriedly with several telegrams, ^ Three 
are from the Commanders respectively of the China, Pacific, and 
African Squadrons, saying they have '"‘‘Just heard of the outbreak of 
hostilities, that they are out of coals and ammunition, and are 
waiting instructions, which rnust, however, be sent out by sea, as after 
the despatch of their respective messages the wires will be cutP The 
fourth is from the Admiral in command at Portsmouth.) 

Responsible Official [eagerly opening it).^ Ha! now we shall know 
bow we are prepared in the Channel. This is from Portsmouth. The 
Admiral in command telegraphs [reads): — “Only vessels here 
H.M.S. Bilgewater, in dock, with her bottom off ; Tarpaulin, laid 
up with her boilers burst Racket, ditto, waiting her new screw ; 
and the Battledore, She might be got out, but she ’s still short of 
three of her guns, and the shell that ’s been put aboard for those she 
has got is two sizes too big ; but she has got a Nordenfeldt and a 
couple of Gatlings that only jam now and then ; and though there ’s 
something wrong with her crank that makes her only cover seven 
knots in the hour, yet, take her all round, she’s as tidy a craft as 
has been turned out of the yard for some time now, and might have 
a chance of getting safe up the Channel if there was a bit of a fog 
on, and the enemy didn’t keep his weather-eye too wide open. Wire 
instructions. Shall I send her off, or keep her at Spithead to protect 
the Ryde Steamboat Company ? ’’ 

{Frantic uproar, amid^ which, after threats, imprecations, and 
general recrimination all round, it is decided that the Bat- 
tledoref* and as many of the vessels of the Ryde Steamboat 
Company as “sAe can get to accompany herf shall proceed 
forthwith to Brest, and do their best to blockade the French 
Fleet, pending the six months or so it may take the ^^Depart- 
ment ” to get things a little more organised and in hand to 
meet the immediate necessities consequent on a sudden out- 
break of war, 

FAIR AND FOWL! 

[Miss Helen Ratcliepb summoned the Reverend Hugh Haweis before 
a Magistrate because the crowing of a cock belonging to the Reverend Gen- 
tleman disturbed her. The case was adjourned for settlement. But on 
Friday last it was reported that the Hen-house had been burglarised, and 
that the offending Chanticleer had vanished.] 

That bird of Haweis’ s Cheer up, Hugh Haweis, Sir, 

Did make such noi-ises, Uncertain Law is, Sir. 

Neighbours are glad it is gone ; Says Helen, “ Are Burgling crew 
Playing “ Jim Crow” on his (Bird, beyond ken o’ me. 


Fiddle, and so on, is 
Haweis lamenting alone. 


* Held by the Hen-emy ’) 
Cock-sure to crow over Hugh ? ” 


Innocent Food. 

This advertisement was found in The Liverpool Mercury, 
Jan. 27: — 

ANTED, at end of February, a NURSE, able to bottle a baby. 

We do not think this was meant cruelly, yet it is liable to be mis- 
understood. Who, (except perhaps a Cannibalistic gourmet) ever 
beard of “ Bottled Baby ?” The nearest approach to it in sound is 
Bootless Baby, and that certainly was uncommonly good. 

Holblt Satiseaotobt. — The Very Rev. Dr. Hole was installed 
as Dean in Rochester Cathedral, Mayor and Corporation attending in 
State. That is, in the best state they could. In Rochester Cathedral 
Body Dean Hole won’t do things by halves. 


05^ NOTICE. — Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanieU by a StanipCd and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this mlA 
thteire will be no exoeption» 
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WARREN’S WHITENING. 

Nbt-at-all-at’Bome Secretary. Splendid collection of ^ Constables* you *ve 

GOT.** 

Sir Ch-rl-s W-rr-n, Beautiful • Thebe ’s one which was almost Black, 

AND I BESTOEED IT PERFECTLY. ThEEE’S ANOTHER WHICH ONLY WANTS A 
TOUCH OR TWO OF MY LUMINOUS WHITENING TO BE AS GOOD AS EVER IT WAS.** 


PRO BONO PUBLICO. j 

Examiner. Now, Sir, wliat appointment do yon’desire 
to'fill? , ^ , 

Candidate. I wisli to “become Dean of > Cattedral. 

E. Certainly. Have yon any idea as to 3 roiir duties'? 

C. I fancy I am responsible for the building and its 
contents. 

E. Q,uite right. Now, suppose you or anyone had 
reasons to believe that the bones of some great historical 
person were buried in a certain part of the Cathedral, 
what would you do ? 

C. I would dig for them. 

E. Quite right. And if you did not^find'them in one 
place, what would you do ? ^ | 

C. I would dig for them in another. j 

E. Certainly. Quite right. And if you found them — 
what next? {Candidate hesitates.) Well, what would 
you do with them ? Yes ?^ 

C. (after a pavse). I think I should give them a good 
washing. 

E. Quite correct. And 'after they hadlbeen washed, 
what next ? 

C. Well, perhaps it would be well to ^have them 
photographed. 

E. Unquestionably. And after they had been photo- 
, graphed, what would be your next step ? 

C. Well, I think I ought to put them somewhere handy, 
where they would be carefully examined by the scientists. 

-S'. Yes. Well ? Where would that be ? 

C. I can think of no better answer than somebody’s 
drawing-room ? 

E. And that answer will do admirably. I am 'so 
pleased with your replies, that I appoint you Dean until 
J the End of the Chapter. And you may adopt as your 
I motto, “ Otmm cum dig?^ 


A LESSON IN LAW; 

Or, Fusion and Confusion in the Future. 

Scene— JTwifcnor of the Mall of an Inn of Courts Students discovered 
seated at tables, more or less attentive. Enter two Porters, who 
arrange a table surrounded by^ long ^ drapery. They then retire, 
giving place to Lecturer who is received with applause. Me bows, 
and gets behind his table. 

Lecturer. Oentlemen, now that in the Legal Profession no distinc- 
tion is known between Barristers and Solicitors, a Lawyer must be 
able to appear in many parts. It is not sufficient that he may know 
how to address a jury or to draw a brief— he must be competent to 
serve a writ, or possibly to become the Lord Chancellor. Naturally in 
the latter character he would have many reminiscences of the days of 
his youth. If you please, I will appear as the Lord Chancellor. 

I {Stoops down beside the table and re-appears in wig and robe.) H’m, 
the Lord Chancellor. {Applause.) H’m, ha, h’m. This is a very im- 
portant matter — so important that I fancy we must take time to con- 
sider it and not give our decision— decision I say, until next term. 
And that reminds me that once when I was engaged in sweeping out 
the office of some Bar solistor (I was junior partner of the firm at the time), 
I found a draft of a brief that had never been delivered, and on account 
of its non-delivery the action had been won. No doubt my Brother be- 
side me will remember the circumstance ? {Altering his voice in reply.) 
Certainly. {Takes off disguise of Lord Chancellor and reappears as 
himself. Applause. ) Having shown you one of the Prizes of the Pro- 
fession, I will give you another. I willintroduce my friend, Mr.WBLLUP, 
a Chief Clerk in the Chancery Division. This should be more in- 
teresting to you than the other illustration, as it is easier to become a 
Chief Clerk than a Lord Chancellor. {Laughter, amidst which the Lec- 
turer dives beneath his table to reappear dressed as a Chief Clerk of the 
Chancery Division.) Mr. Wellup I ( Cheers and Laughter.) Now, 
let me tell you all, that I do not advise anyone to do anything, but 
if I am asked by the Plaintifi in this cause what he ought to do, I 
can only say, that were I he, I should certainly take out a summons 
which might be made returnable in a week asking for whatever 
it is. And if the Defendant in this cause were to make the 
same application to me, I should give him the same advice. 
That is what I should do were I not a Chief Clerk, but as I am a 
Chief Clerk, I give no advice at all I (Lecturer dives beneath his 
table and reappears as himself. Applause.) Having shown ^ you 
what you may become if you are successful, I will now give a 
hint of a possible companion fate. My friend, Mr. Costkixt, having 
become a Barsolistor, and entering into legal proceedings himself, 
knowing the ropes, is anxious that everything should go right, 
{Disappears and reappears in an old wig and tattered gown.) Mr. 


CosTKiLT. {Applause.) Now tell me, because you know I do know all 
about it, whether everything has had proper attention ? Have you 


got the third account vouched— and the letter for the surrender of 
the lease posted, and the further observations to the Junior Counsel 
sent out ? And I do hope that the funeral I had to attend did not 
interfere with my being properly represented when that point about 
the binding of my wife’s life interest was referred to the judge ? And 
you are quite sure that there is not more than five quarters rent to 
pay for that farm we haven’t been able to agree amongst ourselves 
to let ? And you don’t think much harm was done by my absenting 
myself to take my eldest daughter to the scarlet fever hospital when 
I that unsuccessful application was made to have^ some accumulated 
income paid to me out of Court. And — {hesitating) — and — and you 
don’t think you could advance me five shillings to go on with ? 
{Loud laughter, amidst which the Lecturer resumes his every-day j 
dress.) And now, Gentlemen, I will conclude my lecture with my 
last illustration— Mr. Jonathan Bustman, whom we will suppose 
is a Barsolistor who has not yet been able to secure a partner. 
{Dives under table, and reappears in another character.) Now 
let me see which shall I do first— argue before the Court of 
Appeal, or finish that Bill of Costs ? No ; can’t do either, as I have 
to serve that writ in Bayswater. But that won’t do either, because 
I have got to take the proof of that Detective in the Probate case. 
And yet how can I attend to him when 1 must be in Somerset 
House searching for that will? Then if I do that, and don’t finish 
the engrossing of that marriage settlement, I shall stop the marriage 
fixed for to-morrow at St. George’s, Hanover Square. And then, if 
I neglect the dying deposition of the witness at Charing Cross Hos- 
pital, and he dies before I get to him, how on earth am I to conduct 
that case at Bow Street, fixed for some time this afternoon ? Not that I 
couldn’t throw over a criminal matter if it would have helped me to 
appear in the running-down case in the Q* B. D., to cross-examine 
the coachman this morning. And then, if I do either, the widow may 
starve if I don’t identify her in the Paymaster-General’s Department, 
to enable her to secure her dividends I Not that she couldn’t wait if 
I had but the leisure to finish that opinion about^ the fraud on the 
power which I promised should arrive in good time to enable some 
country clients of mine to make up their minds before they com- 
menced suits for administration over value, and improper convey- 
ance. "Well, I can’t do all, and if I don’t do all, 1 had better do 
none ; so, as it’s a fine day, and I feel in a pleasant frame of mind, 
I think I shall take a holiday, and go to Southend I 

[Roars of laughter, amidst which the Lecturer retires, and 
brings the Scene to an agreeable conclusion. 

Treating him Lightly. 

“ Stuff, ” says Lankest be, “ Nonsense I I know that I ’m right. 

. On your old effiete system I ’ll let in the light,” 

Answers Oxford, “ Your light you will please take away. 

We can see better far, thanks, without such a JRay.” 


VOL. xcrr. 
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G-ood luck to you, Hercules I Ply the hose steadily'; 

Water enough you will need for this task. 

All men of honour will hack you right readily. 

What better sort of “Spring Clean could they ask ? 
Augeas himself had not horse-stalls uncleaaer ; 

^pheus-Peneus combined they might tax. 

T^se muck-heaps are dear to the fouler and meaner, 
But lay your stout Club on their rascally backs. 

Muck-Mammon rules in these realms too completely, 
The tau^ of his touch seems on all, high and low. 

To make these vast stalls smell a little more sweetly, 

Is quite an heroical task, as things go. 


So go it, my Hercules I sluice away"smartly ; 

The place stands in very sore need of a scrub; 

And if vested interests in filth should talk tartly, 

Just silence the knaves with a tap of that Club I 

Doves with a Difpbrence. — Almost all over Europe it anpeara 
that carrier-pigeons are in course of being trained for service in the 
event of War. All pigeons are doves, but the Continental carrier- 
pigeon is evidently a bird of quite another feather than the ideal 
dove that allegorically bears the olive-branch. Perhaps, however, 
it will be branches of Bitter Olives that these War pigeons |will 
carry. 




crEBRUABT 18 , 1888 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 












Souse of Commons^ Thursday Nighty February 9. — Satodeeson" quite 
unhappy. Came down early this afteruoou prepared for exciting doings. Air 
full of rumour of war. Duncae", under cover of seconding the Address, came 
_ down armed to the teeth. ^ Parnellites 

were to raise question of Privilege ; Old 
Morality was to introduce his new 
pounce; and Aethue Baxeocje had ten 
Policemen disguised as waiters in the 
dining-room. At given signal they were 
to enter and arrest every Irish Member 
on the premises. Hadn’t been such a 
glorious prospect for years. Nothing to 
equal it— except the absolute flatness of 
the night’s events. No question of 
Privilege; no anests. The disguised 
waiters had nothing^ to “take up” but 
the dinner. Ministerialists brought down 
by urgent Whip left the House by 
scores when their Leader rose to continue 
debate; before midnight whole thing 
miserably died out. 

Gladstone hope- 
, . , . lessly infected with 

« Duncan come^here to-mght.” prevailing spirit. Pol- 
mu 1 »> lowed. Mover and 



« Duncan comes here to-night.” prevailing spirit. Pol- 
“The gracious Duncan!” ^o^er and 

Macbeth. Seconder of Address. 

“Now we ’U have it,” said Satindeeson, shifting shillelagh 
to left-hand coat-tail pocket. But we didn’t have it^ at all. 

Gladstone almost blessed Ministers, approved their pro- 
gramme, and promised assistance in making it a legislative 
Session. 

“Call that a Grand Old Man?” the Colonel muttered 
between clenched teeth ; “ J caU him a Mild Old Mufi.” 

tip to last moment some hope lingered round Ptne. After 
hanging out on his castle walls for weeks and months, turned 
up to-day under the very nose of Aethtte Baleotjs. 

“So you’ve let yourself down to this?” said Laicaita, 
looking in to hear the writ moved for Dundee. “ Better m B 
where you were. As for me, can’t approve the way Oppo- ^ 

sition is carried on, so gave up my seat. If you could spare A 

a quarter of an hour, I,’d explain, in fuller detail, my reasons 
for resigning.” 

“Excuse me,” said Pxne. Whipped out coil of rope which 
was wound round his waist; hitched one end over rail of mm 
Peers’ Gallery with neatness only attainable after long prao- BIB 
tice : went up hand over hand with amazing celerity. ' 

“Don’t wait,” he said looking down on amazed 
Member for Dundee, “ Think I see a Policeman coming.” ^ 

“How very abrupt!” Laicaita said, gladder than ever “How very abrupt! 








he had left the House of Commons. Business done . — 
Address moved. 

Friday Night.--^* They ’ve picked Pvne at last, I hear,” 
said WiLPEiD Lawson to Sage of dueen Anne’s Gate.^ 

“ Well,” said Sage, “he was getting^a little over-ripe, 
don’t you think ? A man can’t hang out for months over 
his castle wall, even in Ireland, without going to the bad.” 

Incidents of the arrest quite dramatic, when Ptne 
left House early this morning, Police on his track— bnt he 
got away. Might have been all right if he’d stayed 
away. But duty first. So he took penny ’bus to bottom 
of Parliament Street. Observed Police in charge of main 
gateways to Palace Yard: skirted railings, descended 
steps hy Clock Tower. A few more steps, and, he would 
be safe within the precincts. 

“Imnst dissemble,” said the Ch&.telain of Lisfarny 
Castle. So he 
thrust his 
hands in his 
pockets, raised 
Ms shoulders 
iu vain at- 
tempt to hide 
Ms face, and 
vaguely wMs- 
tled “^nn Go 
Bragh,^^ But 
all iu vain. 

Hawk eye of 
p olicem an 
spotted Mm. 

“ Mr. PxNE, 

I presume?” 
said represen- 
tative of Law 
and Order, 
just as if he 
» had come upon 
‘ Dr.‘ Living- 

> STONE in the 
5 wilds of Cen- 
L tral Africa, 
r Ptne’s hand 
L at Ms belt like 
3 flash of light- ' 

r SthS ^ requires a great deal of forcing. 

I rope would have been unwound, and he would, have been 
) half-way up the Clock Tower. But the Policeman too 
E quick for mm. Seized the rope, which served eonve- 
E niently for binding the prisoner, and so he was carried 
I off to the lowest dungeon beneath the Castle Moat, 
b At least, that’s what Joseph: Giliis tells me. The 
I sketch was taken by Our Own Artist, who was provi- 
T dentially on the spot. 

3 TMs pretty well to begin with. But more to follow, 
f Soon as Speakee had taken Chair, Gilhoolt rose and 
gave notice, “ On Monday to ask for leave to bring in a 
Bill for the better housing of the working-classes.” A 
serapMc smile crossed ^thue Baleottr’s face as he 
listened. “ My dear friend,” he sweetly murmured, “ I 
have made arrangements for your own better housing 
long before Monday.” 

Chief Secretary was overheard. Report got wind, and 
Gilhoolt was marked as a doomed man. Everybody said 
he would he arrested when he left the House. 

“ Then why leave it ? ” said Joey B. “I ’ve slept on 
two chairs iu the Lib’ry meself . If you ’ll he lonely, 
we’ll keep the House sitting all'’ night to wake you. 
Only say the word.” 

Gilhooly pressed the patriot’s hand, but too moved to 
say any word. Walked about the House; took affec- 
tionate leave of familiar places. House up at quarter- 
past eleven. Gilhooly walked forth with unfaltering 
step. Crowd of Members followed in silent procession. 
Big Ben tolled forth the half-hour. Most impressive 
scene. Only wanted presence of Chaplain to complete 
analogy that struck everybody. At the gateway Police- 
man posted. At proper cue, Gilhoolt arrested, and, for 
better housing, taken over to police cell in Whitehall 
Place. Business Irish minority reduced hy two. 

; “ TTatx Maeted.” — C lever Mr. S. Hall, of the Chan- 

cery Bar, has just “ taken silk.” As a leader, he should 
’ be “ on velvet.” 
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scribit. Si esset Etonensis, id esset difEerens. Sed forte 
non sum impartialis, nt dixi. 

Percipis ut treatavi subjectumin serio Inmine. dniimis 
mei sn^gerit ut id debet treatari in veno Doctoris Watts 
— videlloet— 

How doth the little Wykehamist 
To waste his time'delight, 

In writing notes of which the gist 
Is, ‘‘Why called Wykehamite ? ” 

Sed non considero hoc dignutn occasionis. Spero ut 
dedi multam satisfactionem in hoc exeursu. Habui 
swottere ad id, ego possum dicere tibi. Sed unum verbum 
antequam ego nnio. Da mihi aures tuas et ego tibi 
reddam, ut dicit Shakspeabius. Cut non derivatio sic 
“ Wyhamus'*'* (subaudi “puer”) id est, Wykham 
(“Boy” understood), gentle (iterum subaudi 

ie., “gentleboy,” — nam “puer est pater 
homini,” cum Diyinus Guiielmus Shaespeakius habet 
(ad minus sic ego puto) unde derivatur “ Gentleman,” — 
et ambo simul, id est, “ Wykamus” et “mitis” formant 
“Wykamite.” Majus complimentarium id, est-ne ? Hoc 
me vapnlat ut unum genus conundri, sic, meum primum 
est “ Wykamus,” meum secundum est “ mitis” (subaudi 
“puer” ut supra) et meum totum est nomen pueri in 
statu publici pupillari, quod transfero ‘public school- 
boy.” Yide? Non malum, est-ne ? “Yale et iterum 
vale,” cum cantat poeta, et dixit tuus veritabile 

Tommius {Etonensis.) 


AN ANGELAS YISIT; 

Or, The Artist" s First Commission, 

An hour ago and the world was gray, — 

A thoroughly Bloomsbury kind of day, — 

When you think of the bills that you cannot pay, 
And turn from beautiful thoughts away, 

Like a sulky child from kisses, 

And wonder how poets sweet things can say 
Of a world so chilly and hard and gray, 

Where the wise are gloomy, and fools are gay 
With their sorrowful, sordid blisses. 


SNOB-SNUBBING. 

“A — MY People, Miss Devbretjx, came into England with STRONQBOWt 
YOU KNOW I ” “Are you quite sure it wasn’t Longbow^ Mr. Snookson 


OUE ^^JUNIOE CLASSIC^" AGAIN. 

D^ Old P., 

I must just begin in English. I ’ll go on into Latin in a minute, only 
I find I can’t talk bo freely in Latin. Here I am, back at school, and l^ve got 
my remove I feel no end of a swell. As my Pater says, “perhaps I shall 
blossom out into a Poeson some^ day ” — though who Poeson was I don’t know, 
only I think he was some classical bloke or other — Laes Poesona, I think he 
used to be called. 

Well, your request that I should tackle the letter of Wykehamistus, who 
strangely objects to being called a Wykeham2^e, reached me yesterday, and 
Ifeel no end fl^attered. I wish you hadn’t said I had better answer it in Latin. 
However, here goes. 

Excursus 


{I think th^Vs what they call it), de liiterd alicujus W’ykehamstif et de nomine 
“ Wykbhamistus,” vel “ Wteehamitus.” 


P^srnntte me observare ut tuus correspondens est ad culpam quum 
scribit Latme. Objectit ut nomen “ Wykehamitus” non est proprium, et 
demandat explanationem * quum proxime tuus papyrus eveniet.” Hoc est vere 
canmum pro “as soon as your paper comes out.” Sed pr^termitto hoc, quod 
ascnbo ad factum ut hic pauper socius non est Etonensis ; nunc ad rem I 

Terminatio tst occurrit seepe. lit whist (Indus) hist (signalis ut Magister 
appropmquat) Mst (paulo-post-perfectum de kiss, osoulare). Yide de hoc 
Latinis,” vol. 26 . Yide quoque “Grammaticam” 
Boppi (lUius Germani), si vis. (Sed hoc non adviso. Bopp, quamquam eruditus, 
^ valde aridus et incomprehensibilis, ut mos est Teutomcus.) Adde ist ad 
Wtxeham, et babes Wykehamistus,” decens Latinum. Ego prefero “ Wyke- 
hamensis^ ut ^Etonensis.” Id sonat melius. Sed forsitan non sum absolute 
m hae M. Sme dnbip, propriissimtim nomen pro pueris Soholee ad 
Wmchester ert Wmcastrensis.” Ciuare “ Wykeham,” oareo nosoere P Erat 
Romo appellatus Granxinra hr Wyecrhak, stun awams, qoi funda-rit (nonne P) 
mam scholam. Bed Johanots Lyon fundavit Harroviam; et non appeUamus 
Harrovienses pueros “ Lyohistos.” 

aliquo mode, id est satis bonum 
pro me. Yide mthte (antiqua mtio pugiJistioa) John Bright (notus AngHcus 
orator et aha- Ere-n nnin ^ -d v 


^ \ j. T* t/unn xtrzgns inoTUS AngUCUl 

orator), et aha. Er|;o qma non Wykehamite ? (Yide Bopp, ut ante.) 

Considero id potius buccam scribere ad te, Punche, ut “Wykehamistus’ 


My hopes were low, and my heart was sore, 

Eor a soul’s mosaic litter’d the floor. 

While vile pot-boilers the easels bore. 

And the kettle croon’d of the cheap tea-store. 

On smouldering coals that waved of yore 
In a graveyard antediluvian. 

When there came a tap at the studio-door — 

Such golden music ne’er heard before 
The treasure-seeker who strikes a crore 
Of buried rupees, or the hidden ore 
Of Incas in vaults Peruvian. 

The rain was lashing the windows high. 

As if in spite of the brilliant sky 
That lives in my picture of last July, 

My holiday record of last July, 

My only relic of Summer, 

When a wide-eyed welcome of brightest sun 
Spread all the room over, and dwelt upon 
The hyacinth’s clusters of cinnamon 
To welcome the sweet new-comer. 

Then the veteran chair with a missing limb, 

And all that was common and mean and grim, 
Grew suddenly seemly, and fine and trim. 

Like courtliest old-world lovers ; 

For a luminous beauty around her flowed. 

And her face like the waking of morning glowed. 
And her hair like crag in a hollow road 
Where ajeafy sunlight hovers. 

Now I hear but her nightingale melody, 

Though her brother, I think, talked more than she, 
And they didn’t say half as much to me 
As they found to say to each other ; 

But every tone of her crisp, clear notes 
Like a water-lily on silence fl.oats, 

Though dizzied memory vainly quotes 
What she came about witb her brother. 

She has taken the loneliness all away. 

And only the grace and the comfort stay; 

And the Bght that she leaves is so pure and bright 
That rain and wretchedness merely make 
A beautiful rainbow for her sake. 

Who found the room in a doleful plight 
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And a life hung over with shadows, 

And out of her bounty has made it gay, 

As the lowliest cottage is brave in May 
'W'ith the cowslip bell and the hawthorn spray, 
And all the spoil of the meadows. 

And I settle down to the sober light 
When the glory is tidied away for the night, 
And shy sweet odours can take the air — 

Too delicate for the noonday glare 
And the romping games of the burly bee — 
And, marring the calmness greatly. 

Hard chafers suddenly seize your hair. 

And bats zig-zag like a taOless kite. 

And solemn owls with their silent flight 
Winnow the dimness that soon will flee 
As the red moon rises stately. 


didn’t mean to ^be laughed at. {^Dead silence, in which the Speaher 
joined,) , . 

The Eclipse of the Moon, who spoke rather hazily, said it was nis 



“ My name it is William Ewart Grladsiowtf, 

Not baccy, nor brandy, nor Tanchnitz, I own 
Not eyen one bottle of Eau de Cologne.” 

{Aside to himself,) 

But just half a bottle, and so ’tis a fact 
I haven’t one bottle, I must be exact. 

# # * * 

He sang on landing, spick and span, 

“ England expects the G-. 0. Man, 

This day to do his duty.” 

\Oheersfrom everybody, and 


The Eclipse of the Moon, who spoke rather hazily, said it was his 
privilege to second the proposal.^ He wasnotaveryreg^ar member, 
but from circumstances over which he had no control he had lately 
come a good deal before the pubho. The European Situation ramer 
resembled his own ; it was cioudy~(?aw^Afer)— but the clouds had 
not prevented his going on eclipsing, ana he was sure that no clouds 
however threatening, would prevent the European Situation, from 
continuing to situate in a good old European way. {Loud cheers,) 

The Weather and the Parks rose together, and as neither showed 
any determination to give way, they spoke in unison. They begged 
the indulgence of their friends, for taking a prominent part, but the 
fact was that they (the Weather and the^ Parks) represented a toge 
number of Idndred subjects— Primroses in Devonshire, "Whirlwinds 
at Kilbum, Blizzards, and a Remarkable Atmospheric Phenomenon 
— and had been deputed to support the resolution. 

A Bird did not want to interrupt the harmony of the meeting, but 
he had made a nest in a Cat’s cradle, and he thought if they wanted 
a situation that ought rather to suit them. Jit wasn t exactly 
European, but it was precarious. , , . v * 

At this period some disturbance was caused by the appearance oi 
the Irish Question, accompanied bvMr. O’BRipr’s — 768. 

Mr . O’Brien’s es protested against this toadying to a mere 

European Situation. They (Mr. O’Brien’s — — es) didn’t care a 
button for the Situation. ( Cries of ‘ ‘ Question I ’ ’ during which the Iri^ 
duestion put its thumh to its nose, and extended its^ f,ng&rs^wards 
J^essrs, Shacon and Bakespeare, who hadrdt the slightest %dea^ what 
the disturbance was about f On the Chair- Serpent x 

restore order, Mr. O’Brien’s es called out, s that 

anny way ? Did ever ye hear of St. Pathrick now ? ’’ {Loud cries of 
Order r^) . . . 

The Sea Serpent said he was in a very painful position, as ^akes 
were not accustomed to chairs in private life. He was reluctantly 
compelled to name Mr. O’Brien’s unmentionables, 11 they ’^^md 
excuse the paradox. They were not on in this scene at all, and had 
not a leg to stand upon. n j 

The Speed of the Race Horse, and the Habits of Ants concurred, 
and the intruders were bundled out. . ... 

The Oigantic Gooseberry, who was very warnuy received, said it 
was all very well to talk about the Silly Season, but for his part he 
considered one paragraph about the wonders of native, ®Yen 11 they 
were purely imaginary (he meant no disrespect to the Chair), more 
interesting than a column of speeches about what the spe^er cudn t , 
understand, addressed to listeners who didn’t want to hear. | 
{Applause,) He supported the motion. 3 . n i 

The vote of thanks was carried unanimously, and brieny acknow- 
ledged by The Situation in a few well-chosen phrases, and the 
company disappeared into oblivion for the Parliament^y Session 
except the guest of the evening, who is understood to be preparing 
a surprise for the Special Correspondents. 


TESTIMONIAL TO THE SITUATION. 

On the opening of Parliament (when the last Term of the Silly 
Season expires) a crowded Meeting was held to express the thanks 
of the Silly Season Subjects for the very emcient aid rendered to 
them during their session by the European Situation. , 2 x. 

The Chair was taken by the Sea Serpent, who was supported by 
the Gigantic Gooseberry, and several members of the^e^ YegetaWe 
Family, Messrs. Mumpsimus and Sumpsimus, the W earner and the 
Parks, Dr. Odium Medicum, Shacon and Bakespeare, who looked 
very much worn out, and a number of well-known habitues of the 

SiUy Season. . , , , , . i «« 

The Chair-Serpent said he was very glad to see so large and so 
thoroughly representative a gathering of his fellow subjects. They 
had this season been relieved of a certain amount of hard and thank- 
less work by the noble endurance, the unexampled sta^g power, ot 
his honoured friend, he was proud to call him a fn^d (he hoped he 
might call him friend), the European Situation. He was perhaps 
the doyen of the herd, but he saw around him to-mght many who 
had served the Press and the Public weU for mwe years than he cared 
to remember, and they were all treated like snakes, a ttui^that you 
first make use of and then kick. This was not the treatmpt they 
deserved. They were all fathers d families. They were all ffll-up 

all other situations, was the situationT-he smd, SituatLon-w* 

he might not be much of a speaker, but he hadn t dined yet, and he 


OHE DEGREE BETTER. 

** The honorary degree of Mus. Doc. is to be conferred 
on Herr Joachim by decree of Convocation on Tues- 
day.” — Times, 

Some difS-Culty was experienced in fitting the 
cap on the Herr. Afterwards, instead of simply 
“Doctor of Music,” on the famous violinist ought 
to have been conferred the degree of 



“FIDDLE D.D.” 


TTrr Majes- 
ty’s Omnibus. 
— ^Mr. Michael 
Davitt, in one 
of his recent ha- 
rangues, declared 
that by having 
“carried the 
doctrines of So- 
cialism into the 
heartofBritain,” 
in retaliation of 
wrongs — “Ire- 
land has put her- 
self in the van of 
the glorious 
struggle. ” Quite 
so, — the Police 
Yan. 

Mrs. Rams- 
BOTHAM says she 
never goes to 
Church on Ash 
"Wednesday, as 
she objects to the 
Combination 
Ser vice. 

Moonlight- 
ers AND Boy- 
cotters. — The. 
Erinyes of Erin. ; 
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WHAT OUR ARTIST HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 

Mr, Mderrmn Buggins, '*What prboiotts bosh they *bb all torkih’, with their Old Masters and Classical Mctsio and 
piTBr ! Why, I d sounbr hate painted one o’ yodr little Pioidres of Modern Life than any Titian or Vblasqdez in the 
OLE Natio^l Gallery. ' — {Owr Artist smiles, aTid thinks Mr, B, oncoy not be smh a rank PhilisHne, after And I ’d sooner havi? 

composed Two Lovely Black Byes* than all ’Andel and ’Avon’s Or.atorios pdt together !”'* [Our Artist smiles no longer 


THE YOICE OP PEACE. 

I SPEAK of Peace ! ” Great Prince, and 
wherefore not ? 

Not even yon escape the common lot, 

Of vocal man in these loquacious days, 

When Moltke, Son of Silence, deigns to 
praise 

A two hours’ talk from his grim comrade’s 
mouth! 

Watching that towering form, that mighty 
drouth, 

Scarcely assuaged hy endless S-and-B’s, 
Fancy, whose genial current nought can 
freeze, 

Bacchus and Barharossa somehow blends, 
Thor and the god of Thirst. 

. - . , The oration ends, 

And thunders of applause the Thunderer hail. 
Like a Thor-hammer- thump on martial maU, 
Was every vocal stroke of that strong tongue, 
Which never faltered, never lisped or hung, 
In weakness or in wandering. Mighty Vox ! 
Strength of the lion, shrewcmess of the fox, 
Jlix in that measured unimpassioned tone. 

It speaks of Peace, — and armaments have 
grown, 

Past at its every utterance year by year, 
Whether it lashed to pride or scourged to 
fear. 

^aoe I But the “ covert enmity ” of hosts, 
Who counter menaces and handy boasts, 
“Under the smile of safety wound the 
world,” 

Those hosts against each other hotly hurltd, 


Twenty years hence, to-morrow — ^who shall 
say ?— 

Will— fight for Peace as you have fought 
to-day. 

Poor Peace ! Her frankest friend must slur 
„ and glose. [foes ? 

If such her champions, what shall prove her 
Fancy with whimsy thoughts such speech 
^ will mock, 

A mail-clad shepherd piping to a flock, — 
Scattered upon the hill-side near and far, 
Steel-cased against the wandering wolves of 
War,-j- 

Pastoral ditties, scarce seems more absurd. 

As for the Dove, that emblematic bird, 
Spurred like a game-cock with auxiliar steel, 
^arpened and set for fight from beak to heel, 
Herds with the eagles, hovers with the hawks, 
Or with the ravens croaks, the vultures stalks. 

“ I speak of Peace I ” Tes, as the saw-toothed 
pike, 

With eye keen watchful, jaw prepared to 
strike, 

Might as the carp-pond’s guardian blandly 
pose. 

The wanderer in the wilderness may close 
ms wearied eyes a moment, scarcely more, 
When round the watch-fire lions rove and 
roar. [flame, 

Jhe gleaming brands, the quick and crackling 
The hungry prowlers scare but cannot tame. 
Lst the protective gleam a moment die, 

And ware the pattering foot, the flaming eye ! 
They in the shadows will no longer Inrk, 

Sharp tooth and claw right soon will be at 
work. 


Sweet Shepherd, little hoot these pastoral 
<( m. songs ; [than true wrongs,” 

dhey bring smooth comforts false, worse 
If taken in a too Arcadian sense* 

FP® them for the slow and dense, 
The still discordant wavering multitude.” 
Alternate dulcet soft and harshly rude, 

Your accents variously oracular 
The burden hear of Peace, the drift of War. 
Een “the blunt monster with uncounted 
heads” 

May hear the iron clash, the armed treads 
Of “fearful musters and prepared defence ” 
Between your honeyed words. These hosts 
immense 

Will not for ever chorus “ Lovely Peace,” 
However fugled. No, they never cease, 

These hymnings of the Olive-branch aU round. 
Curious to hear the voice of War’s red hound 
Tuned to the friendly house-dog’s cheery bark ! 
But is the foe less* near, the night less dark ? 

Eio Tinto.— Ifthe disturbances in these 
mines (no w, happily for everybody concerned, 
at an end), had continued, the name would 
have been changed to the Biot In two Mines. 

Shakspeare Ke-versed. 

“ Oxford for Lancaster I ” 

(3. Henry VI, 5. 1.) 

“ Not Lanxester for Oxford ! ” 

Now the line must run. 

Appeofriate, JxrsT Now.— “ G. 0. M,”— 
Good Old Man I ” 
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EOBERT AND GAEL EOSA. 

OiTE ** Robert ” is an awful temper, that is if we may judj^e of it 
by a brief and hurried note in pencil which he left at onr office just 
the last moment before going to press, and 
then hurried off before any one could inquire 
of him what he meant by it, 'W'e give the 
note in extenso : — 

“ Just erd of advert, in Times ^ edded ‘ Karl 
Roser Oprer Kumpny,’ as sez, kwotin from 

the Liverpool Hehker^ ^Robert the D V 

(wich I blush to menshnn) ‘ at the Kort The- 
ayter.’ Then it goes on a praysin hevrythink 
and hevryboddy, and speshuUy ‘ Maddnm 
BuRiirsES fine singing of “ Robert^ 0 my beloved 
Robert My better arf’s horful hashy- 
tatered about it. Sbe asks me hoo ’s Maddnm 
Burns, and what she meens by singing of 
‘ ‘ Robert, 0 her beloved Robert.’ ’ Xkuse aste, 
wich is the konskence of urry an wnrry, as I ’m 
orf to insult a Solister, More nex week on this 
suhj ik. * * Robert.” 



“play time.” 

“ All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy,” — and some works 
and some plays I could mention would have the same effect on Jack, 
for the matter of that, — and so a little play now and then, say an 
occasional tragedy in four or five Acts, is just the thing to enliven our I 
poor, Jack who found the very thing in the dramatic sensation pro- 
duced last week at the Opera Comique —need I say Mrs. Campbell 
Praed’s four-act drama of Ariane. The production of the work is a 
sign of the times, and, whether good or bad, opens up a discussion, 
on problems of dramatic Art and moral teaching, not easy of solu- 
tion. But of this anon— or “ in our next ” — as it may chance. 

Ariane ! Who gave her that name ? Mrs. Campbell Praed. 
■Whence came it? Evolved from her own inner consciousness— 
Ariadne with the little “d” left out. Coming to know who and 
what Ariane is, the name is happily chosen for its snggestion of 
Greek humanism. For this English play— not yet to be correctly 
described as “ so English, you know”— is but a pnase in the gradual 
development of the Naturalism of the Age,— Naturalism not pure and 
simple, but impure and complex. It is a powerfully interesting 
drama, played by a set of characters none of whom are conscious of 
their responsibility to any power, outside themselves, higher than a 
legally authorised tribunal. 

In this play, not to speak it profanely, “ there is none that doeth 
good, no not one,”— and yet who, that has any “ knowledge of the 
world,” as the phrase goes, can doubt but that the authoress has 
given us very real types of character, and in order to prevent as far 
as possible the objections of the English Q,ndL Rodsnaps, 

and to suit the dish to Philistine taste, she has spiced it with an 
artM dash of subtle foreign flavour by calling her worst villain, — 
the scoundrelly old father, — ^the Chevalier ae^ Valence^ and the 
second blackguard, the would-be co-respondent, d^ Acosta, 

Bolder and worthier of her purpose would it have been, had Mrs. 
Praed called her heroine’s father and lover by plain English names. 

Except that no one can help chuckling at the manner of that 
atrocious old reprobate, — ^the Chevalier — admirably played by 
M. Marius— there is nothing to relieve the sadness of the piece. Its 
“ Society” characters, who are merely accessories of the picture, talk 
too like real “ Society people ” to be amusing, ^d, indeed, such 
dialogue in the drama as is not essential to its action is tedious, and 
this in proportion to the interest aroused in the spectator by the 
acting of the principal characters. Mr. Leonard Boyne, in spite 
of a slight Irish brogue,— hardly perhaps in keeping with his some- 
what Italian Hebraic title “ If Acosta^"^ — ^is an intensely earnest 
“ lover” — profanation it is to use such a word for such a character I 
For Mrs. Bernard Beere as-4nane— “ not a moral woman, not a re- 
ligious woman— I would I were I” she says of herself— I have 
nothing but praise. Absolutely, her impersonation is faultless. I 
can think of no Actress on the English Stage who could even rival 
her in this sad, pitiful, miserable part. The Actress awakes our 
compassion for Ariane in her trials, oux sincere regret that the life of 
such a woman, who might have been so good and true, should have 
been so utterly thrown away. Mrs. Beere^s is a realistic perfor- 
mance of the very highest order. And so too is Mr. Henry Neville’ s 
impersonation of the sodden sot of a husband. I do not know in 
which of the four Acts he is best, so excellent, without the slightest 
exaggeration, is he in all. And the audience from, stalls to gallery 
were with this poor 'wretch of a husband, the victiin of [a cruel plot, 
when he vowed amendment, implored forgiveness, and then turned 
fiercely on the Tnan who stood between him and his vsife. But pace 
the inevitable discussion which must arise, and quite -understanding 


the objections to it, I like the play, though I doubt if it will ever be 
popular. What I do say, emphatically, is this, that any one who 
wishes to seriously study the art of acting, should see Mrs. 
Bernard Beere, M. Marius, and Mr. Henry Neville, in Mrs. 
Campbell Praed’s Ariane, 

It is difficult, though possible, to have too much of a good thing, 
but I must return for one evening to The Winter's Tale at 
the Lyceum, because I read that our Mary Anderson is leaving us, 
AU, therefore, who want to see what Perdita ought to be — should 
haste to the Lyceum. Who was it said that “the dancing on the 
stage at present might be^ described as ungraceful or disgraceful : 
the merely graceful has vanished,”— who said this ? It has been said ; 
but there are some people who will see nothing and say anything, 
and most certainly as long as Mary Anderson can dance as Perdita 
at the rustic festival (it is all good every step of it), so long will there 
be the very model of artless unstudied grace in dancing on the stage. 
Never was there dancing so unstagey. The moral is, haste to the 
Lyceum and, before she is off to America, catch our Mary on the hop. 

Yours, Jack-in-tkb-Box. 


EX-AUSTIN. 

It appears from the that a Correspondent has paid a visit 

to Canterbury on the “ courteous invitation” of Mr. W. J. Austin, 
Surveyor to the Lean and Chapter (which he accepted with “ con- 
siderable pleasure,” ) to inspect “the recent find of bones supposed 
to be those of St. Thomas of Canterbury.” He writes that he was 
ushered into a drawing-room where he found a complete human 
skeleton “almost reverently laid out.” “Almost,” — ^not ^uite, — 
then the skeleton must have been laid out with something less 
than reverence! Further, it appears that the “find of bones” 
(“the find of bones ! ” ) was placed in a drawing-room “ in old times 
a hall.” It has also transpired that the remains were at first laid in 
the dining-room, where they must have been a veritable skeleton at 
the feast. It is to be hoped that, to conceal their suggestivenesa, 
they were not hidden amongst the contents of the cellarette. If this 
were indeed the case (and there is no limit to “ less than reverence ”), 
the house of the Surveyor might be appropriately labelled for the 
future, “ Decanterb ury.” 

OPERA CROP PROSPECTS. 

Is it because the West End cannot support two concurrent panto- 
mimes, that Jack has cut down his Beanstalk in the Garden and left 
Puss-in-- Boots in possession of the Lane ? Or is it that the stage of 
Covent Garden Theatre is required at once for the extensive pre- 
parations already occupying the mind of mighty Druriolanus, who, 
t rejoices Mr, Punch's heart to hear, is bent on restoring the good 
old times, and the good old tunes too, of Italian Opera,— “ Good old 
Operas ” — as they used to be, when Pater Augusti Druriolani 
ruled on the stage and Sir Michael Costa was King of the Winds 
and Strings in the orchestra. Already first-rate names are announced. 
“A” stands for Albani, always “Al.” and also for Arnoldson. 
Prosit ! 


Bhyme for Batepayers. 

Hooray, Mr. Diggle, 

No wonder we giggle, 

Such good news you ’ve brought us all round. 
For Ratepayers laugh, 

To see such fine sport, 

As a penny knocked off in the pound I 


Enough to Drive One Wild I— These “ diplomatic changes,” 
Lord Lansdowne to India, vice Lord Dupebrin, Lord Stanley to 
Canada, Baron De Worms to the seat vacated by Lord Stanley; 
then changes at the Hague, at Athens, Belgrade, and Rio Janeiro, 
and moving about all round just in the second month of the year, is 
really enoughto make Whitaker tear hishair ; and as for Mr. Hazbll, 
who has only just brought out his useful annual Oyclopeedia, and 
whose motto is, “ Avaunt, perplexity I ” it is enough to give him 
what Theodore Hook’s Mrs. Ram, Grandmother to our “ Mrs. R.,” 
called “ a fit of perplexity,” and she added, “ Luckily there was a 
surgeon present who at once opened his jocular vein.” How to get 
these new matters into his Cyelopsedia is a Hazell-nut to crack. 
These Diplomatists have no compassion for poor compilers. They 
look on such useful works in the sort of way that Prince Bis- 
marck says he regards the Press, as “ so much printers’ ink.” 


On account of havinglto dance attendance during the Session in 
the Dublin Law Courts, a certain Irish M.P. will be known in future 
as “ Mr. Toe-and-Healy.” 
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SIR CARDINAL AND THE BIG BIG “ G.” 


MISERY AND ITS MEASURERS. 

TM Views of Jack CalUi^er^ Operative out 
of Employ, 

** There is no douht that different opinions are 
entertained with reference to the extent of want of 
employment, and of the distress which exists. Some 
allege that it is excessive, and vast in its extent ; 
others that it is no more than is normal and inevit- 
able in a great town with varying employment.’^ 
— I^rd Hersehell, in introducing to Lord Salisbury 
at the Foreign Office a Deputation from Farl 
Compton^ s Committee on the existing Distress, 

Exceptional or normal ? "Well, yon see, 

I do not know that it mnch interests me, 

That mighty question ; 

Tramping long hours through London’s frost 
and mire 

An ‘‘ Unemployed, ”“no work, no food, no fire, 
I raise my plaint, and these great men— In- 
quire, 

Eorm deputations, talk, hut no suggestion 
^ Yet greets my ear 
Of help immediate, practical and clear. 

Clear ! After reading all they say, I find 
That rather more than ever my poor mind 
^ Is in a muddle. 

Perhaps ’tis cold and hunger makes me dense. 
Words will not warm when chilled in soul and 
sense 

Sheltered by some dark entry, arch, or fence. 


Like birds in winter, half-starved creatures 
huddle, 

Or lounge and lurk 

About this busy Babylon, “ Out of Work.” 

I ’m out, whoever ’s in.— that fact is clear ; 
And careful “ averages,” I greatly fear. 
Won’t mend my trouble. 

What is the “normal” quantum of distress. 
That none need fuss about, I cannot guess. 
Whether ’tis what now reigns, or more, or 
less, [double, 

The sum of last year’s woe, or half, or 
Heeschell may ask, 

I have no heart, my Masters, for the task. 

It may not be “exceptional,” perhaps, 

That many thousands of us labouring chaps 
Can find no labour. 

Goschen may see in arithmetic quest 
No end of “intellectual interest ; ” 

I know there ’s misery in my own home-nest, 
That in that misery I have many a neigh- 
bour ; 

And that ’s enough 

To make me sick of mere statistic stuff. 

When Saltsbuet was out he held, I think, 
That it was Government’s duty not to shrink 
Prom baldly tackling 

TMs demon of Distress. Well, now be ’s in, 
’Tis time the tackling business should begin. 
But I suppose he finds— how “Outs” will 
grin!— 


That ties of ofidoe are a trifie shackling— 

At least, it seems 

He holds his own old promises wild dreams. 

Then he “ would do his utmost to promote” 
Our views about relief works. Worth a 
vote I — 

But is he planning 

Practical carrying out of those same views ? 
Nay, now ’tis quite another pair of shoes. 
Countenance to heresy he must refuse, 

And with a sneer he’s down upon poor 
Manning, 

Help on whose pattern 
Would only do in Jupiter or Saturn. 

There ’s no such difficult subject, so he says, 
The Cardinal’s “ humanity” ’s a craze. 

To think of more law 
Borrowed from counsellors who can’t agree 
Upon one single point, save that in Me 
They have a “ difficulty,” — well, you see 
How the sneer fits 1 Fall back upon the 
Poor Law, 

That blessed thing, 

That to distress lends its most dreaded sting ! 

And Capital? And Caste?, To seek the 
cause 

Of misery in cold hearts and callous laws. 
Mere Mammou-clutching, 
Sweaters and speculators, slaves of sport, 
Dives who, lest the banquet-sprea^^ run 
short, [Court 

Stmts e’en tne crumbs,— Cabinet, Churcu, bUd 
Will tell us there be themes that won’t bear 
touching ; 

The State they ’d fii e. 

No,— we’U “ consult our colleagues,” we’ll 
“inquire.” 

Inquire, inquire, my Masters I And mean- 
while 

We in blank Misery ’s face must stare, and 
smUe 

Till inquest formal 

Finds out if the Distress that racks our hearts 
Means over-population, failing marts. 

Oar own unthrift, paupers from foreign 
parts ; 

And whether, after all, ’tis more than “ nor- 
Who ’d fear to fall [maJ.” 
Crushed by a Curse that’s “not excep- 
tional ? ” 

Whether we have a “natural right,” or not, 
To anything beyond onr burial plot— 

To life, or labour — 

Our masters do not seem at all agreed, 

Some hold that the sharp pincn of utmost 
need, 

Gives to the starving valid right to feed, 
Some moral claim upon his happier neigh- 
bour, 

^ Others again. 

Oppose the idea with all their heart— or brain. 

“ Headless and heartless 1 ” cries the Cardinal; 
Then on him tooth and nail the pundits fall ; 
He ’s “ sentimental,” 

A fault that caps all crime, and that must 
bring 

A “ cataclysm” down on everything. 

So to Society’s good our suffering, 

Seems something absolutely incidental ! 

The Poor’s impiety, 

May one day doubt thy right, divine Society I 

Thy right divine to tax onr toil and tears, 

For some unknown “ infinity of years,” 

Just to keep stable 

Thy precious pyramid whose spreading base, 
Is raised by the crushed helots of our race ; 
Wealth crowns the lofty peak with gold and 
grace. 

Beware my Masters, lest, like a new Babel, 
Headlong it fall. 

When misery really gets “ excaptional! ” 
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UNEMPLOYED ! 

The Plaint of a Pjretty Girl. 

[A writer on Pashions says that Bridesmaids 
are to be abolished.] 

G-beat Hymen 1 The Bridesmaid abolished ? 

Then Civilisation ’s played out I 
All is np with the pretty and polished ; 

Make way for Old Maids and the Gont ! 

If Cnpid’s delectable cultus 
Is verily thus on the wane, 

What nse for the saps to insult us 
With talk of the triumphs of Brain ? 

Out on Art — ^though from far Yokohama, 

On Dress, though from Paris it come ! 

If a Pretty Girl’s part in the drama 
Of Life is cut out, they ’re all hum ! ^ 
’Tother day it was weddings were stopping ; 

At least so the q.uill-drivers cried. 

As rare as blue roses was “ popping,” 

As scarce as the Dodo a Bride. 

But oh ! if a Girl did not marry, 

A Bridesmaid perchance she might be, 

A bridal bouquet have to carry, 

Be armed by some bachelor he, 

Make one of the beautiful bevy 
Who docked round the altar in white ; 

But this last piece of news is so heavy 
It darkens our last gleam of light. 

Adieu to the Church and the Minster ! 

I must make up my mind, I ’m afraid, 

To live a disconsolate spinster, 

And finish a dowdy Old Maid. 

The Bridesmaid abolished ? Then banish 
Bright eye, ruddy lip, slender waist ! 

Let feminine vanity vanish— 

Love, ten-buttoned gloves, and good 
taste I 

For what is the use of such matters, 

If Hymen is out of the hunt ? 

If men, who are all mad as hatters. 

The altar refuse to confront ? 

If the world, in a mood suicidal, 

With honeymoons utterly cloyed. 
Resolves to abolish the Bridal, 

And leaves Pretty Girls “ Unemployed ” ? 


AN IMPERIAL CATECHISM. 

' Intended for the use of the Mystified Colonist, 

Q, There has been in a recent number 
of the Times, some stir created by a refer- 
ence to the granting by Hee Majesty of a 
charter to the Organising Committee of the 
“Impe-rial Institute.” In the article dealing 
with the subject, it was stated that the out- 
come of the enterprise was held to be “ the 
knitting more closely the ties which unite 
the various parts of the Empire, and the 
promoting its industrial and commercial in- 
dustry ! ” Can you tell me what steps the 
aforesaid Organising Committee have taken 
to give practical effect to this desirable 
result ? 

A. They have collected a good dale of 
money, held several enterprising meetings, 
cleared a site at South Kensington on wHch 
they are about to erect a red brick building, 
with a large tower and rooms intended for 
the reception of raw and other Colonial 
produce, and passed some general resolutions 
of a happy and hopeful, if of an airy 
character. 

Q, Q,uite so. Then you do not think, 
though the' Organising Committee are in 
process of getting a Charter granted to the 
“Imperial Institute,” that they have any 
very definite idea of what sort of an under- 
taking they are endeavouring to set upon 
its legs. 

A, Ho, I do not. I believe they entertam 
some vague fancy that now and then ^ 
occasional intending emigrant or Colonist 



RESPONSIBILITY.” 

ChandmammcT {quoting last School Report ). “ ‘ Idle ! — Insttboedinatb ! PiATiNa Tbttakt 1 
Ofl, Herbert- 1 I was shocked to hear this! And yoijr Papa and Mamma, how dis- 
tressed THEY MUST HATE BEEN ! — ^AND YOU THEIR ONLY CHILD TOO ! WHEN YOU OUGHT, 
ON THAT ACCOUNT, TO BE ALL THE MORE A COMFORT TO THEM,*' 

Herbert, “Oh yes, GRAN’MA^ ’s all very fine ! But it ^s rather rough on a Fel- 
low TO HAVE TO BE SO JOLLY GoOD FOR A LOT OF BrO’ERS AN* SlS^ERS HE HASN T GOT . I 

happening to be in London, will go down to South Kensington for the of in- | 

specting some specimen of timber, corn, wool, or even fnmitnre, not produced by the home j 
country, and will be much edified by his visit. . ., . . 

Q. And do yon think that this vague fancy, xf realised, will 
the “ knitting more closely the ties which nnite the various parts of the Empire that the 
Organising Committee propose to effect. 

A, Ho. Honestly, I cannot say that I think it will. „ , . , .n i. 1 3 i. t 

Q, But there is fusion made to “ Special Exhibitions,” which will he held at the Insritute 
annually, with a reference to the fact that ‘‘they ought to be made to w for them- 
selves ” from the money taken at the doors. As the public will hardly crush in to Iwk at a 
few second-hand Colonial Maps and products, can yon^conceiye what sort of an entertainment 
the Committee have in their eye to propose, with a view to drawing a crowded audience 1 
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AN EYE FOR PROPORTION. 

“Comb in and havb some LdnoHj Pbopbssob. My Husband 

WILL LEND YOU A PAIR OF TROUSERS, IF YOURS ARB WET.” 

“My dear Mrs. Poyntz I Why, I’m twice your Husband’s 
SIZE !” “ Two Pairs then 1 ” 

A, Ho. I own that the problem is one that has fairly puzzled me, 

Q, I am not surprised. Do you think, however, they will again 
have recourse to the Coloured Lights, Military Bands, and general 
tea-garden attractions of the good old “ South Kensington Bing ** 
times, or that, failing the outdoor accommodation for such a pro- 
gramme, they will fall hack upon some well-considered scheme, that 
would at one and the same time maintain to a certain degree the 
dignity of the Institute and yet tickle the public taste ? 

A, Yes, now that I come to reflect upon the matter, I should say 
they would decidedly do this, and probably inaugurate their experi- 
ment with at least a series of appropriate dissolving views accom- 
panied possibly by a comic song or two for the purpose of investing 
the whole with a little lively interest. They might even introduce 
judiciously a little Higger Minstrelsy. 

Q. That is an excellent suggestion. May I ask what has induced 
you to make it ? 

A> Certainly. I noted that the name of the Archbishop of York 
figured prominently among those of the distinguished but hetero- 
geneous crowd of gentlemen who constitute the Organising Com- 
mittee. I naturally associated his Grace with that sombre and re- 
spectable form of recreation thatis characteristic of the dissolving view, 

Q. And the introduction of the “ comic song or two,” and “ the 
little Bigger Minstrelsy,” to which you referred ? 

A, Was inspired solely by seeing the name of the Lord Mayor. 

Q. Ouite so. You refer, however, to the names of the members of 
the Organising Committee, and you have doubtless read some of them 
with astonishment, if not with pleasure. Can you tell me, for 
instance, why that of the President of the Boyal Academy shonld 
figure on the list ? 

A. Ho ; I cannot for the life of me imagine any conceivable reason 
why it shonld. 

Q» Yon do not recognise any connection by which the dischar^fe 
of his functions as the acknowledged head of the artistic world in 
the coimtry marks him ont specmly as a fitting representative of a 
scheme organised for the purpose of “ knitting more closely the ties 
which unite the various parts of the Empire ” ? 

./i. Ho ; I most certainly do not. 


Q. Then you regard the constitution of the Organising Committee 
as a little bit mixed” ? , , , . xi. 

A, Yes, as I do their ideas of the undertaking they are orga- 
nising as a little hit “ muddled.” 

Q. And you do not look very hopefully on either the near or 
remote prospects of the “ Inmerial Institute ” P 

A. Ho, I cannot say that 1 do. I regard it in the present as a hig- 
sounding name, meaning nothing, to conjure with, and nothing more. 

Q. And what efiect do you think, when fairly started, it is 
likely to have on the Colonist of the future. 

A, I should say that, when fairly started, it would mystify him 
considerably. 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Ho, no, Paul Patoff won’t do after Marzio^s Crucifix, It may or 
may not compare favourably with Mr. Marion Craijford’s other 
novels with which I am unacquainted, 
hut it is a novel so distinctly inferior 

in style and construction to Marzid^s c' 

Crucifix, that it might have been 
written by a different hand. It 

begins capitally, and the interest ' 

of the story is well sustained up ' V ' 

to the discovery of ‘‘my long lost f 

brother” without the “strawberry ' >11 y 

mark on his left arm hut after this 1 '!■ 'r 

it is, as it were, one long anti-climax. ^ ' 1^, jl ‘ 

Of Marzids Crucifix you can, indeed 
you must, read every line, hut with 

Paul Patoff the habitual novel-reader may take plenty of exercise 
in the way of skipping almost all the pages where he does not see 
any dialogue leading up to a situation. A propos of dialogue, Pro- 
fessor Cutteds opinion (whether it be the author’s or not, I cannot 
pretend to say) on “ puns ” might have pleased Dr, Samuel John- 
son, hut would not have been considered flattering by Shakspeare. 
A mere punster who is perpetually punning in season and out of 
season, is, of course, as great a nuisance as the stupid person who 
has got by heart a considerable portion of Shakspeare’ s plays, 
and who interrupts every conversation with inopportune g.uota- 
tions; hut such puns as Sheridan, Hook, Hood, and, m onr 
own time H. J, Byron could make, were mirth-moving, and 
frequently the occasion of their utterance gave the word-play 
all the condensed force of a neatly- turned satirical epigram. “ Those 
who cry out against the play on words as an unnatural and affected 
invention,” says Schlegel on the Jeux de mots of Shakspeare, 
“only betray their own ignorance of original nature.” The 
characters, including this Professor, who is unintentionally a bore, ! 
are not drawn with a Marion CRAtrpoRD-like touch, vigorous and 
incisive, hut are rather ordinary puppets from the stock-iu-trade of 
the professional novelist. They are not Craufordian figures, hut 
common Marionettes. 

The Author of Py Virtue of his Office^ writes to sav that he did 
not make his Miss Verity claim to he the author of The Children's 
Cry in one of Mr, Punch's numbers, but that when this young 
lady blushingly owns the soft impeachment of having written some- 
thing, at all events, in the particular issue alluded to in the novel, 
she didn’t mean The Children's Cry by one of Mr, Punch's dear clever 
Boys, but the poem in which there was as much soul as in Browning’s 
Cry of the Children, I hope this is perfectly clear to somebody. 

The second volume of the Henry Irving Shakspeare^ which is 
being issued bv Messrs, Blackie, is just out. Unfortunately I was 
“just out” when it arrived, and could only glance at its contents 
on my return to ofS.ce. The illustrations by Gordon Browne seem 
to me excellent compositions, dramatic, but not theatrical. The 
plentiful annotations, prefaces, histories, and explanations, are by 
Mr. Frank Marshall, assisted by Mr. P. Z. Bound, bo that, as 
Mr. Marion Crattford’s Professor Cutter might say, “ we have the 
statements and facts duly Marshalled, and the result should be good 
all Bound.” 

I’ve read two out of the Four Ghost Stories, by Mrs. Molesworth. 
The first is commonplace ; I ’ ve known the ghost of that old lady 
in the lumber-room for years, but Mrs. Molesworth ’ s description 
of “ brushing past a ghost on the stairs,” suggests a new sensation ; 
otherwise it did not make my flesh creep, as the immortal “Fat 
Boy in Pickwick'*^ said— (fancy a set of ghost stories by the Fat 
Boy ! ) — and as to the second story, — well, I had heard it before, I 
began the third Ghost Story last night, but the interest it aroused 
up to the sixteenth page was not sufioient to keep me sitting up 
to finish the tale. Just wait till I briug out my FLaunted Mouse 
with ten Ghost Storeys and a Lift I that will make your hair 
stand on end like quills— no, like steel pens in the “reversible pen- 
cleaner,” a most useful invention, by the way. More in my next, 
unless press of business compels me to transfer some odd volumes to 
another critic who will not sign himself, as I do, 

Baron db Book Worms. 


NOTICE.— Rejected CommunicatioiLS or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
thek'e will be no excep^oh. 
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THE DEBATE ON THE ADDRESS. 


THE REAL GRIEVANCE OFFICE. 

{^Before Mr. Commissioner Punch. ) 

A Newspaper ProprietorZintroduced» 

Commissioner, Well, Sir, what can I do for you ? 

Witness* I would ask you to assist me in amending the libel laws. 

C* Certainly, if they are unfair. But first, of what have you to 
complain ? 

W* If you will allow me, I will tell you first what we’ [consider 
just, and then what we feel to be unjust. 

C, If you please ? 

W. We have not the slightest objection to any statute that really 
protects the pubKo from unwarrantable and unjustifiable attacks in 
the columns of a newspaper. It is manifestly to the interest of 
every journalist who has the dignity of his profession at heart, to 
lend every assistance to the crushing of really scurrilous publications. 

C. Yes. And you think that the libel laws go further than this ? 

W, Trnq.uestionably. Their present condition is such as to offer 
a direct incitement to unscrupulous and needy adventurers to com- 
mence frivolous actions against respectably conducted journals, for 
the obvious purpose of extorting black m^. Only the other day 
one of the Judges remarked that this class of actions now formed 
the most important branch of the work carried on in the Courts. 

C. I fancy Mr. Justice Manistt made that observation, 

W. I think so, and Mr, Justice Day delivered himself of words to 
the same effect. But these actions which come into Court form but 
a fraction of the total number of proceedings either commenced or 
threatened. In many instances proceedings^ are initiated by specu- 
lative solicitors, who look for their reward in the costs they obtain. 
It is a known fact that some of these gentlemen actually watch the 
columns of various newspapers, with a view to ferreting out personal 
allusions likely to be productive of libel proceedings. 

C, Really ! This is a most extraordinary statement. 

W* But one that can be substantiated. There is a case on record 
in which an action was actually commenced before any authority to 
proceed had been given by the person alleged to be libelled. 

0* I suppose tMs afiects counti^ papers more than London ones ? 

W* Possibly ; for in the Provinces, where journalism (especially 
in remote districts) is not so prosperous as in the Metropolis, a mere 
threat of an action for Hbel has the most disquieting effect. Many 
a proprietor, sure of the justice of his cause, pays a sum down to 
avoid further litigation. 

0, But surely if he persevered he would gain his cause, plus costs, 
from the plaintiff who had been so unwise as to sue him 

TT* But suppose that plaintiff is a man of straw, without a penny 
in his pocket, what remedy has the unfortunate defendant then ? 

O. 1 see your point, w ell, what do you suggest ? 

W* That matters may be made better by the passing. of a Bill, in- 
troduced by Sir AlLoebkon Bohthwick, and which wul come] on for 
its Second Reading on the 28th of the present month. 

C. "What are the provisions of this measure ? 

W, 1, The extension of absolute privilege to accurate reports of 
all meetings or offiLoial notices, which it is right and proper should be 
published. 2. The limiting of the sums to be recovered (when 
neither malice nor gross ne^gence can be proved) to such damages 
as the plaintiff can show that he has really sustained by the pubHea- 
tion of the hbel, 3. The prevention of repeated actions for tiie same 
libel, and 4. The enlargement of the power of Judges to order im- 
pecunious plaintiffs to find security for costs. 

C. How about Criminal Prosecutions for hbel? 

W* By this measure this would also be restricted, and a defendant 
would be allowed to appear as a witness on his own behalf. 

C. The proposed Act seems in every way reasonable. I hope it is 
well supported. 


W. It is backed in the Commons by such representative men as 
Mr. John Mosley, Mr. La.wson, Mr. Jennings, Dr. Cahehon, and 
Sir Albert Rollit. I am glad to say that Mr. Dwyer G-ray (a 
distinguished member of the Nationalist party) is also giving the 
measure a most cordial support. 

C* Good ! With such persons to back the Bill, it should be passed 
without any difiGLculty, "What can I do for you ? 

W* I should be very glad if you would kindly inform the pubhc 
that Sir Algernon’s measure does not in any way lessen the respon- 
sibihty of proprietors to keep their newspapers free from real libel, 
but merely protects them firom vexatious prosecution and conse- 
quent black-mail, 

C* I wih see that the matter is mentioned in the proper quarter. 

[The Witness* thanking the Commissioner for his courtesy^ 
then withdrew* 


THREE VIEWS OE JUSTICE. 


In England. — Prisoner before a Police Magistrate. 

Brisoner* Please, your Worship, I wish to tell you that 

Magistrate* Stop, I can hear nothing from you without warning 
you that anything you say may be taken down in writing and used 
against you at your trial. 

Bris* But, 1 must insist that I really did do 

Mag* No, no, I refuse to hear you ! It is contradictory to the best 
traditions of our law, that you should incriminate yourself. 

Bris* But I insist that it was I who 

Mag* Silence I I will not hear you ! I tell you that you are 
doing yourself harm. It is the aim of Justice to give every one in 
England a chance of getting off, whether guilty or not guilty. 

Bris* But it is not a question of guilty or not guilty. I frankly 
confess 

Mag* Confess I The man must be mad 1 1 Let him be removed. 

In France. — Prisoner before a Juge. 

Bnsoner* I can assure Monsieur that I am innocent. 

Juge* Pig! Scoundrel! Liar! 

Bris* But I am not a liar, for I say I did not commit the crime. 

Juge* I will not hear you tell such a deliberate untruth I It is a 
scandal — an inf amjr 1 

Bris* But, Monsieur, I protest— 

Juge* Did you not say when we dined together that'you had done 
the deed ? 

Bris* No ; Monsieur, a thousand times, no I 

Juge* Bnt I say a thousand times, yes ! There was ”a shorthand 
writer taking down your confession, concealed beneath the ta"ble. 

Bris* Oh, my mother ! 

Juge* It is of no service to you to appeal to your mother ! Your 
mother has a scoundrel for her son ! 

Bris* Oh! 

Judge, You need not weep— it will avail you nothing ! 

Bris* But at least tell me when I made this famous confession ? 

Judge* After you had taken four bottles of brandy, and were 
attempting to wind up your watch with a corkscrew. Let him he 
removed. 

In Utopia.— Prisoner before a Representative of Common Sense. 

Prisoner* To avoid e35)ense and anxiety I wish to confess. 

Representative* Certainly I will not stop you, if you are suffering 
from neither hysteria nor dementia. 

Bris* I am perfectly sane, and was never calmer inl'my life. 

Rep* Have yon witnesses who can corroborate your statements ? 

Bris. Assuredly. But not only this, everything I did connected 
with this sad affair was in the presence of third parties. 

Rep* Very wen. Let him be removed. ! 


Mr. Punch.’ s Congratulations to Two Kising Young Men« 

Mr. Jeune, the well-known ecclesiastical counsel, has “taken 
silk.” His persuasive addresses in Court were always delivered in 
a taking silty tone. He is now Q-.C., and will in future fill the 
r^le of “ Fort Jeune Premier*^ 

Mr. Montagu Williams is also a Q..C. His work at Greenwich in 
relieving the sufferers during a time of exceptional distress, shows of 
what excellent stuff this new SOk is made. ^The poor in his district, 
who may not have so far availed themselves of the School Board’s 
kind offices as to adapt Shaespeare to their purpose and say, 
“This is a Montagu, omfriendB may yet remember him for some 
time to come as “ The Divine WnLmrs.” Everybody is saying that 
Mr. Montagu “Williams “deserves great credit” for his conduct. 
Quite so ; but he himself says, “No Credit, Cash! ” 

Charm oe a Scotch Smoking Concert.— The Pipes. 
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UncUBarum. “Thebe, Micky, my boy, don’t touch that Ni^&Tr Jam, it’ll make you in such a umn; and iitRE’s a nice 

Slice of Pudding to stop your mouth with ! ** 


Oh, wliat stories they Ve told of you, Micky, my hoy. 
They who wish Tory troops all disbanded I 
That in O. 0. M. Jam you can take any joy, 

That hy sugared decoys you are “landed.’^ 

That Home (Rule) made Jam, my dear Mick, is a slam, 
Its concocter is simply half crazy. 

What, you cock an eye at his cupboard ? Oh, fiej 
Come, Micky dear, can’t you be aisy ?j 

I tell you, dear boy. you are at the wrong jar. 

Sweets, they’re the true Sweets — of Office.’ 
This Cabinet Pudding is nicer by far 
Than Dame Oladdy’s treacles and toffies. 


’Tis merest moonshine to their side to incline, 

You must be a regular daisy. 

They ’ll just “ wipe your eye,” if their stichjaw yon try. 
Arrah, Micky, now, can’t you be aisy ? 

With me and brave Akthuk what times you have spent. 

We are making the biggest success, too. 

With that sickly stodge ^ou can ne’er be content ; 

It will make you in such a fine mess, too. 

Lean to W. O. ? That ’s all fi.ddle-de-dee. 

I know you’re not greedy, or lazy. 

Try this lovely plum-duff ; it is really prime stuff. 

Join in, Micky, and then take it aisy I 
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Long: years, Micet tnine, in the cold Tories passed, I 
Till they asked Uncle Sarum to lead them. 

With brave Arthur we ’ve risen to glory at last. 

Eads tempt you, dear Mick I Do not heed them I ! 

Turn, turn from their cupboard; Grand Old M!other 
Who keeps it, is wicked, and crazy. [Hubbard, 

Don’t Imger, don’t look ! On the G. 0. M.’s hook. 

Dear Micky, you could not be aisy ! 


LENTEN DISCOURSES. 


Among- other valuable works for this penitential 
season is a treatise on Gout by Dr. Robson Roose, 
which has already run through several editions— a feat 
remarkable in a gouty volume— and soon there will be a 
new truth in a re- adaptation of the old proverb, “ Chacun 
d sa Goutte” Not the least useful are the foot-notes, as 
might be expected, and if the rules herein given are rigidly 
obeyed, any gouty subject of Her Gracious Majesty will 
be cured of the malady in toe-toe. Diet is everything, or 
nearly everything, and in order to keep this well before i 
his patients. Dr. Rooss might start a set of Chambers for 
Gouty Persons in the locality where “ Scrubinda the ! 
Fair” once dwelt, namely, “Dyott Street, Bloomsbury 
Square*’ — ^if stiU. existing. One cure, old-fashioned, 
perhaps, but none the worse for that, the learned Doctor 
has omitted, which is, in the words of the old song — 

Puucb cures tbe gout, , 

The colic and the phthisic. 

In fact so efficacious has the remedy been in the last- 
mentioned case that the latest dictionary marks the word 
as “ obsolete.” When will the gout be obsolete ? Sup- 
pressed gout, forsooth I suppress it altogether. Dr. 
Robson Roose’s antigouty (or ain’t-I-gouty !) menus are 
becoming the order of tne evening, and will supersede 
all others, as, par excellence^ “ diners d la Roose.^^ 


A Case to which a Barrister objects.— A Fee- j 
nominal one. 

Sue Punch- and- Judicb,—W e trust he will be found 
“ a Good ‘ Templer,’ ” after all. 


m 



EXPERIENTIA DOCET. 

The Yicar of Sheffield has been trying a new departure. Havmg 
interested himself in procuring work for the Unemployed, m order 
to test its quality he has taken a turn in the Stone-yard himself. 
He appears not particularly to have relished the experiment, yet, as 
a contemporary has pointed out, it seems to be one that miglR be 
imitated with much advantage in many^ quarters. Fancy Lord 
Sausbury, for instance, practically testing the working of the 
Coercion Acts by passing twenty-four hours, with a plank-bed 
thrown in, in an Irish gaol ; or Sir Charles Warren, purposely 
disguised as a Trafalgar Square loafer, summarily run m by one of 
his own irrepressible underlings ; or, for the matter of that, imagine 
Mr. Gladstone boycotted in Ireland by mistake by ms Natioi^ 
League friends, wno, according to his teaching, dont know" the 
meaning of the word “ outrage,” and never have recourse to it at all. 
The fact is, most men have a great deal to say upon matter^on- 
cerning which they have no sort of experience whatever. \Vnat 
does “ G.,” the confident Times Correspondent, know about the pre- 
vailing distress ? Precious little, at least the smallness of the 
quantity makes it precious. It is for the teachingjand 
of such outsiders that the recent conduct of the Yicm of Shemeld 
calls for special commendation. For his turn at the Stone-yard he 
deserves the best th anka of all those who are earnestly intere^ed in 
finding some practical solutions for the many staggering 
plexing questmns that are just now occupying pubho attention. 

A NOTE AND A OUERY. 

There were three first-rate speeches on the occasion of the| 
Theatrical and Musical Sick Fund Dinner at the Metropole iMt 
Wednesday, as there could not very well help being, with young Mr. 
Lawson, M.!p., in the chair, and Mr. Sala and Mr. Rdmuot Yates on 
their legs. We quite agree with the general sentiment there ex- 
pressed, that all these Theatrical and Musical Funds shoffid be 
amalgamated in “ one great whole,” At present it appears there is 
one very great hole— in the purse of this particular chanty, whose 
funds, according to the Chairman, are at a very low ebb. 
i We trust that “a meetmg like this” ^1 ‘ make amends, 
and mark the Turn of the Tide. There is only one question, 


which we ask in no casing spint, with regard to all charitable ! 
banquets, and that is, Is a “big feed’.’ absolutely necessary to 
insure attendance, donations, and subscriptions ? It is, of ^urse, 
‘*so English, you know.” But would it not be a custom more 
honoured in the breach than the observance,” .and would not an 
afternoon or evening gathering, with popular Chairman and Speakers 
in their places, cost far less, and then the n^o^.^y which 
otherwise have been spent on the eating and drimang should of 
course go to replenish the coficers of the fund t Is ^eargumen^m 
ad stomachum essential? It ought not to be. ^e th^e no other 
means by which a stiR more satisfactory result may be obtamed, 
except by these fare methods ? 

BAG AND BAGGAGE. 

« The Office of Petty Bag, worth eight hundred pounds per annum, is now 
extinct, and will not be filled up.”— Taper. 

Farewell, you antique Puzzle, j Or did he argue day. and. night 


left 

For modem times to guess ; 
Yours was a post which seemed to 
hear . 

The stamp of foolishness I 

Why “ Petty” ? To explain it all 


With folk who failed to see 
That fillin g Petty Bags was not 
A petty larceny ? 


Imagination fiags; 

Was there another, grander one ? 
In fact, a “ pair of bags ” ? 

Oh, did he over Royal jinks 
A mystic glamour cast ? 

Or did he “ travel for his bread, 
This bagman of the past ? 

What was his function? Did he 
Daily that Petty Bag ? [fiR 
If so, with what^material—- 


i to A petty larceny ? 

Perchance a ‘ lUcky bag” he 
bore, 

i aR A man to chRdren dear ; 

Or did he awe a Court of Law 
ae ? Whene’ er he did appear ? 

Alas! that Bag is empty.now. 

Its strings are left untied ; 

One relic more of days of yore 
ead, Cast ruthlessly aside ! 

About the saving of the cash 
i he It will not do to brag ; 

[fiR Eight hundred pounds is, after 
all, 


With rock, or stone, or slag ? I Only a petty bag I 

SoMKtHras ms .‘\A &oBTnta]PxESOH.”— The Csism of the 
Jockey Club. - 



PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


[FBBRUiRT 25 , 1888 , 


GRANDOLPHIAN RUMOURS. 

OvXUdfrom, tTie Gontvimial Press, 

_ Lobs Eabdoeph Getibchih asb ihe Czae. — S till further revela* 
tiona are now forthcoming which pat the nature of the great free- 




C 


-V 





I I K^\r/^c/ ^ / 




^ J Caw/v 






Grandolph wandering. 




handed English politician’s negotiations at St. Petersburg beyond a 
doubt. Russia giving the signal by taking Vienna by a coup de 
main, a combined Anglo-Russian Fleet will bombard Constantinople, 
and several Mediterranean ports. This will bring Germany into the 
field, and give France her chance to cross the frontier. She will be 
assisted in this by England, who thro\mg 250,000 men into Belgium, 
and as many more as she can spare into the Baltic provinces, will 
wheel down on to Berlin from the iN'orth. A re-division of Europe 
will be the result, in which half of Germa^ and the whole of the 
Balkan States will disappear altogether. His Lordship has not yet 
communicated his scheme to Lord Salisbubt, but he is confident 
that, though not exactly on the lines of his traditional policy, he will 
“ talk him into it ” in less than ten minutes. 

Lobd Randolph Chtjbchill and the Geand Llaha op 
THiBBT.~The distinguished English statesman, it is now confi- 
dently reported, met the great Asiatic potentate, who happened to 
be paying a visit the other day to Moscow in disguise. An animated 
conversation is said to have ensued, in which the Irish question, in 
which the Llama appeared to take a lively interest, the last Report 
of the London School Board, the overland route to China, and the 
booking for the Drury Lane Pantomime were exhaustively discussed. 
On his Lordship promising to secure the Llama a good engagement 
at the 'Westminster Aquarium in the event of his ever paying a visit 
to London, the latter undertook to settle the little di&oulty that has 
recently arisen at Sikkim, and the meeting terminated on both sides 
with an expression of the most cordial sentiments. 

Lobd Randolph Churchill, and the Kino op the Cannibal 
Islands.— The clever and enterprising British diplomatist was intro- 
duced to His Majesty yesterday, and the interview is said to have 
been in every way satisfactory, the King, on the conclusion of the 
palaver, insisting on investing the distinguished statesman in 
i question with a collar of human noses. A commercial treaty, 
granting reciprocal advantages, inoluding the right of natives to 
have the free run of the southern shores of the Isle of Wight, where 
they shall be at liberty to devour each other, the local Coastguard, 
or other inhabitants, was rapidly drawn up, and Lord Randolph 
warMy expressed his confidence that the Premier would sanction 
its signature with cordial enthusiasm. 

Lord Randolph Churchill and the President op the 
French REPUBUc.-^It is thoroughly understood in well-informed 
circles that the meeting of the brilfiantex-Cabinet Minister and Pre- 
sident Carnot has led to the happiest results. An offensive and 
defensive alliance, the cession of the Channel Islands, the neutrali- 
sation of Malta, and the evacuation of Egypt are said to have 
been the prominent items of a treaty which Lord Randolph had no 
hesitation in assuring the French Government he 'could get Lord 
Sai^burt at any moment to accept. Though spee^ation on the 
subject is still rife, the youthful statesman is said to have expressed 
mmself, both publicly and privately in all circles, with such 
thorough assurance in reference to it, that no surprise is expressed 
on the Bourse at the continued downward tendency of aU foreign 
securities. * - - . . . 

L^oed lEAOTOira Pope.— His. Holiiess 

yesterday granted an audience to the youngTEnj^sh statesman, n-nd 


after an interview that, report says, lasted five hours and a half, was 
pleased to express Idmself as highly gratified with the result. It is 
understood that a couple of Nuncios will forthwith be appointed to 
St. James’s, and that a British representative will be sent to the 
Yatican. It appears that His Lordship assured in turn successively ’ 
thirty-seven Cardinals, on whom he subsequently called, that 2 
Lord Salisbury did not immediately “see” the arrangement, on it 
being explained to him, he would undertake to make him do so 
“in two twos.” 

Lord Randolph Churchill and the Shah.— The interview 
which was of a most interesting character, came off to-day, His 
Majesty stipulating partly in bad French and partly through an 
interpreter, that, in consideration of his undertaking certain 
obligations in regard to Russian action in Afghanistan, Lord Ran- 
dolph should open negotiations with the Alhambra Company, 
Limited, with a view to the despatch of their entire corps de 'ballet to 
Teheran by an early mail. It was also understood that in the event 
of the Shah paying a visit to London in the course of next year, and 
there being some difficulty a'bout putting him up again at Bucking- 
ham Palace, his Lordship should arrange to hire the Agricultural 
Hall or some other suitable building SEording the required ac- 
commodation for His Majesty and his attendant suite. Lord Ran- 
dolph having received the Grand Cross of the Order of the Blue 
Hyaena in paste, and assured His Majesty that it would be “all 
right ” with Lord Salisbury, who had given him carte blanche to 
act as he thought best, then withdrew iu boisterous spirits, and the 
interview, that had been characterised throughout by a great deal of 
good-humoured badinage, abruptly terminated, 

A subsequent-report announces that His Lordship was also about to 
visit the Chief Archimandrite, the Emperor of Brazil, the King of 
the^BELGiANS, the Sheik-al-Islam, the Ex-Khedive, Mwanga, the 
Ameer of Afgbcanistan, Prince Bismarck, and the Sultan of 
Morocco; and that, owing to his exuberant intellectual activity, 
and boundless confidence in his ability to^ twist the present British 
Cabinet round his little finger, the liveliest interest was already mani- 
fested in the diplomatic outcome of the various projected interviews, 
the details of wMch will no doubt be forthcoming in a later edition. 


BONNY DUNDEE I 
l^&w Version, as sung by Lord Sd-sb-ry, 

Before the Election. 

To the Dundee Electors our General spoke : 

“ Ere the Queen’s crown goes down I will strike a good stroke ; 
And let every man who loves Union and me. 

Poll for General Daly at Bonny Dundee. 

Then up with Coercion, and down with the Plan ! 

Let every true Yoter do all that he can ; 

Send Firth to the right-about-face, and put me 
At the top of the poll, boys, iu Bonny Dandee ! ” 

After the Election. 

Hurrah I Their majority ’s down by a fourth I 
There are Unionists, Gladdy, you see, in the North, 

More than four thousand of them, my Gladdy, you see. 

Have followed our Standard at Bonny Dundee. 

Then up with the Crimes Act, and down with the Plan I 
E’eu the Scots are deserting their own Grand Old Man. 

Ah I tremble, false Rads, in your premature glee, 

You have not seen the last of my Tories and me. 


A LIBERAL UNIYERSITY APPOINTMENT. 

'W’b see that W, S. Lilly, the Huxley-tackler in the Fortnightly 
Review, has been appointed by the Cambridge Senate one of the 
“Lightfoot” Examiners. We do not wish to paint the Lilly, but 
reaUy he must be a most accomplished gentleman, unless we mis- 
understand the nature of his new duties. “ Lightfoot Examiner ” 
must surely be a Terpsichorean Professor, who examines those 
Undergraduates who are studying for the ballet as a profession. Or, 
perhaps Lightfoot is a “ derangement ” of syllables, and it ought to 
be “Footlight” Examiner, w^ho would have to set the papers for 
such A.D.C. Cantabs who may be thinking of going on the Stage. 
Will Girton f oUow suit, and: appoint Madame Kattib Lanner as their 
Lightfoot Examiner, and “ The Jersey Lily” as the Footlight Pro- 
fessor ? Clearly, steps in the right direction. But we ’re progressing 
by leaps and bounds nowadays. 

Approfriate Sign foe a new Tavern with a Grill-Room.— 

[ “ The Tudor Monarchs !— celebrated- for Steaks and Chops.” 

I iw ; . „ , . 

Prof^sor HERKOHni^' OpmoN of English Pictqrial^ Arse*— 
“ All ‘ Walker,’ ’’—that is,' it would be all the better if it were. 
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TWO FAMOUS TRYSTING-SPOTS. 

Colonel Sir Talbot Ironsides (of the Scotch Blubs) and toung Reginald Strongi’th*arm (of the Life Guards Grey) 
are the two Finest Men in London, and as such are visible a long way off ; so that, in crowded Ball-room'^, Young 
People hate got into a way of makintg use of them, saying to each other, as the case may be— “ Meet me at Sir Talbot 
for the Highland Sohottisohe ! ’" or ^'Bb at Reggie Strongi’th’arm at a Quarter past Twelve, and I will comb and take 
YOU DOWN to Supper.” &o., &o. 


^^SUCH GOOD JBOYS!^" 

Oh, please, Sir I Oh, don’t, Sir.I You will not want that^ Sir, 
That nasty new hirch hung np there on the wall. 

Lor! you might as well threaten poor boys with the “ Cat,” Sir* 
We ’re sure that this half you won’t need it at all. 

We mean to be good, oh, we do. Sir, indeed I 
{Aside,) 

Keep it up, keep it up, and we ’re hound to succeed I 

So naughty last term ? Well, we fear that we were, Sir, 

The tasks, Sir, you see, were so thundering stifiE. 

Ah, yes, we did, some of us. Sir, play the bear. Sir, 

The naughty pea-shooter, the nasty sly whiff ? 

Quite true ; hut this half we shall all be all right. 


How then, you young fool, keep that sguirt out oE sight I 

You see, Sir, last term, Sir, the Masters were new, Sir : 

We hadn’t got used to ’em, Sir, that ’s a fact. 

Took sights at yourself on the sly, Sir ? Too true, Sir. 

(No use to deny it when caught in the act.) 

But never again. Sir, will I “ cut a snook.” 

iAside,y 

Now then, Charlie, put on a pleasanter look I 

It wasn’t me, Sir, as I told you last term, Sir, 

’Twas — ^welL never mind, for a fellow can’t sneak ; 

^ wrongfully charged— well, a worm. Sir, 

W^ turn, Sir, at that. But I do feel so meek, 

So mild, BO magnanimous, somehow, this half I 
{Aside,) 

Now then, “stash that grin, or he ’H'think it’s aJl chaff ! 

i!£e keep them in order, Sir ! Well, Sir, I tried, Sir, 

Bnt nothing like what I will try, Sir, this time. 


I ’ve got all the best biggest boys on my side, Sir. 

There ’s Morley and Harcouet, Sir '! Oh, Sir, it ’s prime, 
Why even Parnell, here, means working like fun, 

{Aside,) 

Back up, or he ’ll twig you as sure as a gun I] 

We’re all simply longing ioT lessons. Sir, yes, Sir, 

Just ain’t we, now, Charlib ? We ’U work, day and night, 
And if, Sir, you Masters should get in a mess, Sir, 

We’ll labour like niggers to put the things right, 

For oh, Sir I we do take such pride in the School ! 

{Aside,) 

Don’t scowl, or you’ll crab the wRole thing, you young fool ! 

The old rod worn out ? Oh, now come, don’t say that, Sir, 
There ’s lots of it left, all you ’U wan’t, Sir, I ’m sure. 

A Master so nice in that seat never sat, Sir. 

(He grins like a plump Cheshire Cat, the old Cure I ) 

We ’ll help you to make it a rare term all round, 

(Aside,) 

He ’ll say so before we have done, I ’U be bound ! 

DnrC t take down that birch ; it ’s as big as a broom, Sir ; 

Disgrace to the School to re<iuire such a thing. 

Perhaps for improvement there may be some room, Sir ; 

But all the bad boys, Sir, last half had their fling. 

Now, Paddies and all, we mean being so good I 
{Aside,) 

But don’t holloa, old boy, till you’re out of the Wood I 


The St. Martinbt of Tours, — ^The “Grand Tour” used to be 
considered indispensable as the finish of polite education. It is 
equally valuable nowadays, and raw young lads have only to be 
handed over to a Cook, and after one good turn they’ll be fit for 
any table. 
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PUNCH TO JOSEPH. 

{Air — Obvious^) 

Joe Chajibeelain, my Joe, Sir, 
When first away you went, 

Loud croaked the party raven, 

With sinister content. 

But now the dead-lock ’s over— 

At least you tell us so— 

Rads— well, they hardly hless you 

notOi 

Job Chamberlain, my Joe ! 

Joe Chamberlain, my Joe, Sir, 

We yet may meet rougrh weather ; 
The question is, I fear, Joe, 

Not settled altogether. 

But Canada and John, Joe, 

Friends, hand in hand, should go. 
Fix that, jT’ll bless you anyhow, 

Joe Chambehlain, my Joe, 




Mem. eoe “ The Church and 
Stage Guild.”— Should a Temple of 
the Drama be erected in London, the 
Rev. Stewart Headlam, who has 
always taken so kindly an interest in 
the Stage, ought to be elected as one of 
the Minor Canons of Dramatic Art. 




; ; 


Appropriate. — When there ’s 
another change, let Mr. Sexton be 
member for Bury. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The Sixth and last volume of Lady Burton’s luxuriously hou-^i 
edition of her husband’s Arabian Nights ^ prepared for household 
reading by Justin McCarthy, M,P., has now appeared. Sir Rich- 
ard’s edition is the “ Strong Burton” not for household consump- 
tion; while the Lady Isabel’s is “Burton drawn mild,” pure in 
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quality and clear as unclouded amber. The “ Terminal Essay,” 
which being unadulterated Burton treble, or rather Basso-profondo, 
must have made My Lady shudder and Justin McCarthy clear his 
glass, is especially interesting, discussing as it does the date and 
origin of the Tales, and giving a panegyric on Al-Islam which will 
afford Canon Isaac-Taylor— the ecclesiastical Sartor Icesartus— 
orientally inclined, some considerable insight into Mohanmmdanism, 
which may be of use to him at the next English Church Congress. 
H. E. Cardinal Manning will be pleased to find that Mohammed, 
besides abolishing the use of wine and denouncing gambling, was 
“the first to establish a poor-rate.” , ,r 

In the Second Yolume of the Kenri/ Irmng Shakespeare, Mr. 
Frank Maurttatb has “ warbled his foot-notes,” not “ wild,” and 
certainly not ‘ ‘ tame,” but carefully considered, and most welcome 
to the critical student and to the uninstructed casual reader. Ux 
these notes I prefer those on the historical plays in this volunie to 
those on the Comedies, among which latter is to be reckoned, ac^rding 
to Mr. Frank Marshall— who is always most frank— Tam%ng 


of the Shrew, a work that in the opinion of “F. M. the Duke,” is 
not “an outrageous farce.” Isn’t it? Read the “business” of the 
scene, and then imagine all that must be done on the stage besides 
what is set down. In action it is a rough-and-tumble farce, which 
no doubt a considerable portion of a sixteenth century audience, 
accustomed to bear-fights and brutalities, were quite capable of 

F. Mi”,^erms the repartee between Tetruehio and Kate, Act n. 
Sc.l, “bright and lively.” Well, ^perhaps it was so considered in 
Shakspearian and J onsonian (not J ohnsonian) 
days, when punning was a fashion ; but at 
the present time such word-playing would 
be as duU to a nineteenth century audience 
as would be the horse-play, except when in- 
troduced in its legitimate place, a pantomime. 

As a comment on Mr. Marshall’s opinion, 
i two- thirds of the lines in this scene are 
marked (in this edition) as to be advan- m 

tageously omitted in representation. The 
play is farcical, with the exception of 
Katherine^ s speech in the last Act; but ^ 

perhaps it was altogether quite up to the 
mark of the enlightened audience for whom 
it was intended, namely, Sly the Cobbler, Balancing his book, 
who drops off to sleep during the very first 
scene, wakes up once, and is then “ in the arms of Porpus ” tiU the 
conclusion of the play, when he is supposed to be taken away and 
put to bed. . , ^ •J. £ 

Mr. Gordon Browne’s illustrations have the great merit of 
being dramatic, and untheatrical. The Dance of Clowns in the 
Midsummer Night's Dream is conceived in a truly humorous 
spirit. F. M.’s notes to Richard the Second— n play full of 
strikingly beautiful passages— are excellent, especially the one on 
the awfully tragic scene of the death of Cardinal Beaufort, who, as 
a matter of historical 6iot, made a truly Christian end. But genius 
is above history, and such stubborn^ thmgs as facts must be kicked 
out of the way for genius to have its true course. If Shaksp eare 
had sacrificed a grand dramatic effect to plain unadorned ^uth, the 
world would have been deprived of this great scene in Richard the 
Second, Once more our congratulations to the Frankest of Frank 
TVf AT?sTTATT.a for Yolumo Two. “We’re a getting on,” quoth, still 
at your service, The Baron db Book W orms. 


Purely Proeessional, — After an optical examination by Mr. 
Anderson Cbitchett, who is Mr, Punch s own “ Member for E/c,” 
a military patient was encountered in the street by a merry friend, 
who asked what “ the Critohett on the hearth ” had said to make 
him look so cheerful. The Colonel replied, “My boy, he simply 
said, ‘ Eyes Right 1 ’ MarchonsJ ” 
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A DEFINITION. 

{ Virginibus puerisgue . ) 

“■Why, Tobt, you look like a Ohekub ! ” "What js'a Oheehb?” 
" Oh — ^A Chekttb is a — a — a sort of converted Cupid ! ” 


SOMETHING EISHTI 

{2%e Story of a Oreat Success.) 

Tm Statesn^ sat in his study pondering over the difficult problem, the 
solKtwn of which had been the cause of his expatoiatioa. 

What shall I do P ” he ask^ himself. " I cannot disagree with both, and I 
refuse to agree with neither. What shall I do P ” 

He looked at his glass, crowded with cards of invitation to banquets. " They 
SM all oTOr,” he murmu^ “ My task is done ! Hot one left ! and here am I 

Md unaffie^to ffliftt vacant, for am I not far away, 

i, beU, smd requested thattheEepresentativeof the Dominion 

shoffid be brought before him. The Eepresentative, obedient to his oaU, appeared. 

friend, said the Statesman, clasping: the other^s hand, “you 
.Know how I feel for you, how anxious I am to serve you, how I would, theoreti- 
cal^, sacrifice the ^t drop of my life’s blood to protect your interests.” 

toucto^^”^™'*^^* touching ! Painf ally 

bravest of men 1” exclaimed the Representative, when he had 
^ emotion. ^ know your value. We welcomed you as the 
regard you as the sweet pledge of affection sent 
^ bind us to hOT with bands of steeL” 

aT,nr2!?l’t.® A ^® gently, do not speak of steel— brass is more 

ap^pnat®. And now let me hear you urg^e your case once more.” 

reputed the arguments that had already been pro- 
inclusively that It was a matter of life and deatt. that the 
a ‘ P®®P^® 

Statesman. « All you say seems so 

, “ ts indeed,’’ was the rejoinder. “ Ah, it was a happy hour for us when 

®^,,®*t>itrator. We teow that everybody wanted you in 

CT^tot i^tf^ ?tw *’‘® ®®-?® "^ti you wia the 
remct^ee , that every momeut of your absence was erudced to ns I 

; ffiwyrto^irt tf^P^e yM 


“ It was indeed,” admitted the Statesman, and then 
he pondered once more, knitting his brows and burying 
himself in deep thought. Deep thought I The very 
deepest ! 

‘ ‘ And you tell me that the fate of your adopted country 
depends upon my decision?” he asked, at length. 

It does indeed,” was the reply. 

“ You say that the other side will not give in ? ” 

An affirmative was again the answer. 

“ Eureka I ” the Peacemaker cried, after a pause; “ I 
have it ! If the Government of the United States will 
not give in, there is but one way out of the difficulty. If 
they won’t give in, you must I ” 

And handing the Representative' a faded orchid as a 
memento of his visit, the Statesman wiped the tears from 
his eyeglass and started for Europe I 


COMma TO THE POINT. 

Palmam qui meruit ferat! Of course 
That maxim, when read with the caution that ’s proper, 
Applies with exceptional force to the Force. 

Punoh has often to cry “ good as gold is the ‘ Copper,’ ” 
But when his peculiar metal seems “ brass,” 

And when he indulges in lies and foul lingo. 

And shows he ’s a bully as well as an ass, 

The Public gets doubtful, and Punch cries Distinguo ! 
An Endacott is not for ever a j oy 
(Though cooky might deem him a true thing of beauty), 
And though Waueen swears, “I believe you, my Blot,” 
Unijuestioning faith is not Punches sole duty. 

His business is into the truth to inquire. 

Remember one thing — it will spare much disaster — 
That is, your Policeman is rather like fire — 

“ A very good servant, but very bad master I ” 

“AGAIN, WE COME TO THEE, SAYOYI” 

A BBIOHT little Operetta, called Afr«. Jarrami^ s Geniog 
the music by the Brothers Cellieu, has been added to 
the programme of the Savoy with good results. The 
plot IS ]^t very novel, and strongly suggests one of the 
^st of the Gebman Reed’s Entertainments, The Indian 
; but for all that the trifle is amusing. Perhaps 
the best acted character in the Operetta is Ben-Zoh-Leen, 
a part which seems to suit Mi. John Wilkinson down 
to ^e ground, or rather under it, as the Genie is supposed 
to have had a rise in station when he became connected 
with the Jarramie household. Hia parlour magic was 
most amusing, and, after a song descriptive of a parlia- 
mentary career, his exit, although evidently modelled on 
‘the Teapot Shuffle” of Tea-Cup-and-Sorcerer Geos- 
SMiTH, was decidedly funny. 

^ The Operetta is a trifle light as air, but quite suffi- 
cient to raise the wind, and give that extra puff to the 
sails of H.M.S. Pinq/bre, refitted, and thoroughly sea- 
worthy, that is, well worth seeing, of which Captain 
^ thought the good old ship 

— ( Good Old Ship” suggests Brighton, also Bacon and 
o^^^SPEABE !) — stood in need. Another season will pro- 
bably elapse before a new vessel is launched :&om the 
dockyard of the Gilbert and Sullivan works. 

BEFORE WICKET.” 

** •. V Whether any imdue advantage rests with the batsman 
or with the bowler under the existing laws of cricket, and, if so, 
what steps should be taken to remedy this defect.” 






Dr. Punch hastens to suggest an obvious “remedy.” 
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before House met, crossing Palace Yard, clothed* and in his right name. Picton of Leicester I ” cried Pasneli, a flush oi pleasure flaming 

“ Toby,” said he, “ I want your adyice. We 're going, yon know, on his pallid brow. “The very man.” 
to raise question of Privilege this afternoon. Should be effectively So it was settled. Questions over, Pjcton 1986 denotmced as a 

done, or left alone. Mean to get an English Member to open fire, breach of Privilege conduct of Police in arresting Petebl 0 HsiEisr on 
Who shall it be ? Want somebody the very sight of whom will Friday, thinking they had grasped Gilhooiy. Motion seconded by 
strike terror into the breast of the brave Baiboto and make Smith .that other fierce Parliamentary Meander, Walti® McLAHTasr ; 
shiver in his shoes. Want the kind of man who, if he only stood up, Parnell and his merry men meanwhile, “ lay ^ow and said numn.” 
folded his arms, frowned on Ministers, and sat down again, would Tactics answered admirably. Ministeri^ts paralysed. ^ Home 
nearly frighten life out of them. You remember Don Diego Peres, Secretary, on beh^ of Government, Mtered explanation and 
how, at the siege of Xeres, he lost his sword, but subsequently made apology. Old Morality, earlier m sitting, had been grappled with 
greater havoc with an olive-branch he picked up ? by Beablaugh, who pertinaciously wants to know about certain 

Loud, loud he blew his bugle, sore troubled was his eye, cheques said to have passed b^ween the ana one Peters. 

Bht by God’s grace, before Ms face, there stood a tree fall Mgh, TMs new attack completed prostration. Coxuan t nave pounced on a 

An olive tree with branches strong, close by the wall of Xeres, fiy if it had settled on his nose. 

* Yon goodly bough will serve, I trow,’ quoth Bon Diego Pbebs. Everything going on admirably till Henry Jambs interposed and 

Who shall be our Don Diego Peres?” changed aspect of affairs. So easy not to have said anything! 
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Might have judiciotisly stayed away, as Habthstg-tok' did. But 
there he was, and must needs come to assistance of his friends, the 
victims of Paiu^ell’s successful strategy. This brought down upon 
him a personage more wrathful even than Don Diego Picxok. 
Business before House precisely of that pettifogging character to 

stir^th^ depths 

near^him as^ discussion 

citedly over J ohut Moe- 
XET to talk to Chaeles 

;^ked massive chest^of 


listening Senate, and I ^m not even a Surveyor- General of the 
Ordnance.’’ Business done ^ — More debate on Address. 


Bradlaugh wants to Icnow.’* coat-tails of retreating 

statesman, pulled him 
back on bench. Finally rose to pulverise Heney James. "What 
a glorious ten minutes he had ; his eyes flashing Are, his figure 
trembling with indignation, his voice breaking through the toils of 
weakness, and his right hand passionately smiting the palm of the 
left, as if he had literally got his old colleague in Chancery, and was 
making the most of the opportunity. Paeneli looked on with 
Tningled admiration and disappointment. 

“Picton’s very well,” he said, “ but should have been our 

Don Diego.” Business done , — Privilege Debate. 

Tuesday , — Petee O’EsiEir, yesterday a hero, to-day a disregarded 
nonentity. If Members accidentally 'catch his eye, ,they wonder why 
he is not in prison and out of the way. 

“ I think,” said Wilebid Lawsoist to Joseeh Gillis, “ there was 
a little too much fuss about it. As Baxeoue says, when an Irish 
Member is to be arrested what matter whether it happens to be 
Giluooly or O’Beibn ? In these days, when we are hardly rid of 
the Shaespeabe-Bacoit controversy, it is a little hard to have a 
Giehoolx-O’Bbien debate.” 

“I don’t know much about Shaespeaee,” said Joey B., with 
engaging frankness ; “but as to bacon I ’m oh revore, as they say 
at Parry. I don’t see what it’s got to do ’with the arrest of 
O’BEoar.” 

QTeeveiyae’ resumed debate on Address ; brought'up'SAUMEESOiT, 
who had real good time for space of an hour. Wasn’t a head peeped 
out anywhere from beneath^ the tents of the enemy opposite, but — 
Whirroo ! — the Colonel’s shillelagh came down on it. Geadstohe 
dancing mad on Front Opposition Bench. Parnellites worked up to 
condition that made them capable of something like “a howl ; faint 
echo of habitude before days of regeneration, but stni encouraging 
and hopeful for the future. T. W. Russell attempted to give 
serious aspect to conversation by delivering carefully prepared 
address, very good of its sort ; smote the PameUites hip and thigh, 
but ocoasionaliy tamed round and gave a slight rap at Government. 

“ Russell,” said David Plueket, whom every one is glad to see 
back in renewed health, “ reminds one of a phrase they have in the 
Horth of England. When a man has had a drop too much and goes 
rolling home, they say he * has business on both sides of the road.’ 
Russell, staggering along under the weight of his argument and his 
advocacy, may be said to have business on both sides of the House.” 

Business More debate on Pabitell’s Amendment to Address. 

Ash Wednesday, so didn’t meet till Two o’Clock, hours of sitting 
being thus reduced to four. Ellis ( J. E.) and Rcng-HAbmae appro- 
priated between them two hours and a half, 

“ A little long, weren’t you ?” Akebs-Douglas hinted. 

“Longer than usual, perhaps,” said Kintg-Habman-. “But now 
I’m going to have a salary, I shall have to show I earn it.” 

Hebb ^t Gladstone agreeably astonished House by capital speech, 
^miraWy delivered. Been shut up during recent years on Treasury 
Bench, but has practised in the country, and suddenly blossomed 
mto ex]^rienced debater. Something to say, and said it well, with 
free gestoes and fine voice. Young Stafpobd Hobthcote, passing 
out ^hind Speaker’s Chair, paused and stared in amazement. He 
and Hbbbebt had started Parliamentary life together. Their maiden 
speeches delivered on same evening from opposite sides of House, 
with distmguished aud delighted fathers, sponge in hand, ready to 
give each a knee after the final round. 

“And now,” said young Hobthcotb, “he’s commanding the 


Thinking of the Bo’sun. 


Thursday, — O’Bbien’ just finished his'three months of Balfoub at 

Tullamore. To-night Baxeoub has 

N. hour and forty minutes of O’Bbiee at 
w Westminster. Difficult to say which 
to^hear. ^O’BBiEE^m tre- 

months ’mshed downward 
like a cataract ; boiling with 
passion ; always seeming on 
^f carried away 

in low^ed his voice 

Thinking of the Bo’sun. gallant^ effort 

way through the torrent, hut, as^ J oseph Gillis observed, the smile 
was rather “ gashly.” House, with its appetite whetted, wanted the 
finishing touch given to the drama by Balfottb rising to reply. 
But, on the whole, he thought he would wait, aud crowded assembly 
broke up. 

Ha BCOUBT affected almost to tears. “ Come, Gobst,” 
he said to the Under-Secretary for India, sitting on 
the Treasury Bench studying new Rules of Procedure 
just out, “ you must admit that that was a fine touch 
in the last sentence, where he lifted up his voice, 
and blessed Balfoub and his policy.” 

“ Yes,” said Gobst. “ Reminds me of one r 

of ^ Mabbyat’s stories — Peter Simple, I 
think ; or is it Percival JTean f Anyhow, 
there ^ is an angry but converted Bo’ sun in 
the piece. Used to swear terribly. Seeing 
the error of his ways, now, when he wants 
to adjure anyone who .‘has offended Mm, he 
always begins with ‘ Bless your lovely eyes,’ 
and goes on to wish Mm every happiness. 

Somehow thought of the Bo’ sun when, just 

now, O’Bbien, with uplifted hand, and 

through clenched teeth, blessed our brave ^ a 

Balfoub.” tom 

Business done, — ^Debate on Address. 

Friday, — Bubble of peaceful Session burst to- 
mgbt. Exploded under feet of Goschee; nearly 
shattered Mm. A few tendencies in that direction Ml® 
aU through the evening. When G. 0. M. sat down 
after speech two hours long, Irish Members, leaping gA 

to their feet, stormed around Mm in jubilant en- 
tr^iasm. Seemed enough for one night. But La 

when he came back after dinner, there was another 
enthusiastic reception. Ten minutes later came the ?* 
news of Liberal victory at Southwark, and this laughed. 

hSs and Sappin^^^d^^”" cheering, waving 

&. P. PuLMSB £,ughed to see'eneh fun, and ©oscraiiT wished lie 
■was over the moon. 

Business Looks as if the Government’s was. 

The Bethell Case.— Poor little child of Tee-poo, o^^asBETHELL I 
to. Justice Stebu^g decided against Uts claims, wMoh somehow 
sterling justice. Had it come before three Judges 
who had taken the same view, there might have been good ground 
lor ajmeal on account of ecclesiastical bias on the part of the Judges 
who had been unanimous against a “ Little Bethell ” — nemine 
dissenttenU, ^6., not one of them being a dissenter. As it is, it 
seems rather hard on the Baralong Bride and baby. " 

“Jewel’s Apology.” — Paste. 


«G. P. FuUer 
laughed.” 
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- ^ ?TTT^ ""t u!L the con 

Snt, — Any impartial reader 'wh.o has foUowed the con- 
troversy that has recently taken place in the colnmns 
of the Times ^ between Canon Rotjtledge and Father 
Moebis on the nature of the blows inflicted on the head 
of St. Thomas, mnst admit that in his latest rejoinder 
the worthy Canon has decidedly the advantage of his 
ingenious opponent. “Let hun,” asks the Canon, 
bringing matters to a practical test, “try the experi- 
ment on some one, — not with a sword,” he considerately 
adds, “but with a stick.” That this is what the Canon 
has been doing, and has probably had a Verger, or 
perhaps even the Dean himself, down “on the flat of 
big stomach,” as the Saint was said^ to have been, and 
has been whacking ^vigorously at his head, there ^ can 
be no sort of doubt. For he relates his experience 
under the circumstances, adding that anybody who 
makes a similar attack, “will find that a blow aimed 
vertically at the crown of the head .would glance down 
either the right or the left side.” 

This appeal to practical experiment for verifying 
antiquarian theory has struck me as most happy, and, 
taking quite a morbid interest in the late controversy, 

I have already ^ acted several times on the Canon’s 
spirited suggestion, and have felled in turns my grand- 
mother, the butler, two uncles, and a tax-collector with 
an umbrella, with varying results ; yet though I have 
always aimed the blow “vertically,” to the best of my 
ability, at the crowns of their respective heads, I cannot 
say that in all cases I have succeeded in hitting them. 
Hence my experience has^ been hitherto somewhat in- 
conclusive, but I am hoping that a few more chance 
trials will afford me an opportunity of perfecting it. 

Meantime, I shall be interested in noting whether 
Father Mobeis acts upon the Canon’s hint. I have no 
doubt, could he persuade his superior, or even a lay ' 

brother or two, to let him “go for” their heads with a 

hockey stick, he might throw so much light upon the 
THERE ’S NOTHIHG- LIKE A LITTLE MUTUAL FLATTERY, matter as to considerably modify the rather hmited 

, ^ _ o T vicw to whlch he has as yet, as far as I have interpreted 

M, le Vicomte Sector du Ch-aillon. Do von know, his letters, confined himself in relation to it. Trusting 

Yoxr spio Feenoh for ze first time, 1 TAXED YOU, BY YOXiR AcoENT, FOR shall hear still Something further from him, — am, Sir, 
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THERE’S NOTHING LIKE A LITTLE MUTUAL FLATTERY. 


» Kw^w, riUFKoy<^. Veeookt 1 Oh-ay mwaw, .e yoos yoi« obedient ser^ 


A Practical Antiqttabian. 


AY VEW POOR LA PREMIAIR FWAW, J*AY PONXAY, PAR VOTER MANNYAIR DB 
VOOS HABILLYAY, DE MARSHY, AY DE MONTY A ShEVAL, KBR VOOS ETTY OON 


'The Gtreat ‘Twinge’ 


sr.”— Uout and 


Outlay I 


[_They swear etevTUil friendship, j Rheumatism. 


PLAY-TIME. 


I 'suggested last week a course (to which I admitted .there were 
many ohjeotions) for ameliorating the generally unhappy conditions 
of theatrical premieres. By presenting plays first to an audience of 
experts, many of the otherwise inevitable disadvantages of First 
Nights might be avoided. An excellent critical confrere^ who m one 
of those whom Matt Arnold styles, “ the young lions of the Daily 
Telegraph^'* roars with laughter at tMs notion of mme as ,bemg 
“ curious and comical.” . . , . i .. «c • x 

Perhaps so: yet what, in their origmal intention, were private 
views,” in artists’ studios, of the pictures before they left the easel, 
hut appeals to critical judgmeut, professional and amateur, so that 
any defects might be remedied, previous to their appearauce on the 
walls of the Academy, Q-rosvenor, or elsewhere ? 1 ^ 

that this was the only private view that occurred to the artists who 
initiated the idea. Have I not been present at genuine Private 
views ” (not one of those idiotic fashionable Sunday gamermgs wmoh 
are the abuse of the original purpose) when a thoughtful suggestion 
has been made, and has been subsequently adopted by the artist to the 
manifest improvement of the picture ? Certainly I have. 

Has not my excellent friend, as a professional critic, any ®^P®“ 
rience of being asked to read a play, and advise upon it r 
this is one step towards the production of a piece m camera. Ana 
the next step? has it not been frequently adopted ? At® 

Operas to which musical and dramatic critics are admitted before 
tl^work is made public? “What are they there for? If merely 
to write a notice, or for other joufnalistio purposes, no criticism is m 
onestion : but if it is to assist themselves in writmg a more thoughtful 
criticism than usual, then I contend that this prehmmagr b®armg 
is an aid towards an honest discharge of the critic’s duty. Bm ii the 
critics, among ■whom I include a ■variety oi experts, are there tor 
the purpose of presen^ting their notes on what they consider errors 
and delects to those responsible for the. production, then in many 
cases the public, and all concerned in brmging out the work, would 

be tbe gainers. , j i. 

Tom Taylor’s Midden Mand was heard %n camera,^ aim so have 
been, I dare say, many other pieces ; but tins case I happen to 


remember, having witnessed it, and having heard many sugges- 
tions made to the author, though, if I remember rightly, as next 
night’s performance was the public cue, this interval did not give 
sufficient time for rectification. All sorts of possible faults in 
scenery and costume might be set right if the piece were given one 
week before production in the presence of an audience composed 
not only of dramatic critics, but of other artistic experts. Tlmre 
is nothing very “curious or comical” in such a proceeding ; but 
there is something both “curious and comical” in the supposition 
of public opinion being in any way influenced by a criticism v^itten 
in “hot haste” for the mere sake of being among the first im the 
field with “ an item of news.” Jack-in-the-Box. 

Our BooKiNG-OrFiCE.— In Longman^ s Magazine for March, TjjLr. 
Rider Haggard gives us A Suggested Prologue to a Drarmtised 
Version of “ She.^^ His stage-directions are delightfully fresh. In 
the set of the scene is to be a “ Statue of Truth looming up in bach- 
groundP There are only two characters in it^ Ayesha and Aim- 
nastas. of whom the former has five speeches of seven, eight, 
nine, and nineteen lines respectively j and the latter has three 
speeches of thirteen, twelve, and nine Imes. All this taU^e-talkee 
is of the gloomiest description, and the action takes place by moon- 
light. At the finish of Ayesha^s fifth and longest speech, the stage- 
dureetion is, “ Curtain falls for an interml of two thousand years. 
Ominous this! Farewell, Mr. Rider Haggabd, for two thousand 
years. Two thousand years! O ma mere' 0 my p^or deax 
Baron de Book Worms. 

The Point of “The Lancet.” — Mr. Punch says that in this 
i case (referring to a gentle touch from it last week) he doesut see 
■ the point, nor feel it. But, on second thoughts, pomt of a 
( Lancet in a case would not be visible, even through the magnifying 

' glass of Mr. “ Oh, no, we mustn’t mention him ”-or to the acute 

L perception of Doctor hush l~no-“ his name is never heard,” 

and if Mr. Punch breathed it, no matter how breath, it 

> S he Mt in some quarter as‘.‘a p^.’’ WeU, -approbation 
) from Sir Hubert Stanley is praise indeed I 
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IN VINO VERITAS ! 

The following cnrious '’document, wliiclL has fallen into Jfr. 
PuncKs hands, and has been “done into English” by one of his 
Young Men who “ knows the language,” is evidently an extract 
from the notes of the Clerk of a Erenoh Juge Instruction, It 
would seem that the Magistrate^ with the subtle and insidious design I 
of eliciting some damaging admissions from the accused person, had 
invited him to dinner during the interrogation. Then, when he con- 
ceived that the moment was ripe, he suddenly brought to bear upon 
his unhappy guest the full power of a trained legal inteUect—a 
device which can only be excused by remembering that a French 
official is apt to take somewhat wide views of his duties in the course 
of a criminal investigation. 

We may suppose that the Clerk was previously concealed and in- 
structed to make a faithful record of the transactions, in which it is 
abundantly clear that the parties were by no means on an equal 
footing. 

Whether the precedent is worthy of being followed or not, will be 
sufficiently gathered from the official account of its working which 
begins thus : — 

]Here M. le J ugc signifies in the agreed-upon manner that I was 
to make attention^ and commence my transcript^ after which 
he maintained an impressive silence during several moments^ 
and then — ^ 

M, h Juge {as if taken ly an access of somnolence), Acoushed! 
itsh far from deshign er . . . Jushtish . . . ta’ any unfair ’vantage 
. . . young man your edueash’n an’ allurement— but boun* tell you 
behold in me no longer Hosht, — ^but ijiic) Interrogator I Ash you 
exshpeck clemenshy, I adjure you, I implore you, I counshel you, to 
—to pash the bol’ ! 

The Accused {who shows himself of an extreme phlegm). But, 

1 with all my heart. Monsieur I 


M, le J, Prepare, then, inshanly er be shubj’cted to tremendoush 
powersh of formirable legal mashine, known ash— an effort of 
memory) Juridishical— no, that ishn’t qui’ ri’— ban, what imports I 
Jur-dish-tdical ’Tenrogationsh ! 

The A, [after a silence a little prolonged), I am awaiting your good 
pleasure. Monsieur leJJuge. 

M, le J, [who has removed himself in the interval to a position 
below the Bench), On shecond thoughts, I blieve I shall De able 
orosh-egshamin’ more comforably on er floor ! 

The A, As Monsieur pleases. Will he have the condescension to 
put his question ? 

M, le J, [absently). Call me at'ah-pah sheight! 

'[Second pause. As Officer of the Courts I endeavoured with all 
respect to ’recall M. le luge’s attention to the actual position of 
affairs,‘ For some time he occupied himself in contemplating 
with an eye full of severity the Accused’s legs^ which were 
visible beneath the table, and to which he addressed himself at 
length, with a moving adjuration, characterised by touching 
sensibility, 

M, le J, Young Men, deplorable ash is your preshent poshition, 
you have, all four of you, eash onsh had a Mussher ... a Mussher 
who— well, I don’ r’member wha’ all y’r Musshers did . . . Itsh 
e^ual ! ... By that shacred name, I warn you not to ’tempt any 
kiokclandeshtin’ oommunicash’n by shigns or otherwishe while unner 
— {hie) unner that table ! 

The A, I protest, M. le Juge, that I "am but one here— I am all 
incapable of combining myselt* alone ! 

M, le J, [with an infiexion of irony), XJsheless, M’shieu. Sheek 
notto’shcapepiershingeye— erer— Law . . Come unnerer table, SMr! 

The A, [submitting himself with a shrug). Wherever Monsieur 
prefers it. 

M, le J, [with sudden choler). Who are you, M’shieu ? Depart — 
leave sher Court 1 
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OTIB. G-RANDOLPH, AS DIOGENES, SEARCHING FOR AN HONEST MAN IN SP RING GARDENS. 

aminatioii as desixed. Have I then permission to retire r Enshanted to ’ve sheen yon. To the pleashnr of meetin* yon ’gam 

M. Le J. No, M’sMeu the Aocphed, you (M have not. {mth hMnmted W^^snee ^ iaquiry Ml (hie) adjourned. Usher- 
a psweiratmydW.) Miserable yow man . .^nu have Men ^ xmsn mq y 

mtotheshnareshocunnmgly.preparedforyou... Tot have P j refuged himself in an im^Mity almost \ 

too mush vrme— you are inebriated— losht. .. Te^,teemble,toen, L ^ ^ ani <A« Accused was removed, smthng totth 

when I teU you you oan no longer yo^naA^ shelf- of the most profound. 

posseshion— your brainsh ish clouded with al—(Aic)—8looMU . . . i 

TOrire at my mershy, Shir! (Here ¥..1^ Zugf puffed 
laughter.) ’Low me er refill your clash I I— I dOT know what I 

^ 1 t *D«4> vr/vcTs 1+oTn t T fl VUltfiTfidl 


t my mersHy, »niri m. le uuge 

’Low me er refill your glash I I— I dOT know wTutt I 


CoOTESSioirs OP A PUBLKHES.— These oonteions, not being full, 
are nnsatisfactory. For once^ John Sth^q-e Winter has nipped a 
good idea in the bnd* which wonld not he strange for an ordmary 
Winter ; bnt this Winter is a very nnoommon one. 
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IN RE ‘‘WfKEHAMlST” AND “ WYKEHAMITE.” 

Littera ad Punch de excursu cujusdam parvi Etonensis, 

Litteea, quam legi hodie es jam gravis in me^ anima 
est respondeo id. 

“Quid est in nomen?” ut “ SHAKSPEARnrs ” (aut is 
qui “ Shakspeaeujs” scripsit) dixit. 

Quid refert ut “ Wykehamite ” est nomen validus 
(mighty) et “Wykehamist” est nomen nehulosus 
(“misty” vides-neP Haha!) Wykehamite est similis 


POE THE 
,T 24. 


“ Wykehamist” est similis “ scientist” (vir ^ui magnus 
in scienti^ est) “ Socialist” (homo qui est Socialis Leo) et 
“Fist” (si non intelligis quod hoc est, roga “Siriii- 
yaittjm: ”). 

Si Etonensis ridet ad nomina nostra, volo dicere “ Hie 
qui vivit in domo vitreo debet non j acere lapides.” Nam 
putal Cur sunt nna sors Etonensum vooati “Tug- 
muttonions” ? Et etiam est-ne (“ne aut num” ilia est 
interrogatio) nomen ‘ ‘ Oppidans ” ridieulum ? 

Nunc claudo hanc epistolam et peto subscribere me 
ipsum, Tuns Yere, 

“Wykehamist” ad Moes, Sed NTJHqxrAM 
“ Wykehamite.” 


The Art of Warre. 

No apology was needed from the Head Master of 
Eton for lecturing before the Aldershot Military Society 
on “ Tactics.” Why, if ever there were a man for the 
work, it is evidently Dr. Wabee. The Reverend Doctor’s 
name is suggestive of the Church Militant. He said he 
“felt timorous before such an audience.” Of course 
“ Wabee’s alarms.” Ah ! how many a lower boy could 
give an account of what the “sinews of Wabbe” are 
like I He will next lecture on “ the Block System,” and 
on the attitude of boys in the Head Master’s presence. 
Success to Dr. Wabbe, Pax Doctori Bello ! He has made 
some of them “bellow I” and, when his next birthday 
arrives, here’s swishing him many happy returns of the 
day. 

A PROPOS OE OVEBWOBKn^G YOTJKG HoEMAHN.— 
“ What ’s the odds as long as you ’re Abbey ? ” 


“WHAT A (DRAWING-ROOM) DAY WE ARE HAVING!” 

The following letter, which has been 'received at 85, Fleet Street, 
is published for identihcation : — 

My deabest Floea, Saturday, February 25. 

I AM sure that you must be dying to hear how the function 
went ofE yesterday. Oh, my dear, we had such a dreadful time of it I 
It was so bitterly cold that we nearly didn’t go at all, and Papa, who 
accompanied us, you know, in his Deputy-Lieutenant’s uniform, 
looking such a — well, you know, not looking quite his best — was in 
such a.tepaper, and used such awful language, that it was perfectly 
dreadful I The night before we didn’t go to a “ first night ” at the 
theatre because we didn’t like to take the horses out into the cold, 
and yet on Friday we kept the poor creatures waiting in the Mall for 
hours—literally hours ! Of course it is awfully nice going to a 
Drawing-room and being presented, and all that ; but in February, 
my dear, this kind of thing has its drawbacks. 

No’^ knowing you, I feel that you would like to hear everything 
from the begmnmg-— now wouldn’t you ? Well, I think I told you 
that it was decided that I should go to Buckingham Palace tbia 
because Mamma thought that the Queeh might be annoyed if 
I stayed away any longer, especially as Plaetagehetia Smithies 
was presented in time for the Jubilee. Papa was rather against it, 
and said it was “nonsense” (he is dreadfully vexing sometimes I) 
but of course Mamma ,had her way, as she always does. Mamma 
and 1 had to choose our dresses. It didn’t take me long, as a 
you know, dear, always wears white, but Mamma was 
^ j ^ really think we went to a dozen places to get the 
stuff for Mamma’s train. Mamma got at last some velvet, em- 
broidered mth pomegranates and tinsel. Then we had such a fuss 
about ■whether it should be from the shoulder d la Watteau or not. 
It was settled that it had better spring from the waist, which was 
only putting It a few inches lower, after aU. Then we had such a 
lot of visits from and to Madame Pelioed, trying on and altering, 
ttog, that I was quite weary of the affair, and 
should have liked to have backed out of it. But Mamma wouldn^ 


let me, as she said that the dear Princess would be so annoyed if I 
didn’t come, and it would be in such bad taste, considering the sad 
news from San Remo. So I persevered, and I have been. It is all 
over I But I must say, thank G-oodness I 
Well, dear, it was awfully cold on Friday morning when I came 
I down to breakfast. It had been snowing a little in the night, and 
: the pavements were quite white. Papa was very cross, because he 
I said it was “ such (something very naughty) nonsense I ” And that 
my mother was old enough to know better. I couldn’t help saying 
that I thought it would be useful to me if I went afterwards to any 
I foreign Court, Papa m an aggravating tone asked “ Why ? ” 

“Because,” I explained, “our Ambassador would have to ask us 
to all the Embassy dinners and parties if we had been presented,” 
“ Oh, would he I ” replied Papa, in a most aggravating way. Well, 
I did not stay long, but rushed upstairs to dress. Passing Mamma’s 
room I found her standing on a sheet with the whole strength of the 
I establishment putting her together. I was rather vexed at this, as I 
! thought it a shame to take Lucy, my maid, from me to dress 
Mamma. However, I was quite ready by the time the carriage 
came round for us — a little after twelve. It was such a business 
getting in I Both Mamma and I were lost in a perfect sea of velvet 
and satin surmounted by two bouquets, and were just riding off 
when JoHH touched his hat, and asked if Papa wasn’t going to 
accompany us ? Fancy, darling ! We had entirely forgotten him ! 
However,^ the oversight was repaired, and we were soon packed up 
together in the carriage as close as that dreadful Medical Student, 
Cousin Petee, calls “ Sardines in a box.” 

We got down to Buckingham Palace before one o’clock, and would 
you believe it ? — even then the Mall was full of carriages I We took 
up our position on the ranks, and then, my dear, our martyrdom 
began ! On the whole, I thought it rather fun, but Mamma was 
dreadfMy angry. A number of rude boys would stand looking 
through the carriage- window making personal remarks. They would 
insist upon giving Mamma advice about her nose (which certainly 
was very red), suggesting that we had better rub it with snow as a 
way of getting it back to its original colour. Then they would 
laugh at Papa^s spectacles. He got outside and walked about to 
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keep himself warm, hut was driyen hack into the carriage hy their 
criticism. Oh, it made him so angry 1 Well, we put down the 
hlinds, hut that didn’t do much good, as they “ talked at ” us from 
the outside, ^For nearly two hours, my dear, we had to wait before 

' were quite cordial 
to them. And, oh, dear, the cold was dreadful ! When we opened 
the window for a second we were nearly frozen ! 

Well, of course Papa caught his sword in our gowns, and then we 
took off our wraps^ in the cloak-room, and one of the servants 
gathered up my train for me, and showed me how to hold it oyer my 
arm. Then we hurried up the staircase, and, after giving up one set 
of our cards, passed into the first room. My dear, it was quite full, 
and we saw lota of people in a saloon beyond I Well, I won’t weary 
you hy telling you how we had to fight and push our way from 
apartment to apartment (sometimes getting a chair near the fire, 
when we were roasted, and sometimes a place on a settee under a 
window, when we were frozen), hut will come to my presentation. 
I was thoroughly tired and wretchedly cold, when I saw all the 
ladies who were with us (I kept close to Mamma, hut Papa had dis- 
appeared, as he was only “accompanying the ladies of his family,” 
and wasn’t going to pass before Her Majesty) getting into single 
file. Suddenly I found myself alone with two persons in Court 
costume spreading out my train behind me. I walked along, had my 
card taken from me, heard my name called out, curtseyed several 
times, walked sideways, hackedj and found someone was going through 
exactly the same performance in my place ! It was all over I 

Well, no, not quite ; for Mamma and I had to wait two hours, 
while Papa found the carriage, as that stupid John, instead ot 
coming up and looking for us, had remained on the box. , 

With best love, ever your affectionate Cousin, Millie. 

P.S.— Papa is laid up with bronchitis, and Mamma is in bed to- 
day speechless from infiuenza. I am just sending off for the Doctor, 

OXFORD MEMORANDA. 

{Picked wg on the -floor of the Union^ on Wednesday evening last) 

1. To make a good 'impression somehow. 

2. To enter the room a little bit late, and so, screwing ’em up to 
the tiptoe of expectancy, secure an ovation. 

3. Allude, with modest jocularity, to it being my first appearance 
as a speaker in that assembly. 

4. By the way, to take care to refer to it as “ This House.” 

5. Pat the youngsters who precede me encouragingly and good- 
humouredly on the back. 

6. For form’s sake, puR their Motion amiably to pieces, to show 
them what amateur debating comes to in “real Parliamentary hands.” 

7. Spring on them an entirely new and original definition of the 
“Irish duestion,” that win give them something to talk about. 

8. Try and hit the mean level of debate as agreeable to Under- 
graduates’ ears, by striking a balance between the style suitable to 
Codgers’ Hall and one of my liveliest performances in the House of 
Commons. 

9. Spice it with allusions to The Quarferl]/^ Put, Loyal Ulster, 
<S:c., and finish up with a fetching peroration. 

10. Make sure that the Times' reporter is there, and that they 
mean to give me at least four columns the next morning. 

“ An Inveterate Playgoer” (his scribble is a bit indistinct, and 
it may be “ An Inveetebbate Playgoer”) writes to ask, why our 
young man praised Mrs* Jarramte'slGenie at the Savoy, because 
* this induced hiTn to go to see it, and, being disappointed, he says 
I there ’s no “ Genie ” in it at all, and as an attraction it is “ Jarramie 
DiddlerP Did “ Invertebrate Playgoer ” ask for his money back 
again? Does he wish our young man to refund? Ask him. We 
sincerely wish he may get it. 


OUR ADVERTISERS. THEATRICAL NEW DEPART 

{If Mr* Wyndham's lead is to be followed,) 

J^RURY LANE.— Closed suddenly, tiR further Notice, 

D rury lane.— M r. Attgustus H a -ruts having arranged by 
direct Telegraphic communication with the Emperor of 
China to give a series of Representations of the grand and highly 
^ceessful Pantomime, Tuss in Boots, at the Summer Palace, 
PeMn, respectfully begs to inform his Patrons, the Public, that, as 
he has reason to believe that the takings of the newly-projected 
enterprise wiR he simply enormous, he feels that they will instantly 
understand that no apology is needed from him for withdr w ng it 
in the full tide of its present gigantic success. 

T OOLE’S THEATRE. — No Performance this Evening, tiR 
further Notice. 

IJIHE BUTLER. — ^Postponed Representation. 

TOOLE, having just received the august con nds 
• Majesty the Emperor of Fiji to give a performance of 

the highly successful farcical comedy of the Butler in those remote 
Islands, he^ feels that, in order to perfect himself in the language, 
which he is now endeavouring to do with bia entire company, hy 
dev(^ing the whole of his leisure time to its study with the aid of 
an. Ollendorff , he is^ bound to withdraw the representation of the 
piece tiR further notice. As, if Mr. Toole finds his Fiji experiment, 
as he has every reason to believe it wRl be, a success, he intends, if 
he can acquire a sajOficient mastery over the loc^ dialects, to give 
several representations in^ the Solomon and other groups of Caunibal 
Islands in the neighbouring Archipelago, he begs to state that aR 
fees for places already booked wiU oe returned, unless the latter be 
changed for some date at which Mr. Toole devoutly hopes to see 
himself back again, and which wiR be announced by cable as soon 
as circumstances will possibly admit of its being done. 

T he BUTLER. — Mr. Toole would be glad to hear from any 
retired Missionary or experienced adapter who would be com- 
petent to furnish him with a free translation of the above popular 
farcical comedy into the language of the man-eating Karawejees, 

Q.LOBE THEATRE.— CloBed for the Season. 

M r, WILSON BARRETT at Yokohama this evening in the 
Golden Ladder, 

M r. WILSON BARRETT having received the commands of 
His ^Majesty the Mikado to repeat his powerful representa- 
tion of the part of the Beverend Frank Thornhill^ in the Golden 
Ladder^ which he gives in English, supported hy a Japanese Com- 
pany in their native tongue, will not he able in consequence to appear 
in London tRl farther notice. 

M r. WILSON BARRETT. — Further arrangements. March 9, 
Imperial Opera House, Timbuctoo. March 15, The Grand 
Llama’s Court Theatre, Thibet, April 1, Theatre Royal, Cape Horn. 
Subsequent dates will be published in a later advertisement. 

rjIHE CRITERION.— Special Notice. 

D avid GARRICK. — Mr. WYNDmuand Miss Mart Moore wiR 
^ appear this evening, by command of the Queen Regent, in a 
Spanish version of the above at Madrid, 

D avid GARRICK. — Mr. Wyitoham and Miss Mart Moore wiR 
appear on the 20th inst., hy command of the King of Holland, 
in a Dutch version of the above at Amsterdam. 

D avid GARRICK.— Mr. Wtndham: and Miss mart MoorewIII 
appear on the 29th inst., hy command of the Ejng, in a Rou- 
manian vesion of the above at Bucharest. 

D avid GARRICK.— Mr. Wtndham: and Miss Mart Moore wiR 
appear on the 1st of April, by command of the Sultan, in a 
Turkish version of the above at Constantinople. 

D avid GARRICK. — ^Mr. Wtndham and Miss Mary Moore wiR 
appear on the 9 th of April, by the command of the Shah, in 
a Persian version of the above at Teheran, 

D avid GARRICK.— As Mr. Wyndhah and Miss Mary Moore, 
having now perfected themselves in all the European and most 
of the Oriental languages, wiR not he returning to town for some 
considerable time yet, owing to the fulfilment of their Continental 
and Asiatic engagements, the Management beg to annoxmce that if 
the seats hooked for the performance of ^ Saturday next be not 
deferred to an indefinite day, the money paid for them wiR be re- 
turned on appRoation to the Box Office, 
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THE MYSTERIES OF HEREDITY. 

Dr, Lamhertson. “ Yes — Girl ; but look at her Motber, Danitt ! If you want to know exactly what Young Girls 

WILL BE LIKE WHEN THEY ’rE MiDDLE-AGED, ALWAYS LOOK AT THEIB MOTHERS, MY BoY,— AND BEWARE!*' 

His Son ‘Oh Lor, Governor! I say ! , . . Does the same rule apply to Young Fellows and their Fathers?** 


'^THE BEST OE EEIENDS/^ 

{Some Fragments from Dickens, adapted to the Situation,) 

Mrs, Gamp^Mv, W. H. Sm-th. Mrs, Prig— "Mr, W, E, Gl-d-st-ne. 

The temper of both parties was improved for the time being. 
When Mrs. Gamp, having cleared away, produced the tea-pot from 
the top shelf, simnltaneonsly with a couple of wine-glasses, they 
were quite amiable. 

“ Betsey,’' said Mrs. Gamp, filling her own glass, and passing the 
tea-pot, “ I will now propoge a toast. My present pardner, The 
Opposition 1 ” 

“ Which, altering the name to The Government ! I drink,” said 
Mrs. Prig, “with love and tenderness.” 

Mrs. Prig, whose remarkable voice was not wholly incapable (as 
was well known both to her friends and her foes) of the more strident 
infiections of anger and scorn, absolutely “ cooed ” out this senti- 
ment, with a seductive softness that would have done no discredit to 
“the Dove and very blessed Spirit of Peace ” itself. 

“blow, Sa ir ah,” said Mrs, Prig, after a due interval, “joining 
, business with pleasure, wot is this case in which yer wants my assist- 
ance ? ” Mrs. Gamp betraying in her face some intention of returning 
an evasive answer, Betsey added, “ Js it that Irish case of yours?” 

P-BiG, it ain’t,” was Mrs. Gamp’s reply. 

Well,” said Mrs. Prig, with a short laugh, “I’m glad of that, 
at any rate.” 

“ should you be glad of that, Betsey ? ” Mrs. Gamp retorted, 
warmly. The case is unbeknown to you, except by hearsay ; why 
should you be glad? That is a case, Betsey, in which I should not 
tmnk of seekm’ ^our assistance, seeing as our notion of treatment 
thereof is as opposite as yaUer and green,” 

“ Percisely so, Sairah,” responded Mrs. Prig, with portentous 
emphasis. 

feelings, and it must he conceded of 
Mrs. Prig, that if there was a blemish in her disposition it was an 


I aggravating habit she had of subtly suggesting, whether by oracular 
word or significant expression, a great deal more than she actually 
said. ^ This subtle trick of hers, whilst it made her many cover 
enemies amongst her ostensible friends, prevented her oftentimes 
from securing temporary friends amongst her normal enemies. It is 
certain that her countenance became about this time quite Sphinx- 
like in its significancy, and that she sat with her arms folded and 
one eye open, in a somewhat offensive, because obtrusively intelli- 
gent manner, as who should say, “Mild I may look, and mother’s 
milk I may speak, but I am a yery Old Monthly Hand, and you 
don’t get over me,” 

“ You think aperiently, Betsey Prig,” said Mrs. Gamp, “ that 
my treatment of that same Irish case is bound to be weak. Excuge 
me if I makes remark, that it may neither be so weak as people 
thinks, nor people may not think it so weak as they pretends ; and 
what I knows, I knows ; and what you don’t, you don’t ; so do not 
ask me, Betsey.” 

“ Who’s a asking of you, Sairey ?” Mrs. Prig inquired. 

Mrs. Gamp returned no answer, 

“Who’s a asking of yon, Sairey?” Mrs. Prig inquired again. 
Then Mrs. Prig, by reversing the question, imparted a deeper and 
more awful character of solemnity to the same. “ Sairey, who ’s 
a asking of you ? ” 

It seemed^ the nearest possible approach to a very decided differ- 
ence of opinion between these two ladies ; hut Mrs. Prig’s impatience 
to know more of the contents of that tea-pot being^ greater at the 
moment than her impatience of contradiction, she did not pnshthe 
question too pertinaciously, and when Mrs. Gamp replied rather 
evasively, “ Nobody, if you don’t, Betsey,” she sombrely but 
I silently acqtdesoed in that peace-making process known as “drop- 
ping the subject.” For a quarrel can be taken up at any time, but 
a limited and uncertain quantity of, let, us say refreshment, in a tea- 
pot cannot. 

As to the particular ingredients which constituted the mixture in 
that tea-pot, Mrs. Prig felt and displayed a devouring curiosity. So 
much so that she presently counterfeited that abstraction of mind 
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whicli haa its oririii in excessiye attention to one topic, and stretched they throw off all restraint, and require a policeman to keep them in 
out her hand in the direction of the tea-pot. It was more than Mrs. order. They are, after all, only a small minority, and it seems a 
G-amp could bear. She stopped the hand of Mrs, pRia with her own, pity that the majority of pit-goers, who presumedly haye paid their 
and said, with great feeling— money to enjoy rationally an evening’s entertainment, do not turn 

“No, Betsey 1 Playfair, wotever you do 1 ” upon these critics of the counter, and insist upon their silence or 

Mrs. Peio, thus baffled, threw herself back in her chair, and, expulsion, 
closing the same eye more emphatically, and folding her arms And now, having had my say, I turn to the piece for a moment, 
tighter, suffered her head to roll slowly from side to side, while she It was called The Mystery of a Hansom Cah, 1 certainly saw 
surveyed her friend with a peculiar smile. the Hansom Cab, and in the First Act noticed that it drove off 

She said nothing. But (as husbands and Members of Parliament deliberately with a lamp-post. What it did with that lamp-post 
well know) there are ways of saying nothing which are more sug- appeared to be the mystery. But then I frankly admit I gave more 
gestive, and more provocative, than the most exuberant verbosity attention to the audience than to the performance, 
can possibly be. ^ 

In this attitude, and with this demeanour, did Mrs. Prig await 
results. Whether those results were destined to be as amicable and a ATTT ANSWER ? 

mutually satisfactory as certain more or less friendly passages ^ 

between the two ladies had seemed to promise, — well that, of course. Bear Mr. PtnsrcH,— Accidentally taking up a quarterly, not The 


^^ANT ANSWER?"^ 

Dear Mr. PtnsrcH,— Accidentally taking up a quarterly, not The 


remains to be seen. But it is proverbial that “ The best of friends Quarterly, which is rather too heavy to be taken up without an effort, 
— ^must P^'ct.” # # * * # ^ found the following passage among its “ Notices of Books ’’ : — 

« YTe read also of a people which, in spite of foreign oecnpation, and in 

spite of systematic Q-overnmental efforts to stifle the national life, clung "^th 

dogged tenacity to its nationality ; and at last after centuries of oppression, 
A FIRST NIGHT AT THE PLAY. won for itself its legislative and executive independence. The wrongs from 

t Ttr,, /iw*. \ which suffered under the rule appear to have been the confiscation 

\By^ Our Own Impresmnist ) settlers, an absentee aristocracy, an impoverished peasantry. 

Before the First Act of the new piece commenced, I found the a’close official class ruling the country according to notions and in 

theatre crowded in every part. Certainly there were gaps in the interests, &c., &o., &c.” 

stalls (subsequently filled to the consider- Is this about Ireland and England ? Anyone who should think so 

able inconvenience of the earlier theatre- would be very much abroad, seeing that the above is only a oompre- 

goers) and also a box or at most two M hensive summary of ^ Professor ARMurnrs Tambert’s book, entitled 

unoccupied, but these again received their Hungary. Only about Hungary, you see, and the blanks I have 

allotted tenants before the opening scene . left in the quotation, where the words “Hungary,” “Austrian,” 

was over. I may safely say that the “ German,” “ German,” “ German,” occurred, may be filled up 


house was full, and now I will, as re- 
quested, give my impression of the audi- 
ence. For once let the play stand over 
as the Judges have it, “for further 
consideration,” and let me confine my 
attention to those who had come to pps 
judgment, and who remained to be in- 

To begin with the Gallery. Perhaps it 
contained the most genuine portion of the 
public in the whole building. By genuine 
public I mean persons who go to the play 

to enjoy themselves, and have no objection to paying for the privilege. 


Is this about Ireland and England ? Anyone who should think so 
would be very much abroad, seeing that the above is only a compre- 
hensive summary of I Professor Armutius Yambert’s book, entitled 
Hungary. Only about Hungary, you see, and the blanks I have 
left in the quotation, where the words “Hungary,” “Austrian,” 

“ German,” “ German,” “ German,” occurred, may be filled up 
according to the taste and fancy of the reader. Some theorist assert 
that Hungary has not been benefited by its National Parliament, 
but, they have the Professor’s opinion and experience of actual fact 
against them. Once the late Mr. Kingsley wrote a memorable book 
entitled What then d •'S Dr. Newman mean f which had the one 
invaluable effect of drawing from the eminent person to^ whom the 
inquiry was addressed that marvellous specimen of ^ plain English 
under the Latin title Apologia pro vitd sud, which effectually ‘ 
silenced the unfortunate interrogator! Now wouldn’t it be a boon 
to a majority of pu 2 zled Englishmen, if someone would publish a 
pamphlet entitled What then does Mr. Gladstone mean f if this 
would have the effect of eliciting such a lucid reply as was given 
in the instance above auoted. What an opportunity for an 


to enjoy themselves, and have no objection to paying for the privilege. instance above quoted. What an opportuni^ for an 

The Gallery cheered and.daughed and did just what they pleased, jipologia pro vitd sud, by “Mr, G.” with a preface succinctly, and 
When they detected what they may have thought was favouritism— ^thout any sort of ambiguity, explaining what he does mean and 
when there was an unnecessary cheer for the Manageress for instance mean, and what he does not intend to mean by 


Pit, I have a very different story to tell. They^shaU have a new answer. “ Magna est veritas,^^ as Mr. Labottchbrb says when the 
paragraph. . „ . i, . v i. . v • ii (jiroiilation of 2 VmM goe* np half-a-dozen or so. 

The better parts ” of the house were fuU of what are teohnioaUy meditatively, Err RBViirrAST bb ia. Euvra. 

known as “ dead heads.” They were very nice and intelligent and 

proper “deadheads,” but still “dead heads,” and itisther^e of 

“ dead heads” never to applaud anything ; so the dramatic critic of Baron Knutsford ” 

this organ of public opinion, and the dramatic critic of that, pre- ^ 

served a discreet silence, only broken when^they whispered a profes- > ,1. ” 

sional jest to a neighbouring ooEeague. Of course, they had a Dans 

perfect right to be there, as it was their business to notice the piece ^ Grande Due/usse. 

before them. But I q^uestion whether this and that lady of mature ■ 

charms had an equal right, and whether it would not have been .r.w 

better for the piece had they been conspicuous by their absence. SUGGESTION FOR RE-ARRANGING A SCENE IN COURT, 

However, the denizens of the Stalls _and Private Bo^s hehaved W.ld.n-'Rerrowes assault ease we extract 


‘‘To be Baron Knutsford ” 

‘ Yo ttA ce que I’on dit de moi — 

Daus ‘ la Gazette,’ — de Hollande.” 

La Grande Buchesse. 


themselves, and, if apathetic, were at any rate not nncourteous. j 
But the Pit ! I really must give a fresh paragraph to the Pit I wu 
In .years gone by, when Stalls were unknown, the Pit was the « 
place' for critics. Even now it retains some of its old prestige, im; 
thanks to the attendance of the average middle-class playgoer ; but ^ 
on®a First Night it is intolerable. The Pit is leavened by a dozen ^ 
unpleasant-looking persons, who generally contrive to secure places 

-ff. . J* X " JT ^ a NTrt T»_ 


From a report of the Waldeu-Borrowes assault case we extract 
this : — 

‘♦Jfr, Partridge. You said I prejudged tbe case. You toot me to task, 
implying that there was fayouritism. 

Ar. No, Sir. I beg your pardon. 

Mr. Partrxdge. If you are ever onjliis Bench, &c., &c.’ 

And then the worthy Paxtridge-beak went on. pecking at Mr. 


in the front row, and whose object it is to create a disturbance, No Beslby, giving him a lecture. Now, if the wounded Farteidge naa 
doubt these dozen unpleasant-looking persons during the day have tjeen quite alive to the situation, the dialogue should have run thus : 
been engaged in the coi^enial employment of measwiM flannel or Partridge. Ton took me to task, implying that there was 

weigMng cheese under the snpermtendence of a head shopman, but ^ 

at night they are the masters of the sitnation. It « o^^y te Mr.Besleif {quoting the refrain of a topical duet popular in 
permit them to interrupt the performances with fooliA remarks md j)^^y{^ianva'$ Patdomime of’il). “ No, Sir, I beg yonr pardon.” 
unprovoked hootmgs. If anything goes vrrong the «oitement of Partridge {equal to the oecasion). I accept yonr apology. {To 

a first night’s performance, these individnals strive to n^e CouA) “ For he ’s a jolly good fellow, and so say all 

it go “ wronger.” If an actor stnmhlM over an ra^peot^ ohair, ^ lu' evervone heartily^ And now. Gentlemen, let. 

they jeer ; if an actress finds a door fastened when it should be open, “ "S' 

they howl ; if a scene sticks for a moment in the hands of a carpenter, ™ *“•* n « 

they hoot. During the day, no doubt, they have been subject to the And there would have been an end of the matter for ever. O, « 

' wholesome discipline of tbe shop or the clerk’ s offlce, but at night sic omnia . 
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OUR FISHERY-OOMMISSIONERY YOUNG MAN. 

J-s-ph Ch'Tnh-rl-n (gaily), Sport? Why certainly! Enjoyed myself 

AMAZINGLY, YOU BBT. Ip I ’m ASKED * WhAT *S THE NET RESULT ? Is IT BARREN ? * 
I SHALL REPLY, ^ SiR, THE RESULT IS BARREN-NET-SEB ? ’ GUESS THAT 'S NOT 

BAD FOR Joseph. 0 reservoir ! as \vb Fishery-Commissioners sat.** 

ON THE CARDS. 

Sir, — That is cextamLy a curious fact recorded the other day in the papers, 
of the thirteen trumps all being contained in one hand at Whist, out is 
scarcely less strange than the experience of having dealt thirteen successive 
hands, not one of which contamed a single trump. Yet this very thing happened 
to me quite lately. Travelling the other day from Portsmouth to London, 
tiHee perfect gentlemen got into the train at Winchester, and, pulling down the 
window-blinds, proposed that I should join them at a rubber of Whist. I 
conpnted, and we had a most enjoyable game for guinea points. But by some 
cunous chance neither I nor my partner held a single trump the whole time, 
opponents marked four by honours, and seven by cards every single 
deal, I foimd myself, on arriving at Waterloo, indebted to a Captain DEUCEACEto 
the amo^t of ^14:7 3a., for which, not having, of course, so much cash about me, 
I gave him, at his suggestion, au xmcrossed cheque. This, however, by the way. 
I only mention it in connection with the curious run of ill luck to wfich I have 


referred, and which, as it is a complete puzzle to me, I 
must leave to your readers^ if they can, to explain. 

I am, Sir, yours, obediently, Peter Simple, 

Sir,— The chances of the thirteen trumps falling to one 
at Whist, are nothing like 1,308,902,716 to 1 as 
somebody says. Why 5 to 1 is nearer it, or for the matter 
of that, you may cafl. it evens, and make it a certainty. 
You have only to prepare a pack and keep it under the 
table, and there you are. Take my case. I am in the 
habit of playing three-handed! whist every evening with 
a conple of sho rt-sighted invalid uncles for half-a-crown i 
a rubber, "^^enever I have the deal I whip the pack off 
the table and produce the one I have prepared. The 
result is I score all the honours and all the tricks. My 
nnoles were at first astonished at the phenomenonj but 
they are now quite accustomed to it, and taking it as 
a matter of course, frankly admit that I have “re- 
markable luck.’* I should rather think I had. 

Yonrs, quite wide-awake, Tommy Sharpe. 

Sir,— Your Correspondents have furnished you with 
some interesting experiences in connection with Whist, 
to which, if you will permit me, I mil add one of my 
own. Being invited the other evening to join a party 
at a weU-lmown West-End Card Club, I found myself, 
after passing in through a back entrance, soon seated 


rinking Champagne in tumblers in a room secured 
against the sudden irruption of the Police by locked 
double doors. After three hours at this I fancy I must 
have settled down to Whist at ten gninea points, and 
only rose from the table on finding I held apparently a 
double set of everything in my hand. Protesting against 
this extoaordinary phenomenon and knocking over a 
lamp, my partner, and several chairs and tables to em- 

f hasise my objection, a melSe ensued, the details of which 
cannot (fistinotly call to mind, hut at the end of which 
I found myself in a hack street near the Haymarket, with 
my pockets turned inside out, my watch gone, my dress 
coat slit up my back to the collar, and a portion of an 
umbreUa-stand in my right hand. I managed^ to reach 
my home in Bayswater owing to the timely assistance of 
a friendly policeman, but I have not yet solved the mys- 
tery of the “ double hand,” It was certainly remarkably 
curious. Yours enigmatioally, Double Dumbt. 

Sir, — That thirteeu-trump deal can he managed, and 
I ’ve bad recourse to it myself— on occasions, very suc- 
cessfnlly ; but it’s too flashy for good steady advantage 
play. For this I have always found marked backs with, 
of course, a little attention to the turn-up, the safest and 
most useful method of procedure in thoroughly respect- 
able and unsuspecting circles. Of course, there’s 
Hanky-Panky : suitable for all games; but, speaking 
for myself, 1 never feel quite so at home as I do at 
ecarte. Give me my New York coat with manipulating 
sleeves, and a couple of kings up each cuff, and there ’s 
no one— not even Major Smooth mmself— who ’U prove a 
match for Yours, very truly. Yon Trump. 

TWO STRIKING TESTIMONIALS. 

Upwards of three hundred persons presented Mr. 
PoLLiTZER, the eminent violinist with a testimonial in 
the shape of a gold repeater. Was the gift a delicate 
reminder to him to be as correct in his time as in his 
tune P If so, it was scarcely complimentary. Or was it 
to intimate that Mr. Pollitzbr should follow the ex- 
ample set by his new repeater, and always take au encore 
when pressed? “Brother” Parkinson, Grand Ali-sorts- 
of-dignities of the North, South, East and West, also 
received a splendid repeater in recognition of his 
valuable services rendered to the Drury Lane Masonic 
Lodge. Every act the Band of Brothers perform is, or 
ought to he, symbolioal, and so the presentation of a 
valuable gold repeater, should mean that a Brother in 
distress must never forget that he has an Uncle ever 
ready to assist him : that, if in trade, one Mason should 
be always willing to “ tick ” another Mason: that “good 
works” are absolutely necessary : that “Hands” must 
never strike, — ^that not being their department; and 
finally that by constantly wearing the repeater, the 
richest, the strongest, of us will be perpetually re- 
minded that he ought always to keep a good watch on 
himself. Such are the words of wisdom from the mouth 
of The Universal G. M. Punch, So mote it he ! Now 
I from Labour to Refreshment ! 
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House of Commons, Monday Night, February 20.— CTJNNiNa- 
•RAME G-raham back to-nigbt. Gallery crowded, m expectation^ of 
spectacle. Graham bad half promised tableau vivant representing 
the Prisoner of Pentonvflle. was to have entered in gaol clothes, 
clanking chain at heel, with bowl of skilly under left arm, and 

1 , , n 1 ' J T.T It ! J! AT-* T ‘—J T>_X 


Gallery. Wanted to have their money returned, Gobst caUed up 
to explain that, in present state of finances of India, demand could 
not be entertained. . n at. »• 

PiRTH and Catjstoh, some of the earliest ‘‘ fruit} ’ of the famous 
Mitchelstown telegram that Goschen was asking about ^on Friday 
night, garnered amid loud cheers. Chapiin resumed Debate on 
Address, caUing attention to Agricultural Depressionji in England, a 
welcome change from the twanging^ of Erin’s everlasting harp. ^ 
Howard YnrcENT took epportunitjr of recommending Protection. 
But these he explained cnly preliminary remarks. ^ Will at later 
j stage submit the question in formal manner. Agitation on Treasury 


Bench'; observing which, Howard Yincent good enough to say 
that he “ did not intend to imperil existence of the present patriotic 
Government.” Old Morality reassured. Goscheh gratided. 

After this, debate naturally lapsed into discussion on Indian 
financial affairs. Sir Richard Temple, meaning to make speech on 
this subject, strategically occupied earlier^ hours of sitting in 
gymnastic exercise on Bench behind Ministers, Proceedings 

E eculiar, Closes his eyes and^ opens his mouth ; drops his massive 
ead backward till it seems as if it must break off ; then pulls it up, 
stares wildly around, closes his eyes, opens his mouth, and so on aa 
capo. Colonel Paget, who sits just behind, tells me he has practised 
a little manoeuvre with his compressed opera-hat. 

“Can at a moment’s notice,” he says, “ use it as a charger on 
which to receive Temple’s head, should it break off, as it is sure to 
do some night.” , , . , , , ^ 

Tnvr Healt, who is with us for a few days, and has his legal mind 
filled with points bearing on the q^uestion of arrest witiiin the 
precincts of_the House, misunderstood the demonstration. Thought 
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the Knight of the Star of India was trying to go to sleep, Tim 
had placed on paper notice to ask Mr. Speaker whether he regarded 
thiB as a ease of a rest within the; precincts of the House.’ Saw 
his error in time. , . , . . . 

Temple tells me that this phenomenon, which sometimes paralyses 
crowded House, is an exercise something of the fnassa^B kind, only 
much more efficacious. Wonderfully refreshing, he says, and wants 
R. K. Fowler to try it. But, as Fowler says, it ’s a mattt r of Reck 
or nothiDg, and ^Nature has given the Alderman more nothing than 
neck. Business done. — ^More debate on Address. 

Tuesday ,^ Balpour really in low spirits^ to-night. 
Keeps up appearances before the House. But in private intercourse 
with a congenial soul discloses despair. Tells me he never quite got 
over the Sage of Queen Anne’s Qate’s announcement of himself as a 
disciple, a convert to that great work entitled A. JDef snce of P hilo-^ 
Sophie JDouht* Always thought pretty well of the book till then. 
Now views it with secret horror. Furtively buys up stray copies, 
and burns them at midnight. Heavier still the blow fallen upon 
him to-night. The Sage having hailed him 
as a Master, the Sage’s colleague at Northamp- 
ton now claims him as a disciple. By some 
fatality, as if he had not enough to contend 
within Ireland, Arthur got himself entangled 
to-night in debate on condition of the Crofters. 
Delivered luminous speech, tracing the cause 
finally to over-population ; whereupon Brad- 
LAUOH gets up, recalls his own life-long 
crusade against over-population, rapturously 
welcomes his new and unexpected colleague, 
and holds out across floor of House a more or 
less “ ’orny ’and.” 

“It’s too much, Toby,” s^d Balfour, in 
a weary voice, and placing his feet among the 
other ornaments on the chimney-piece in the 
Chief Secretary’s private room, “ Labby gave 
me a sore stab with his approval of my 
pamphlet. But Bradlaugh has given me a 
death-blow. I shall give up politics, 'retire 
from Parliament, and take to writing articles 
in The Nineteenth Century P Said what I 
could to cheer him, and hope he’ll reconsider 
his determination. But is evidently hard hit. 

House busy to-night discussing sad condi- 
tion of Crofters. Cameron moved an Amend- 
ment in a , oarefuUy-prepared speech, which 
The Cameron Pibroch, told a melancholy story of hopeless destitution. 
It was this that led Arthur Balfour into the pitfaU, It wa.s all, 
he said, due to overpopulation, and the only remedy is emigration. 

“in destitute Scotland as in distressed Ireland,” says 

“‘Register! Register I 
Now it ’s ‘ Emigrate ! 




Same policy 

Tim Healy, who hasn’t left us yet. 

Register ! ’ used to be a political shibboleth. 

Emigrate ! Emigrate ! ’ ” 

Business done. — Crofters’ Amendment 
to Address rejected by 194 votes to 133. 

Thursday. — ^In the Lords, Strath- 
EDEN- AND- Campbell turns up quite 
fresh after long silence of Recess. It is, 
as usual, Europe that concerns him. 

Can’t sleep o’ nights thinking of Bul- 
garia. Suggests a Conference. Hints 
that now the Markiss is too much en- 
gaged in home affairs to undertake the 
duty, perhaps he (S.-and-C.) might find 
time to attend Conference as British 
Commissioner. Usual thing, when 
Str atheden - AND - CAMPBELL succeeds 
in rising, for Markiss to have special 
engagement elsewhere. To-night stayed 
on. Appeared to he listening. Thus 
encouraged S.-AND-C. enlarged upon 
subject. Brought in loose ipassages of 
speeches prepared any time since Berlin 
Conference. Tacked them together any- 
how. Shovelled them out, and really 

^RSCHELL ^ standing at doorway 
watched Markiss with amazement. 

“ "What is he up to ? ’ 

Up to the mark, that was quite certain 
when he rose, and to amazement of few 
Members present, and supreme satisfac- 
tion of S.-and-C., gravely discussed the r.TTTl- X 

matter. Talked epigrammatically about What u he up to ? 
Conferences and their probable results ; flouted “ what is called the 
Concert of Europe ; ” jibed at the Institutions of Bulgaria “ working 


in a sort of way,” and airily disposed of apprehensions of war ab^ut 

so small a matter. _ , . i i • i. £ x. 

“ What is he at ? ” Herschell, having left his post of observa- 
tion and dropped in on Front Bench, asked G-ranville. 

“ Don’t you see the substantial Czar standing behind the shadow 
of Stratheden ? Czar promulgated this morning his views about 
Bulgaria, and the Markiss finds S.-and-C. useful for once in his life. 
Talks to him and at the Czar. Really very pretty.” ^ 

“All very well, my Lord,” said Rosebery to Markiss, when they 
met in the cloak-room. “ But you ’ll have to suffer hereafter. 

You ’ ve wound up Str atheden- and- 
Campuell, and you ’ll have him going 
every night for months to come.” 

“That’s true,” said the Markiss, 
gloomily, “I wish we could get 
Stratheden to pair with Campbell 
for the rest of the Session.” 

In Commons that arch agitator, 
Splaw-Lefevre, teUs of his hair- 
breadth ’scapes in Ireland; how he 
defied the Government ; and how an 
Executive, hacked by an innumerable 
force of mailed men, quailed before 
his calm but searching glance, and 
furtiveljr put some one else in prison. 
“ Autobiographical,” was Arthur 
Balfour’s sneering criticism on this 
latest contribution to debate on Irish 
affairs. Thereafter took his own turn 
for something over an hour in reply. 
To speak for less than an hour on 
IrishJlaffairs has come to he a mark of mean- 
spiritedness. The other night Gladstone so 
angry with Arthur Balfour for speaking 
an hour and forty minutes that he took 
two hours and five minutes to rebuke him. 

Business done.— Bepoxt of Address agreed 
to. 

Friday^ Midnight . — Donald Currie just 
arrived from Cape, where, Wilfrid Lawson 
tells me, he has been engaged in missionary enterprise. “ Glad I 
caught the boat,” he said, in his breathless manner. “Wouldn’t 
have missed this for anything.” 

Something, indeed, to see. Since [House met at half-past four, it 
has achieved complete somersault, turned itself inside out, or done 
anything else that 
looks or sounds 
earthquaking. 

Under Conserva- 
tive Government 
bloodless revolu- 
tion brought 
about. Every- 
thing changed. 

Going to begin 
sittings where 
sometimes in old 
days left them off. 

Speaker to he 
put to bed at mid - 
night, or one 
o’clock, at very 
latest. 

“ Nunc dim- 
mittis says 
Joseph Gnxis, 
dropping into 
French, as is his 
wont when deeply 
affected. “No 
more larks. ^ No 
more All-night 
Sittings. No more 
nothing. House 



“ Just arrived ! ” 



THE JEUNE PREMIER. 

w Mr. Punch (^Critic). “Bravo, Herbert I You gave 

was getting so your speech unconnnonly well the other night. Didn’t 
respect a D 1 e , think you had it in you.*’ 
thought of ap- Young Mr, &. (playing under the name of Berhert). 
plying for Chu- “ Glad you were pleased with, it; everybody seemed to 
tern Hundreds, like it* You see i can get a chance now and then, when 
Shall now ask for the Governor *s not on in the same scene.” 
the Chiltern Thousands.” Business done . — House determined to 
meet at Three in the Afternoon, and shut up at Midnight. 


“Me. Labouohere’s Amendment. ”—We are glad of his amend- 
ment, and hope he wiU go on amending until he is perfectly well. 


NOTICE. — Bej’ected Coxumunic^tiona or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
hi np case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stomped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception. 
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VOCES POPULI. 

AT A DINNER-PARTY. 

In the Hall. 

Guest discovered removing coat and hat, which are taken hy a Man 
with a JReproving Eye, amidst a grieved silence. 

Butler (to Subordinates, in ghostly whisper). Tell ’em they can 
send up as soon as they please — ^now. 

The Guest (to himself, on the stairs). I am the last man then? 
Kept them all waiting, too, I shouldn’t wonder ... I don’t care— 
they shouldn’t ask a man to^ dine out the very evening he ’s been — 
(catching "sight of himself in the mirror). Jove ! I mustn’t go in 
looking like that, though— or they ’R see what ’s the matter ! 

[Assumes a Jaunty smile. 

In the Deawino-eoom. 

Chorus of Starving Guests (in undertone) » Too bad, you know — 
canH understand it ! ... No one has any right to do this sort of 
thing — don’t care who he is ! . . . Generally so punctual here .... 
I make it a rule— never wait over five minutes past the hour for any- 
one . . . Quite right too, &o., &c. 

Butler. Mr. St. John Beentwino. 

[Enter last Guest under concentrated glare from surrounding 
eyes, which he seems rather to enjoy than otherwise. 

Jffostess (with implied reproach). I began to be quite afraid some- 
thing had hapx)ened to you. ^ 

[Mr, B. thinks that she is not far wrong, and mumbles apologies. 

Butler (re-appearing after a moments pause outside the door). 
Dinner is served. 

Hostess (to Mr. B.), Let me see — do you know Miss Flame owe ? 

Mr. B, (who has been rejected by the young lady in question that 
very afternoon), I — ah — do know Miss Flambowe. 

[Adds — “ at lastP'* to himself bitterly and feels better. 

Hostess. Then I want you to take her in, please. You won’t mind 
being close to the fire ? 

[Mr. B. thinks he has been very close^ to the fire already. 

A Paternal Old Gentleman, A most charming young lady — 
con^ratulate you. Sir, — char-ming ! 

Mr, B, (advancing to Miss Flambowe with elaborate indifference). 
I believe I ’m to take you in. 

Miss F. (looking down, and hoping he doesrCt mean to be “ «{%.”) 
I believe you are. 

On the Stales. 

Mr. B. (thinking he'* d better say something). Have you been out 
at all to-day ? 

Miss F. Only in the morning— such a wretched day, hasn’t it 
been ? . [ Wishes she said something else. 

Mr. B. Has it? Well, it was rather a dismal afternoon, now I 
come to think of it. 

Miss F. (deciding to take this literally). Oh, very — ^but, after all, 
one must expect a little unpleasantness just at this time of the year, 
mustn’t one ? 

Mr. B. Oh, yes— you can get used to anything if you only make 
up your mind to it ? [Thinks he is carrying it off rather well. 

At the Dinnee-Table. 

Miss F. How prettily the table ’s arranged, isn’t it ?— though I 
never quite like to see fiowers strewn oarelessly about, do you ? I 
mean, it seems such a pity, you know. 

Mr. B. (with a feeble attempt to be cynical). Oh, I don’t suppose 
mind much, after they’re once plucked— sooner they get the 
end over, the better for them, I should think. (Is afraid he has 
gone too jar.) Aren’t you taking turbot ? you should— it ’s capital ! 

[Swallows some mouthfuls with an effort. 

Miss F. I ’m glad you’re enjoying it. [She crumbles her bread. 

Mr. B. I had no luncheon this morning, you see— and so — (lays 
down his knife and fork) that gives a fellow an appetite, you know. 
(To Footman, who says, “ Sherry or ’ Ock, Sir f ”) Rock. 

Miss F. (to herself). I don’t believe he minds a 5*^— and yet, he 
hasn’t finished his fish, after all I ^ 

Mr. B. (in answer to his other neighbour). Well, no, there isn’t 
much doing just now. I ’ve been meaning to get away for a long 
time — go abroad and rough it a bit, don’t you know. (He has raised 
his voice unconsciously for benefit of Miss F.) Start next week at 
the latest, I hope. 

Miss F. (absently, to her other neighbour, who is telling her a 
funny story about Sydney Smith.) How very interesting — and you 
saw that yourself I 

[The neighbour puts her down mentally as a pretty idiot. 

Miss F. (to Mr. B.) Did I hear you say you were going abroad just 
now— where did you think of going ? 

Mr. B. (who has only just ^ thought of it). Well, I shall run over to 
the Rockies and shoot grizzlies. 

Miss F. Do you think you could lower that candle-shade a little ? 
Thanks, Shoot grizzlies ? You will like that, won’t you ? 


Afr. 5. Immensely. (To Footman.) Champagne, please. 

Miss F. I suppose you have friends out there ? 

Mr. B. I had a friend who went out some time ago. 

Miss F. And you are going to join him ? 

Mr. B. (carelessly). Shouldn’t be surprised if I did — sooner or later. 

Miss F. Is he settled out there, then ? 

Mr. B. Settled ? oh, yes — ’5 settled. 

Miss F. And he likes the country ? 

Mr. B. He wasn’t there long enough to tell— fell down a cliff, or 
something, and was killed, out shooting, poor chap I 

Miss F. (after playina with an entree). I hope you ’U be careful. 

Mr. B, 1? oh, I shall be careful enough — one takes one’s chance, 
you know. By the way, will you let me send you home a skin, if I 
have any luck with the grizzlies ? . . . you ’d rather I didn’t ? I 
suppose I oughtn’t to have offered — ^I never know about these things 
—1 must wait, then— tiU— till I hear news of you . . . were you 
looking for something ? 

Miss F. Only a little water, please. 

OVEE THE CiGAEETTES. 

Host (to Mr. B.) And how did you get on with that Mis s Flam- 
BOWB, eh, Beentwing ? Nice girl, isn’t she ? 

Mr, B. Yery. 

[Helps himself to salted almonds-^which he doesnH like. 

Host (confidentially). Now thaVs a girl now — a young fellow like 
you . . . chance for you . . . might do worse, eh ? 

Mr. B. (taking a cigarette and wishing his hand wouldnH shake so 
confoundedly). Well, you see, Sir- as to that— (Zawp As awkwardly) 
well, there are two sides to every question, aren’t there ? 

Host. I tell you what, Beentwing, you young men are too selfish 
nowadays— you don’t like to give up your clubs, and your chambers, 
and all your bachelor enjoyments not i£ it ’s to marry the nicest girl 
in the world — ^that ’s wnat it is 1 

Mr. B. (laughing again unsteadily) . That ’s about the truth of it. 
Sir,— we ’re a poor lot 1 

Upstaies. 

The Hostess (to Miss F.) And so you have met your 'neighbour 
before ? He ’s quite a favourite of mine — only he shouldn’t come so 
late to dinner. I hope you found him amusing ? 

Miss F. Oh, extremely— he ’s going out to America, he says, to— 
to shoot bears, or something. 

Hostess, He never said a word about it to me. What can he want 
to rush off like that for ? 

Miss F. He didn’t tell me that. 

[She watches the door under her eyelashes, as the men enter ; 
Mr. Beentwing engages in an animated conversation with a 
lively young lady at the other end of the room. The Paternal 
Old Gentleman comes up and entertains Miss Flambowe 
with elderly attentions for the rest of the evening, which she 
appears to appreciate highly. 

In the Hall. 

Mr. B. (who by the merest accident has taken his leave the moment 
after Miss F.) Are they gettmg you a cab ? 

[ Coldly, to Miss F. whom he finds below. 

Miss F. It ’s outside — ^l ’m only waiting for my maid. Good-night 
— or I suppose I ought to say— Good-bye ? 

Mr. B. (stiffly). After this afternoon, I should imagine good-bye 
was the only thing to say. 

Miss F. And you couldn’t manage to come and see me jnst once— 
before yon go away to yonr bears ? 

[Turns aside to arrange her hood. 

Mr. B. I could, of course, — only I don’t exactly see what the good 
of it would he I 

Miss F. Of course you are the best judge of that— I only thought 
yon might find it worth while perhaps. 

Mr. B. Lucblla ! Do yon mean . . . ? 

Miss F. she gets into cab), I mean that I don’t always quite 
know what I dp mean. Good-night. 

Mr. B, (soliloquising on pavement). If I do go, she ’ll only make a 
fool of me again, ... I won’t give her the chance. ... At least, I ’ll 
think over it, [ Walks home, and thinks over it. 


Plating with Money.— Not gamhling, hut acting. The A.D. 0. 
of Cambridge must be in fiourishing circumstances. They gave 
Money last week. The costumier let the Club have bis best dresses 
for Money. Everything was done for Money that money could do, 
and so money came in, and Money “went” uncommonly well. After 
Saturday afternoon there was no more Money ^ but it may be hoped 
by an Old Stager that the Club re-couped itself. 

Electbic Lighting in the City.— Will the City Fathers give 
“the Brush system” a fair chance? The name is too suggestive 
of a sweeping measure to find favour with the doughty champions of 
fine old vested interests. 
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A SILVER WREATH FOR A SILVER WEDDING. 

Makch 10, 1888. 














Welcome, fair Bride! may thy life be as 
sweet 

As the spring- dowers o’er thee flung I * 

So sounded forth in the Street of Fleet, 

From Punches loyal tongue, 

at the Proeession,” p. 116 , yol. 


His Bridal Ode, prepared to greet 
The fair, the bright, the young. 

Twenty- five years ago I And now 
Perennial Punch steps forth, 

"With bent head, ever prompt to bow 
To Beauty and to Worth, 

Once more with flowers to wreathe thy brow, 
Dear Lady from the North ! 


“ * he called her then, 

Our Maid of Denmark fair. 

A silver Rose-in-Son ! Again 
Loud shoutings rend the air 
From ready lips of loyal men— 

Again the trumpets blare ! 

* See ** The Rose iu Sun ” (Edwaud the 
Fourth’s favourite cognisance), p. 123 , vol. xliv. 
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“SHIVER OUR TIMBERS I » 

A aciVEEiNa, shivering aspen, and a weeping willow, 
are no marvels, but a Oroanmg Oak is something new. | 
Strange, if trne. According, nowever^ to some corre- 
spondence in a Hampshire paper, there is, or lately was, a 
Groaning Tree at Lymington, which astonished the natives 
of the New Forest. A similar prodigy, within the 
memory of man, for eighteen or twenty months together, 
at the village of Baddesley, created amazement and con- 
sternation in the connt^ round. This portent is 
recorded to have been a large elm, which grew in the 
garden of a poor cottager. Apparently it was young and 
vigorous, but at intervals emitted a strange noise, like 
that of a person in extreme agony. Its owner at length 
bored a hme in the trunk of it, and after that it never 
groaned again. He finally rooted it up, but found nothing 
i more to account for its dmeful utterances than the philo- 
sopher discovered when he cut his bellows open to see 


Mahogany groaning on the most festive occasions. Con- 
sidering that the oaks of Dodona gave out oracles, and 
that trees of classical antiquity were tenanted by Hama- 
dryads, the Psychical Research Society may perhaps con- 


uncanny manifestations exhibited by these groaning 
trees, unless they class them with the Hoax of Dodona. 


A Plucky Paie Ain) a Golden Wedding.— A short 
time ago what was described as “ A Romantic Marriage ” I 
took place. When the Dutch Emigrant Ship, W, A. 
SchoUen^ was lost, a Miss Gold showed immense pluck, 
and begged all the English aboard to join hands and 
sink together. One T. Mitchell of Van Buren, U.S., 
had advertised in England for a wife. Miss^ Gold was 
among those who had replied. Real pluck again. As she 
couldn’t go out to “ join nands” with him, the advertiser 
travelled to England and “joined hands here. Which 
was the pluckier of the two ? Can any husband be 
wished better luck than that his bride may be as good as | 
Gold? 







Iff 
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OCCASIONAL. 


“Foe Evee and eoe Evbe,” at Toole’s Theatbk, O'u.rate. “Tot-t-t, deae mb, James, this is the Thied Time 

-If names signify anything, there is a young Actress I seen you coming out oe that Public-house I 

likely to remain on the stage for a very long time,— Miss Thirsty Artism. “Thash all, Sik. You don’t think ’shectble Beish 
Eva Moobe. “ Quoth the Raven, Eva Moose I ” Wobkman can shpen* all ^sh Time in ’Grog-shop ! ” 


BACILLUS OUR BANE. 

0 BOGIE-LIKB baleful Bacillus, 
Untouched by our potions and pills, 
Ton enter to conquer and kill us, 

The taint that brings terrible ills. 

You lurk in the air and the water. 

The presage of peril and pain, 

You stride on serene to our slaughter, 
Bacillus our bane. 

You must have existed for ages. 

But ne’er in the past you appear 
In mystical medical pages ; 

When suddenly, lo ! you are here. 
Though climates be Arctic or Tropic, 
You come with disease in your train ; 
Seen surely on slide microscopic, 
Bacillus our bane. 

“ De minimis non curat is 
A motto we ’ ve all heard before"; 

The tiny Bacillus that vexes, 

Ho medical man can ignore. 

The smallest of things in creation 
An eminence high may attain \ 

You pnll down the head of a nation, 
BaciUns onr bane. 

Though some folks deny your existence, 
Though fierce physiologists fight, 

Pro^ssors brii^ new oims to light. 
Each boasts of the one he detected, 

Its beauties will gladly explain ; 

Is onr admiration expected ? — 

Bacillus our bane. 


While knowledge is power, recognition 




Each like a malefic magician. 

Can scarce he expected to please. ^ 
Although we We endeavoured to quiz it, 
It smiles vibrionic disdain ; 

But don’t bother us with a visit, 
Bacillus our bane. 


OLD RHYME. 

(JLegally reset ) 

Ax your pardon, Geantham, grace. 

Put the Cat back in its place.* 

* Where is ** its place ” "when once let out of 
the bag ? — ^Ed. 

A Memento, My I^stees. — The Ter- 
centenary of the Spanish Armada is to be 
commemorated by an elaborate sculpture 
erected on Plymouth Hoe, representing 
Britannia with banners and other acces- 
sories ; medallions also of Deaee, Raleigh, 
Feobishee, and Hawkins, and a bronze 
tablet illustrating the destrnofcion of the 
enemy’s fleet, oonpled with an inscription 
attributing its dispersion to the wmds. 
Certainly, the winds did blow, and the in- 
vaders were scattered ; but that was a con- 
tingency by no means likely in the time of 
need to occur again, and the only complete 
commemoration of the Spanish Armada re- 
mains to he effected by the formation of 
such a Navy, as, with adequate coast 
defence, will sumoe to blow any future Fleets 
of combined foreigners out of the water. 


A PICKWICKIAN DIALOGUE. 

Scene — Outside the Globe Theatre, 
“That’s my card, Sir. Baeeett, you 
will perceive, Sir, — ^Baeeett is my name. 
It ’s rather a good name, I think. Sir ? ” 

“A very good name indeed,” said Mr, 
Punchy wholly unable to repress a smile. 

“ Yes. I think it is,” resumed Mr. Bae- 
eett. “ There ’s a good name before it, too, 
you will observe . . . There—* Wilson Bae- 
eett’ sounds well, I think, Sir ? ” 

“ Very,” said Mr. Punch, 

MelnotteH a good name, iee^Claude 
Melnotte—^'eA * WnsoN Baeeett as Claude 
Melnotte^ is an attractive advertisement, 
I think. Sir?” 

** Certainly,” said Mr. Punch, 

“I appear now and then as Claude MeU 
notte, and it pleases my friends very much.” 

“ It is calculated to afford them the highest 
gratification, I should conceive,” said Mr, 
Punchy rather envying the ease with which 
Mr. Wilson Baeeett’s friends were enter- 
tained. 

“How, Gentlemen,” said the Actmg- 
Manager, approaching them, “All in to 

“^SiefnUy Mr. Wilson Baeeett bowed 
to Mr, Punchy as the latter stepped into his 
hansom and was driven off in the direction of 
Fleet Street. 

Appbopeiate.— In any re-adjustment of 
Parliamentary seats, Mr. Sexton ought to be 
the Member for Bury. 
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REAL PEIE TEADEj 

Oft the '^Berme of Men.** 

[The “Halfpenny Letter Post Company” is promising to give the public, 
by means of “ a novel system of advertising,” an envelope, a sheet of note- 
paper, and a penny stamp, for one halfpenny, “ without any loss to the 
revenue.”] 

R. y. W^me, Esq., a member of that eminent City Firm known 
as Messrs. Schneides, Schnapps, & Co., rubbed his eyes, stretched 
himself, and said, in a curiously husky voice, which he hardly 
recognised as his own “ How long have I been asleep ? It must 
be time to go to the Office.” 

pTit on his coat and set ofi for the Railway Station. He was 
startled when he arrived there to find everything seemed to be 
ch^ged. Instead of a grimy, draughty, little room, with a fioor of 
wet planks, where he had always been accustomed to take his ticket 
lor Town, he beheld a Gothic building, with marble pillars, and a 
portico ornamented with priceless statues of all the Directors of the 
Company. Stepping inside^ he could hardly believe that that^ 
Hall of Dazzling Light was m very truth the Booking-office. From ! 
the hand of a bronze Naiad m the centre of the building, a flashing I 
stream poxued into a porcelain fountain, illuminated by hundreds of * 
electnc lights, | 

He looked for the pigeon-hole where an over- worked clerk had I 
^ ® habit of angrily dispensing tickets to travellers. 

ihe pigeon-hole had disappeared I There was a handsomely dressed 
man walkmg a.bout the hall, and R. Y. Winkle, utterly dazed at 
the ch^ges which had taken place, thought he would iuquire where 
toe ticket-office might be. The handsomely dressed man was. as he 
discovered to intense astonishment, a porter I R. Y. Winkle 
could hardly believe his eyes when he saw the well-!l^own buttons 
on ms best Melton coat, and the embroidered gold-band round his 
plush cap, denoting his status. 

ticket-office, Sir,” he replied, in apparent surprise ; 
before^my^time ^ believe, twenty years ago. But that was 

T> ^ ^ Sret my ticket for London ? ” exclaimed Mr. 

y dtklb, hopelessly bewildered. 

a number of curiously 

shaped machines standmg m a row along one wall. 

out the drawe?^^^ ^ continued, “ andpuU 

f Merchant did as he was' told. 
Ihe old toe used to be half-a-crown, “return, second-class.” He 
for that coin in Ms purse, when he saw the 
words One half-penny,” inscribed on the apparatus. 

« ^ “istake,” he murmured to himself. “ StHl— tMs is 

a morning of wonders— I will try a halfpenny.” So saying he 
popped that modest coin into the slit. Pulling out the drawer, he 
^ ^ of railway-tickets presented to him, 

red silk : they were first-class return 
tickets to London, enough to last for a fortnight: but thevwere 
much toger than he had^own before — and on every side they were 
^ irf cheap soaps, patent braces, fuTMture, 
othOTMtidS!^**’ sensation novels, and a tost of 

I: % Porter for an explanation, 

xinfh rei^ked. that official, “ that yon are not acquainted 

isnwinvognein aU departments ofw^ 
> provided trratii, or almost gratis ; 
trade is revolntiomsed; advertisements pay for everything— thev 
Station, which although decent in point of arcM- 
S<^reet Terminus, the /aca<fe of 
wfeh Cathedral at min, and 

which w soMy composed of alaba^er Maid with precious stones.” 

+ 1 ,^ Y^iJ^kle. “I must really go to 

^“feienlfehe^Z” ^ : 

Pc^S’^ Sir,”repUed the ' 

that button— no, you need not put in any coin— i 

rest of yo^l^^”?®*^ letter-paper and stamps to last yol for the 1 

« «« ft i 


“Dear me I” said the staggered Londoner; “tMs must be very 
gratifying to the poor ! ” 

“ The Poor I We have none, Sir. I believe there were S 9 ine poor 
in London when I was a lad— but, bless me, poverty and discontent 
a,re unknown. Automatic delivery and an extension of the^ adver- 
tising system have converted England into a terestrial Paradise. ^ 
“Dear me I ” said R. Y. Winkle, again. “ This really surprises j 
me. My sleep must have been much longer than I thought.” 


SETTLING THEIR SUNDAY. 

At a recent sitting of the Upper House of the Convocation of 
Canterbury, according to a contemporary it appears that— 

A. n> “ Bishop of Exbteb^ laid 

® petition, said to 
signed by one hundred and 

^ / four person s, including Members 

of both Houses of Parliament, 
clergymen, and others, setting 
tI? there had been of late 

i I'i I 1®^ III 1 ^ marked increase in the em- 

1 I /f\ » /I ployment of the afternoon and 

f 1 Pl 1 evening of Sunday in amuse- 

' ments of various kinds by the 

upper and fashionable classes of 

T- , _ It adds, moreover, that the 

Sunday Out. “pastimesof recent date ^are 

said “ to comprise formal dinner-parties, smoking concerts, theatrical 
and semi-theatrical performances^ comic recitations and amusing pro- 
grammes of fun and frolic, exMbitions of jugglery,” and other Mghly 
reprehensible and wicked forms of dissipation, including “ boxing at 
the Pelican Club,” lawn tennis, and even the enormities of visitmg 
the studios of artists perpetrated annually under the appalling title 
of “ Show Sunday.” Why these hundred and four persons should 
take upon themselves to meddle with the nature of the “ amusements 
of various kinds” to which the fashionable classes of Society choose 
to devote their Sunday afternoons, or what good on earth they hope 
to get by handing in a petition to the Upper House of the Convocation 
of Canterbury on the subject, is not very clear. They might, how- 
ever, throw some light on the matter by a little further and fuller 
definition of some of the “pastimes of recent date” to which they 
more particularly object. It would be interesting no less to know 
precisely what sort of an entertainment would fall under the cate- 
gory of a “ semi-theatrical performance,” as to be informed at what 
particular point of humour a recitation might become too “comic 
for a Sunday rendering. Much mystery is again suggested in the 
proMbition put on an “ amusing programme of fun and frolic.” 

H '^What, too, is meant by the dead set made at exhibitions of jugglery? 
Is tMs aimed at a little innocent leger^de^main, or is it destined 
only to crush the professional wizard and his stock apparatus ? Of 
the “ boxing at the Pelican Club ” with wMoh the hundred and four 
petitioners appear to be familiar, it is more difficult to speak ; but 
the attempt to abolish “ Show Sunday” may fairly be characterised 
as rather impertinent. Our English Sunday is none too lovely or 
lively an institution, but as yet neither the upper nor the lower 
classes of English Society have shown any tendency, publicly, to 
^secrate it. When they do, it will be time enough, if not for the 
Upper House of the Convocation of Canterbury, at least for the 
Public Opinion of the country to express itself npon the matter. 
Meantime, grandmotherly interference had better let it alone. 


nf miToaucemtoa sufficient number 

advertising paper-bags in which thei^S^e 


EXTRACT FROM “EVELYN'S DIARY.” 

Feh. 12.— This day paid ofi all my Deptford. Made up my mind. 
Bade farewell to Coercion. 0 blessed day ! i 

! Feh, 13. — Heard it wMspered that a Httle Dablingi- and a Wii«i^ 
Blunt are to fight for my place. May the better man win. ^ Will 
this be the Wilful one ? It ought not to be the other, as he is not 
the Grand “ Old Man's Darling.” 

Feh. IT.— Came the glad and unexpected news of a great victory 
over the Conservatives and Liberal Unionists at Southwark. 

18. — Came the news from Hampstead, not unexpected, that 
tMs seat had been won without opposition. Ought we not to.,be 
thankful for even the smallest mercies ? 

Feh, 18.— Came grievous news of a great victory at Doncaster. , 

Feh, 25.— Wrote to my agent to inquire into matters concerning 
contumacious tenants, 

Feh, 29.— Comes the news of’ the confus’d, debauch’d, riotous 
manner of anti-Darlingites at Deptford. Some short while ago I 
too might have been a Darling I Late at night came tidings by 
private wire of the victory of the Darlingers, and the defeat’of the 
sTiPpeTters of The Wilful One. These are sad and troublous times ! 

I know not how Jt will all end. 
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ROBERT ON SPELLING. 

■Well I must say as the respect as I receeves from my Cozens in 
Amerrykey is sum think as is most agreeable to my feelinx, more 
partikler as I hayen’t the pleasure of 
knowing not none of ’em. Fust they 
I’PI f gennebnen of the Press to 

interwiew me, as they calls it, and then 
to tell all the natrally in<g[uisitive 
' Amerryoan peeple all about the silly- 

la brated City Waiter as he called me. 

Then I has a inwitation from all the ten 
thousand Waiters in New York to go 
<^ver there and read my intresting and 
emusin letters, as they called ’em, which 
^ shood most suttenly haye accepted if 
^ wood haye garranteed me a nice 

'' WSn smooth passage all the way there and 

's^\ back, but that they wouldn’t do, and as 
\mni\ ^Wm I ^®^t to the Ague, 

^ proyed the^iact, that a rolling, and a 
' gambolling, and a pitchin, and a tossin 

TT Tcr -x T j! ij. , don’t agree with the stummack of an 
Hed W^ter, I felt compeled to decline the inwitation tho’ it might 
haye gained me lots of money. 

But both of these honorable distinktions was as nothink when 
compared to the great honor as has jist bin conferd on me by the 
opening xleform Assosiation of Amerrykey. I haye just receeyed 
±rom Boston, free gratis for nothink, post paid, a nice Httle gray I 
book, which I am told is them ofishal horgan tho’ it don’t look lika 
one, and the reoeet of which intemates to me that in consequence of 
my long long efforts in the grand cause of reely good Spelling I am 
unannymousely elected one of their Counsel I When I menshuns as 
gie rest of p includes 8 professors of Hinglish, and Frensh and 
Wermen, and four Mditers of warious Noose Papers, and a late 
ChanceseUer of New York — who I shoud think must haye done a good 
stroke of bissmess there in that partickler line— peeple of powerful 
emadgina^on may try in wane to guess what my feelinx of pride 
and gratyncashun must be. As I has before obserwed, eyerything 
cums to the m^ who can Wait, but I suttenly did not include such 
a staggerer as this here. I haye dewoted a good many spare hours, 
in this rayther slack season, a trying to understand my free gratis 
trezure, but I am bound in honor to confess that my honorable 
colleags has gone such a jolly long ways ahed of me in their eger 
axtemps to himitate me, that I finds it considerable difficult to read 
their book, much less to hunderstand it. 

For instance, when I finds an House spelt Houz, and “ to snatch a 
glimpse aboye at my Beloyed,” as the poet sings, spelt to snach a 
glimps ^uy at my Beluyd,” and such orful looking words as these 
here, I skecht two men on the river one sculd and one rowd,” 

I feels jist a leetle bit ashamed of my brother Professors and 
Edditers for their werry hugly spelling. 

I However, I’m quite reddy to make all nessessary allowances for 
I yung begnmers, and daresay they ’ll do better when they ’ve had as 
much xpenence as I have, but I must protest with all my art and 
with all my strengh against hinsulting a butiful Bose by spelling it 
mth a z, Boze I (which I heer as they ’ve just giyyun the fair 
I Songkstress a testermonel before her dipartcher, which I dipploar) ; 
j praps one of the Counsel scraoht his fingers with a rose (nun with- 
I out thorns noweres) and this was the rewenge as he took, and Apl for 
[ a poor happle ain’t much better. I can’t too quite agree with Per- 
I fessor Walter Skeat when he spells wittels, vitteh, I declines to give 
up my dubbleyou tho he is a Perfesser. And sum on them does cum 
I it rayth^er strong. Perfesser Owen, for instance, says, without a 
! blush, that he can spell “ Face” in 952 different ways ! one of ’em 
I being “Gheighsch” I 

I I don’t feel at all sure that its quite right for my “ Spelling Beform 
Association,” as we calls ourselves, to fiy to make eweryboddy^ spell 
xactly alike. As a trueborn Inglishman I claims my right to spell 
my own native Langwidge xactly as I likes. And that same freedum 
as I dames for myself I am ginerous enuff to grant to bothers. 
There ’s a noble sense of true British jbeedom when we orthers sets 
down to write with the fine free feeling that we ain’t never obleeged 
to stop in the middel of a fine fiow of langwidge jist to wunder how 
sum long wurd is spelt. Why I werrily bleeves as sum of my werry 
grandest thorts, such as my dlscription of the nature of Winks, for 
instance, beginning, “ Winks is rum things, Winks is,” and my 
grand deaffinition of Eddicashun, ending thus : Propper Eddicashun 
don’t mean Sohoolin, but shoud teach us all, Waiters and all, to 
learn and labour trewly to get a good Living, as the poor Curit said 
to his Bishop,” wood ha been hutterly lost to the world for ewer and 
ewer if I had stopt in the middle on ’em to wunder how sumthink was 
spelt, and then where shood we aU ha bin ? 

No, as at present adwized, I gos in for freedom in everythink, 
Spelling and all, and tho I ’m werry prowd and werry much fiatterd 
at being helected a Counseller of that “Spelling Beform Leag,” 


m Culumbia CoUige, New York, Amerrykey, yet I must at present 
decide to take the pledge that I will well and trewly try to spell 
as tney speUs, aceordin to their ewidence, and as I have bin so good 
a trend to their great caws, praps they may be injuiced to make a 
xample of me, and let me go on as uauel, free as tide hair and with- 
out no tyes. Bobeet. 

2 . copy of Verses as I sent to my fare Neece, 
all ritten as the Spelling Leag demands of them as sines their rules, 
1 ^-P^^shus long time it has took me to find ’em all out in their 
little Dickshunary. 


I past by the houz of her I luv, 

To snaou a glimps of her who sat abur ; 
Ev’ry lim was aking so 
That I hugd the sadi bow, [luv. 


I cut a noch upon a apl tree, 

I spurd my horse to let my luvd one see, 
That, dlspite the wulger tatl, 

I was ready to do batl [free. 


xet IpiucJct arozeandthrowditto my j To proye my turtl-duv was pure as 

ST.-JUSTmCATION. 

JI^STER Johnny Morl:^ says he doesn’t like being called “the 
St.- Just of our Bevolution.” He complains of Master Georoie 
J OAO Hnvr Goscbcen’s haying so nicknamed hi-nrij and he won’t stand 
it. At kast, so he protests, lucidly and logically enough, through 
the medium of this month’s Nineteenth Century, Mr, Punch 
thinks Master Georoib’s phrase ought to have been “the St.- Just 
of tbe Gladstoman Party,” because, thus expressed, “St.- Just” is 
so craftily qualified as to suggest a certain resemblance without any 
attempt to establish a complete parallel. Master Jobcnny calls atten- 
tion to M. Tains’ s highly charged and laboriously ffidshed portrait 
<ff St.-Ju8t, and says, “Look here 1 am I like this?” No, replies 
Mr, P., certainly not; but having looked on that picture, look at 
this sketch by Carlyle— “ More like a Student than a Senator.” 
So, Johnny, there you are! You who “have written books,” as 
Carlyle says of St.- Just, cannot complain of the comparison, so far. 
Carlyle indeed calls him “Young 8t.-Ju8t,” “A youth of slight 
stature, with mild mellow voice, enthusiastic olive complexion, and 
mng hlack hair.” If this portrait, with the heading of a “ Hundred 
Pounds Beward,” were posted by the Police all oyer the oountry, 
we readily ^ admit that Master Johnny Morley would never be 
arres^d as the missing lad answering in every respect to this 
description. No one appreciates Master Johnny at his St,- Just value 
more than does Mr, Punchy who perceives, and he has already put 
on record pictorially, this striking resemblance at the present time. 


LATEST TELEGBAPHIC INTELLIGENCE, 

Voice, Mr, Punchy are you there ? 

Mr, Punch, Yes. Who is it ? 

V, Mr. Goschen. 

Mr, P, Oh, to be sure— the Chancellor of the Exchequer. 

V, Yes, I am that, but something far better. I am a joke- 

MrlP, Don’t beHeve it. 

V But I am! I was so funny the other evening, when Mr. 
WYNDHAH returned to the Criterion from the Continent. Didn’t 
yon see my jokes ? 

Mr, P, No— and don’t want to. 

V, Then you must listen. I said that Mr. Wyioham— hal ha I 
— ^when he was at Berlin, had been on the Spree ! Ha I ha I I had 
never heard that anecdote of David Garrick before. ^ Ha I ha I ha I 
i Mr, P, Did any one laugh ? 

V, Yes-I did. 

Mr, P, But what was the joke ? 

V, Don’t you see, Berlin is on the Spree— the name of a river ; so 
when Mr. Wtndham was at Berlin, he was on the Spree too, Ha I 
ha ! ha I Wasn’t it good ? 

Mr, P, Good was not the word I 

V, 1 am so glad you are pleased. I will tell you another of my 
jokes. 

Mr* P, No, thank yon ! [^Plectric current hrohen. 

An Early Bird. — That rara avis^ a Goldfinch, was hopping 
about on the shore near Heme Bay — (why didn’t the Goldfinch take 
a fiy ?) — and suddenly found an elephant, or rather all that remained 
of one, which was only a tusk. The Goldfinch, a very learned bird, 
was sure tbat tbe tusk was that of a hairy elephant on a visit to this 
part of Kent a few thousand years ago, more or less. We have not 
yet heard the opinion of those experts Messrs. Sanuer, who can 
give some particulars as to elephants having been seen at Margate 
within tbe last few years. I 

The Story of Creation has been recently advertised. Of course it 
states tbe merely earthy side of the story, as its author is “ only a 
Clodd.” 
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NOBLE SELF-SACRIFICE IN THE CAUSE OF CHARITY. 


The DucTiess of Betjamhe. “That’s my Costume eor the Dance in the Third Act— bather Cold in this Weather— but it’s 

ROE THE POOR CrOSSING-SwEEPERS’ WiDOWS’ HoME, YOU KNOW* ARB YOU COMING TO SEE US, CAPTAIN DE BoOTS ? ” 

Gallant Hussar, “Haw! Haw! I should think so, Duchess— RA rHER/ Wouldn’t miss it for the World! Bring the 
WHOLE Regiment! Fetch ’em awfully, that Third Act will I Haw! Haw! Haw!*^ 


OUR REAL GRIEYANCE OEEICE. 

Before Mr. Commissioner Punch. 

A Child Performer introduced. 

The Commmtoner, Well, my little man, and what can I do for 
yon ? 

Complainant. Nothing. I was sent in here hy some people who 
said they wanted to be hind to me. I am very tired. 

Com, You look it. Take a seat. How, what is your emplo 3 rment ? 

Compl. Oh, I am taken about from place to placa to perform, you 
know. It is very tiring. 

Com, How many times a week? 

Compl, Oh, generally twice a day— morning and night. And then 
there is the practising, and the travelling— and I am very tired ! 

Com, We will see if we can help you. You seem well fed and 
clothed, and fairly educated ? 

Compl, Oh, yes ; hut I ’m so tired. 

Com, What do the doctors say ? 

Compl, Oh, that I am well enough at present, but I shall break 
down sooner or later. I rather hope sooner. 

Com, It Days, I snppose? 

Compl, Oh, yes, it pays somebody. 

Com, Who is somebody ? 

Compl, I don’t quite know. 

Com, And how about your parents ? 

Compl, Oh, they don’t mind. They say it’s all for my good in 
the future. 

Com, I see, my good little fellow, how it is. Well, tell the kind 
people who sent yon before me, that I will look careinUy into the 
matter, and consider whether anything can be done on your behalf. 
My first impression is, that there should be some power given to 
some ofiicial — say the Official Solicitor — ^to make children such as 
you Wards of Court. Were you a Ward of Court, Chancery would 
protect yon, and see that any money paid on your behalf was pro- 
perly applied, and would generally look after you. But Chancery is 


an expensive matter, and until yon were realising a considerable 
income, it would be difficult to put the machinery of the law in 
motion. However, I will give the matter my best consideration, 
and 

Compl, Please, Sir, I can’t stop to hear any more, I ’ve got to go 
and play. 

Com, Ah! that ’ll do you good. 

Compl, It will do somebody good. 

Com, But playing a good game 

Compl, Ho, not a game— the violoncello. Q-ood-bye. I’m so 
tired. [lExit wearily, 

A Momentary Shock. — ^In the published Report of the Meeting 
of the National Freehold Land Society, the concluding paragraph 
notified the retirement of their Directors, Messrs. Cash, Pryce, and 
Whittingham. The Public generally would not be much concerned 
I with the last of the three names; but the disappearance of Cash 
Prtcb would have been ominous. Ready-money dealings are 
essential to the eidstence of a Society like the old-established N. F. 
L. S., and so we are glad to see, at ,the end of the Meeting, Cash 
Pryojb again on the Direction Board. This is quite the right direction. 

^ “ Crushed again I ” — The Chairman of the National Rifle Asso- 
ciation {to the Duke of Cambridge^ who has refused to sell a hundred 
andtwenty acres of his Wimbledon property to the N,R,A,). “ ’Wan- 
tage to you,” Reply of JE[,R,JB[, the Duke, “ duite so, and I mean 
to keep it,” 

“ Soho I Soho ! ”— Six weeks of Coqubun at the Royalty Theatre, 
On one night, for a benefifc, March 23, three Coqublins are to appear 
together. A qui le gdteau f Whichever one of the three “ takes the 
cake” will be “ Le plus heureux des trois,^^ 

Song and Chorus por Deptford.— “ MineP ^ 



Mb. BxrtL {roused hy Masters Mandolph and Chat lie), “HTJLLO I HULLO ! — ^WHY, BLESS MY SOUL 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

I owif witli compunotion to not bavin? read Little Lord FaunU 
leroy until last week, and it “ made me sit np; ” that is, it kept me 
up late, and caused me to snivel joyfully (I believe my cold next day 



was entirely due to my tearful emotion overnight), over the pure love 
of goodness, — not “ goody- goodiness,” nothing of the kind, — without 
cant or affectation, therein displayed. It is a book that takes you 
a long way out of yourself, so that you return' to the world and 
wonder where you We been. From a real emotional point of view I 
liked Dickens best in' his Christmas Carol ; ^ but I envy Mrs. 
Burnett the pure inspiration that has given us Little Lord Fauntle-- 
roy. And to one thing I have made up my mind, and that is, 
I wiU not go to see Little Lord Fauntleroy on the stage. Even the 
illustrations, good as they are for the most part, endanger the story. 
Let me imagine Little Lord Fauntleroy^ and the Farl^ and Dearest^ 
and Mr. JLohbs, and Dick^ but don’t show them to me on wood, or 
steel, or canvass, much less impersonated (how impossible!) by 
comedians and low comedians, and by a precocious child — little girl 
to represent boy, of course, as is the invariable stage-custom— with 
the inevitable cockney twan^. 

I gather from the notices in the papers, of a piece recently pro- 
duced called Little Lord Fauntleroy^ that the adapter repudiates 
nearly all his obligation to Mrs. Burnett’s book, and protests that 
his tittle Lord is not Mrs. Burnett’s Little Lord. Most probable ; 
but at all events he doesn’t sign himself Burnett, and attempt to 
pass off the sham for the real,— a proceeding for which the unfor- 
tunate name of Fauntleroy might afford a precedent. ^ Also I see 
that this adapter, for the sake of keeping the Little Lord’s 
mother before the public, has made her accompany her son to the 
Earl’s Castle, where she passes herself off as the boy’s nurse. If 
this be so, then such an expedient utterly destroys the simple, 
straightforward, independent character of both mother and child, 
who become a pair of humbugs, with a sordid purpose in view. 
However, this is not the place to discuss dramatic matters, except 
q^uite incidentally ; all I say is that, whether successful or not, the 
adapter’s or Mrs. Burnett’s own child on the stage must be vul- 
garised, and the whole romance of the charming work destroyed. 
If Mrs. Burnett has not already dramatised it, I am sure Mr. 
FuncKs immortal advice might be once more advisedly repeated, 
and that is, “ Don’t I ” , -r , i a i. 

But for a certain paragraph in the Lancet^ I should have muchly 
liked to review a few books on G-out and Rheumatism ; for, as 
Mr . Larouchere recently observed in Truths “ they are really 
cheerful reading,” or words to that effect. If the Lancet 
objects to ifefr. jPwwcA,^or 3Ir. FuncJCs Prime Minister, noticing 
any professionally medical works, who am I that I should offer 
an opinion on a lecture delivered by Dr, Burnet Teo, recently 
published, and placed by a friend in my hands ? The only thing 
interesting to me in such works ^ is the opinion of every doctor 
on what to eat, drink, and avoid, — ^the second being the most 
important. I agree with Dr, B. Yeo— Yeo ho, my boys ! yeo ho !•— 
that real good wine is the thing for . . , Well, for me. This treatment, 
of course, in the case of those who can only afford to have poor man s 
gout (such is my modest lot), necessitates dining out, as frequently as 
possible, with all those who possess first-rate cellars, and who are 
willing to assist in your cure. This treatment takes a long time, but 
it is, I believe, in most instances successful. I do not, as yet, speak 
from experience, but I hope to do so. Adopting B. Yeo s idea I 
shall become a regular Yeoman, and perhaps a Centenarian ! 

I ’ve just seen second number of the Bari^ud-Bentlet series of 
Men and Women of the Day, Not quite so interestii^ as No. 1. A 
frieniy reader wiu ask, “ Can anything interest the Baron so much 


as No. 1 ? ” He may pause for a reply : I wish he may receive it. 
Passons! Ruszin’s portrait comes first. The chief Ruskinite is 
seated, pen in hand, ready for some one to bring him the ink. Then 
follow Mr. and Mrs. Kenuax, in character,— which is a mistake, —as 
Lord and Lady Clancarty. Lord Clankendal is staring at something 
or somebody out of the picture, and is evidently asking his wife, 
sotto voce^ “ "Who’s that just come into the third box there ? ” and 
she, with her head resting on Lord ClankendaVs manly breast, her 
half-closed eyes turned in the same direction as his, gently purrs 
the answer, I don’t recollect his face, but it ’s a very good house 
to-night.” Then comes, all alone in his glory, John Bright, looking 
very truculent, evidently muttering to himself, “Idiot! fool! ” — of 
course speaking of somebody else at a distance, to whom he has 
j ust written one of his straight-f rom-the-shoulder epistles. Another 
Grand Old Man, says Baron db Book Works. 


SOMETHING NEW EOR ALEXANDER ! 

{If he had hem discovered in England.) 

“Dear me, this is most interesting,” said the Canon; “very 
interesting indeed. Just give me his skuU.” 

“ Better let me look them over again, Sir,” interposed the Sexton ; 
“ perhaps I may find something more valuable than human hones,” 

“Well, I am not sure,” continued the ecclesiastic. “You see, I 
do not fancy that much treasure is usually discovered in a sarco- 
phagus.” 

“ Right you are, Sir,” returned the Gravedigger, who had com- 
pleted his work. “ Only bones— and terribly dirty ones, too ! ” 

“They must be washed,” observed the Canon, decisively, after 
closely inspecting the skull of the great conqueror through his eye- 
glasses. “In their present state they are scarcely fit to be seen. 
But where shall we put them ? ” 

“ I shall be very glad to give them shelter in my drawing-room,” 
suggested a Surveyor. 

“ Now, that is very good indeed of you,” put in another Church 
Dignitary. “ Very good of J you, indeed ; but are you sure that you 
don’t mind ? They may be inconvenient ? ” 

“Not in the least, if they are nice and clean. I could put them 
on a board resting on a sofa and two chairs. How would that do ? ” 

“ Admirably ! ” said the Dean and Chapter in chorus. 

“ But we must have them photographed ! ” cried one. 

“And get Professor Huxley to examine them!” exclaimed 
another, 

“ With pleasure,” acquiesced the Surveyor. 

So the bones of Alexander the Great were washed. 

And the bones of Alexander the Great were photographed. 

And then they were placed on a shutter resting on a sofa and two 
chairs in the drawing-room of a dwelling-house. 

And then Professor Huxley examined them. 

And then some one wrote to the Times to say that they only 
belonged to a common soldier, and had nothing whatever to do with 
the mighty son of Philip. 

And then some one else contradicted some one, and re-affirmed 
that the bones were genuine. 

And then there was a mild remonstrance from two or three of the 
Public, who were not quite certain that it was either legal or 
advisable to take a hero, or his cousins, or his aunts, from conse- 
crated ground into the drawing-room of a dwelling-house, however 
stately. 

But nobody seemed to care a brass button about it ! So the matter 
dropped, as dead as Alexander himself, or the late Queen Anne, or 
even the once-venerated remains of Si. Thoivcas a Becket ! 


Prophetic.— Poet Tom Campbell foresaw “ iShe^^ when he com- 
menced his Speech oe the Chorus with, 

“ 0 Haggard Queen ! ” 

And, in another instance, there must have been a beam in his eye 
when he wrote “O’Connor’s Child,” clearly indicating the rise of 
Tay Pay’s Star ^ 


“Niagara— AND Aeter?”— For reply, ask Mr. John Hollings- 
HEAD, who, aided by M. Philipoteaux— has accomplished the 
unprecedented feat of bringing Niagara to London. The Aquarium 
will be naturally jealous; and the Water Companies won’t quite 
like it. Rather a fall for the Falls to come down to the slightly 
dull locality known as York Street, St. James’s Park, which requires 
a “ fillip-or-two ” to start some amusement. 


We wish the Clerk of the Weather, following the excellent ex- 
ample of Lord Wolselby and his military friends in condemning 
“,the march past,” would just make a salutary change in the March 
present and future. 
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Tommy, “Wasn't it Phidias who made the Eljin Marbles, 
Atot HippolytaI" 

A'uM Hippolyta, “Phejdias, dear, not Ph/dias ; and you must 
SAY ElgiiTj not Eljxn, The Greek G, or Gamma, is always 
pronounced sard, you know." 


HIBERNIA. 

fragments of a Lay sung on the day when the JPatriot Singer {and Lord 
Mayor) Sdl^v^n was released from durance vile, to “ The Harp that 
oTiee in ^ Tullamore the soul of music shed,** in strains of mingled 
pc^rody {some way, apparently, after Macaulay* s 

go(ji Men of tlie Conimpns, with loyal hearts and true, 

Wno stwd by us bold -Irish, who now will stand by you, 

(^me, hght your weeds around me, and mark my tale with care, 

I what poor Ireland oft hath borne, and yet may haye to bear. 

Of all the wicked Tories still the names are held accursed, 

^d of all the wicked Tories black B-lp-r was the worst. 

Be stalked about the Chamber like a Banthorne in his pride, 

V ^ with lank and languid legs entangled or spread wide, 
w- j unmixed with fear, 

mouth that always seemed to sneer : 
brass, ^at mouth of scorn, mark all the species stiU, 
For neyer was there Tory yet but wished the Irish ill. 
jNor lacks he fit attendance : for ever at his heels 

renegade, Hs Sub., K-nu-H-rm-n, steals, 

Bis written .answer ready, be the question what it may, 

And the smile flickermg on hia cheek for aught his Chief may say. 

* • * ♦ m ♦ 

thenj as in a olondless gap in a long gfomT sky, 

Shining With h<me in her blue eyes a fair young girl came by : 

^ sha^k in her tend, and,"^ aa eEeVoKng. 
warbled gaily to herself snatches of Insh song, 
mth reference to iJory, and allusion to Kathleen, 

^d now and then a stanza of ‘‘ The Wearing of the Green ; ” 

CNot forgetting Lord Mayor S-ix-T-n. who as a bard can score). 


The maiden sang as Irish maids alone such songs can sing, 

When Hope is in its bndding-time and Loye is in its Spring, 

Black B-lp-r heard her sweet young yoice, and saw her sweet young 
face, 

And hated her with the black hate of his old Tory race ; 

And watching close to see where she would go, and whom she’d meet, 
His ynlture eye pursued the trip of those bare glancing feet. 

So blithely young Hibernia came smiling from her home. 

Ah I woe for young Hibbrnia, the best beloved of Rome ! 

She mused of that great Forum for which all patriots pray, 

And just had reached the very spot where it snail stand one day, 
When up the varlet B-lp-r came ; not such as when erewhile 
He lounged in far St, Stephen’s with cock’d heels and simpering 
smile ; 

He came with lowering forehead, fierce features, and clenched fist, 
And strode across Hibernia’s path, and caught her by the wrist. 
Hard strove the frighted maiden, and screamed with look aghast, 
And at her scream from left and right the folk came running fast ; 
The old money-changer, Gi-dst-ne, with his thin silver hairs, 

And H-rc-rt of the stately form and glittering “ Rhodian” wares, 
And the strong smiter, M-rl-t, grasping a half -forged brand, 

And L-bby, the unruffled, with cigarette in hand, 

All came in wrath and wonder ; for all knew that fair child. 

And as she passed them by— of late— had kissed their hands and 
smiled. 

And the strong Old Man Gl-dst-ne, gave B-lp-r such a blow ; 

The long one reeled three paces back, and let the maiden go. 

Yet glared he fiercely round him, and hissed in snaky tone, 

Law ’s law, and Order ’s order ; I claim her for mine own. 

I wait on swart-browed S-l-sb-rt — ^ he ’s almost like my sire. 

Let him who thwarts the nephew’s will beware the uncle’s ire 1 ” 

So spake the varlet, B-lp-r ; and dread and silence came 
On all the people at the sound of the Cecilian name ; 

For now there was no tribune— no eloquent J-hn Br-ght, 

To make the rich man tremble and guard the poor man’s right ; 
There was no sturdy H-rt-ngt-n— no honest Ch-mb-rl-n ; 

For most of the old champions flocked in the Tory train. 

Yet ere the varlet B-lp-b again might seize the maid, 

Who clung tight to stern M-rl-y’s skirt, and sobbed and shrieked 
for aid, 

Fo^ through the throng of gazers the Grand Old Gl-dst-io! pressed, 
And stamped his foot, and thumped his palm, and smote upon his 
breast, 

^d sprang unto that rostrum by many a poet sung, 

* j where, aforetime, many a year had pealed his silvery tongue, 
And beckoned to the People, and in bold voice and clear, [hear. 
Poured thick and fast the burning words which tyrants quake to 

“ I^ow, by your chil^en’s cradles, now, by your father’s graves. 

Be men to-d^, ye Liberals, or be for ever slaves ! 

XU Cromwell give us laws ? For this did Hampden bleed ? 
® great vengeance wrought, upon the Stuart’s seed ? 

OUT! ^ ® snarl alarm the race who braved the lion’s roar ? 

Shall we, who beat great B-c-nsp-ld, crouch to the bland B-lp-r? 
Ru’ ancient spirit that curbed the nobles’ willl 

Oh, for the men of Thirty-two, who passed the famous Bill I 
m those brave days our Liberus stood firmly side by side. 

They faced the Tory fury, they tamed the Tory pride ; 

Shall what the^ care bequeathed to us, our madness fling away ? 

U the ripe fruit of three-score years all blighted in a day ? 

0 crier, to the polling summon the eager throng ! 

0 tribunes, breathe the word of might that guards the weak from 
wrong I 

Sr’ earth beneath us, and by the sky above, 

A-P-zTi yield to B-lp-r’ s hate, Hibernia, whom we love. 

A httle late we show it, but oh I ’tis true and hot : 

^d if the Tories doubt that truth, we ’ll show them what is what. 
Leave, leave, to poor Hibernia, her dearest tie to life, 

The hope that springs midst all her woe, and after all her strife : 

One gentle speecl^O’BR-N’s— a century’s hatred cures ; 
ine yoke of love HiBERinA courts— she will not brook B-lp-r’ si 
Bo, let the Myden’s Home be free, its Rule be hers ; with pride 
ghe who now loathes ye — as a slave — will love ye — as a bride. 

Spare her the mexpiable wrongs, the nnutterable shame 
Ui being shackled and coerced to suit your Party game : 

Lest, wh^ her latest hope is fled, her friends are in despair, 
xe learn by proof, m some wild hour, how much the wretched dare I ” 

the Old Man eloquent 1 What farther P— well, I find 
the harp that once at Tullamore wailed forth on every wind 
ir S thriKo out of tune, my throat a little dhry ; 
o t Tullamore could tame my Muse ; the tyrant I defy I 
But how they dealt with black B-lp-r, and how, after the’fray, 
HiBBEmi-the darlint I-faied, I ’U sing anoth® day. 
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Kome of Commons^ Monday Nighty February^ 27.— ^irst day of Murder of the Innocents, tw’O panel pictures by Mocetto,” of which 
early closing movement. Up to verge of midnight everything went the nation had become possessed. , , ,., 

admirably. Ordinary votes fairly discussed. Irish vote talked about “Does the Bright Honourable Gentleman,” he asked, liberally 

at large. Everyone satisfied. Old Morality popped out to see that promoting Jackson to the Privy Council, “ know who Moketto 
the shutters were aU right for closing promptly at midnight. Divi- was?” ^ ^ a t 

sion taken on Irish vote. Ten minutes left for unconsidered trifies. From ^gry way in which name^ was pronounced, J oseph Gillis j 
CoTJETNET began running through votes. Beached that for National thought it must be that of a Besident Magistrate, and called out 
Gallery, when from below Gangway on Ministerial side, there “ Yah, yah I ” Thus encouraged, Cavendish went on with his 
fiashed a luminous breadth of crumpled shirt-front. A head indictment. There was another picture, a Dutch portrait, painter 
of rumpled and now, alas I shortening hair, presented itself; a unknown, price £60. .... r-u-xi. x-*xt_ 

familiar voice sounded through Chamber, and Committee became “ As representative of British taxpayer, I object to portraits by 
sensible of fact that Cavendish Bentinck was on his legs wanting painter unknown,” said Cavendish, his words tripping each other 
to know about most recent purchases for National Gallery. ^ up as they tumbled out in hot haste. ^ 

Deep groan went up from Conservative side. Opposition ironically Loud cheers greeted^ this declaration. Cavendish next proposed 
cheered and joyously laughed. Hadn’t seen Cavendish for weeks, to read extracts from gilt-edged book borrowed from Library. But 
Certainly was not in nis place through sitting. Evening dress showed volume always turning up wrong end first, he finally tucked it under 
he had been to meeting at Exeter Hall or Jerusalem Chamber. Now his armpit. To this day no one knows w^hat it was about, or what it 
dropped in ten minutes to twelve wanting to know about “ the ought to have proved. Excitement growing. Opposition increasingly 
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Lilaxious. Treasury Bench, taking on fresh dolour. Completion of 
Supplementary Estimates, apparently withm reach of ha.nd, and all 
arrangements to be upset in this way. If it had been Irish Member 
bad enough. But Cayendish: Bentince, of whom no one was 
thinking, suddenly to pop up with 
his gilt-edged volume (author un- 
known) and his anonymous Dutch 
portrait, was hard to bear. 

Presently it turned out by his 
own admission, that Cavendish 
hadn’t seen the pictures he was 
condemning,^ and as gilt-edged 
volume continued to be obstre- 
perous, he suddenly sat down, 
leaving three minutes for Finan- 
cial Secretary to explain and 
Committee to pass four Yotes. 

Couldn’t be done. At midnight 
progress reported and Commit- 
tee’s work left uncompleted. 

Business done. — Eruption of 
Cavendish Bentince. 

Tuesday Night. — Eesumed 
Debate on Procedure. Things 
still going on wonderfully weU. 

Eule upon rule, precept upon 
precept agreed to, after conversa- 

tion really designed to improve Molcetto ? ” 

the suggestion under considera- 
tion. Seems all a dream to Old Moralitv. Can’t believe things could 
possibly go forward so smoothly. Has formed habit of gently 
pinching himself, to see that he is really awake. This led to 
momentary unpleasantness. Just after Eule 6 agreed to without 
division, one of Arthur Baieoue’s legs straying about Bench, 
0. M., getting rather mixed, pinched it in mistake. Explained 
the error, and profusely apologised. All very well, Arthur 
Baleour says ; but can’t see how by any possibility his leg could 
have been mistaken for Smith’s. 

Nearest approach to animated debate arose on Eule 3, which 
makes things unpleasant for Member guilty of grossly disorderly 
conduct. Old Morality moving it, observed that “ Eule must 
recommend itself to good feeling of all Members of House ” — ^whieh 
it didn’t. Tat Pay, appropriately assuming the character of 
champion of dignity of the House, protested against such a penal code. 

Debate brought to a conclusion by Joseph Gillis.^ Been very 
quiet since Session opened, but subject under discussion infallibly 
drew him. Eemembercd how, in days of sin, when he used ^ 
be suspended, was accustomed to mount to topmost Bench in 
Strangers’ Gallery, and frighten New Members by staring them out 
of countenance, or making faces. New 
Eules proposed that Members suspended 
should not be permitted to enter precinots 
of House. 

“ Sir,” said JosepHj waving a friendly 
hand towards the Chair ; “It seems to me 
that the moral influence of the Speactr 
is quite enough to keep order with- 



out these ’ere Rules.” 

Hardly a dry eye in the assem- 
bly as these tremulous notes fall 
on its listening ear. 

“Beautiful I” cried Pluneet 
“ Since Mr. Pecksniff appearei 
in light attire on the landing at 
Mrs. Todgers^s, and besought the 
assembled boarders to join him in 
being^ moral, nothing so touching 
as this.” 

Not a word said after J. B. had 
spoken. House at once divided. 
Pretty in the lobby afterwards as 
Joey B. strolled along, his head 
bent in thought, like the bowed 
head of the ripened grain, to see 
James "Watson, Magistrate for 
StafEordshire, Salop, and Worces- 
tershire, and ]patron of the living 
of Berwick, involuntarily, as it 
Whilst Joseph Gillis passes. seemed, remove his hat and follow 

the retreating figure with reve- 
rential glance. Business done.— Further debate on New Eules. 

Thursday. Great case of Eight of Public Meeting argued before 
Speaker, and Jury composed of some 500 Members. Eussell, Q, C., 
for PlaintifE; Matthews, QC., for Defendant. Waddy, Q-.C., 
tucked brief under arm, and awaited his opportunity. Other 


Counsel appearing were Bradlaugh (C.) and Coutts-Burdett or 
is it Burdett Coutts ? Whichever it be, he succeeded in elimtuijg 
murmur of approval from Jury-box by dehcate reference to West- 
minster Abbey. When, he said, he contemplated the possibihty of 
lawlessness running riot in the streets of London, he thougut oi 
"Westminster Ahhey. “Like Mrs. thiitog of the 

Old ’un,” said Locewood, just hack from Circuit. Suppose he 
has a vested interest in the place. But his concern for it certainly 

seems a little premature.” _ , . -n ■ u 

Also Charles Hall, O.C., Attorney-Generd to the Prmce of 
Wales, of whom Harcourt says, “ He has the gravity of a mdge 
with the figure of a light comedian.” Hm speech bright, lucid, 
convincing, and oommendably short — that s Hall, and quite enough 

to make a House of Commons reputation. ^ j 

WiLERiD Lawson so pleased with speech that he knocked oh little 
pome to tune of song familiar in his. hot youth oaUed Sam Mall. 
Here ’s the first verse : — 

My name it is “ Charles Hall, I Q.C., and what they call 
Joy evince ! {Bis.) At-tor-ney Ge-ne-r«? 

My name it is Charles Hall, \ To my Prince! {Bis.) 

Bradlaugh wound up night’s'" proceedings in vigorous speech, 
Estened to with attention hy] ero'wded House. Strange ^how 
whirligig of time (whatever sort of conveyance that may he) brings 
its revenges. Not many years ago Members crowded the Lobby to 
see Bradlaugh kicked downstairs. Now they throng the Benches 
to hear bim reply to “his learned friend,” the Home Secretary.^ 
Before this came on, Sage of ^ueen Anne’s Gate raised question of 
Chamberlain’s expenses in his Mission to United States. £3900 
asked for. Sage, bringing out slate and pencil, _ works little sum to 
show that this comes to £30 a day, which, considering, as he says, 
hotel expenses in the States are at price fixed is staggering. 
Joseph Gillis, who, as Paymaster- General of the Parnellite forces, 
knows something about expenses, quite depressed. 

“Look at that now,” he says. “Thirty pounds a day! Why, 
there isn’t one of the bhoys who wouldn’t contract to take as much 
a month, and think himself well off.” ^ ^ 

No bounds to Gladstone’s quite appalling generosity. Comes 
forward to defend Chamberlain’s Mission. Isn’t quite sure of the 
£30 pound a day, but has nothing save honeyed words for the errant 
Joseph. In contrast with this speech comes Tat Pay, frothing and 
vapouring, bellowing abuse of Chamberlain, as if the Speaker were 
stone deaf. 

Always seems to me,” said Eandolph, reflectively twirlmg his 
moustache, “ that Tay Pay’s oratorical accessories are incomplete. 
Never see him stand up and shout, hut miss something.” 

“What’s that?” said Beodrice, anxious to learn from the 
l^Iaster. 

“ His barrer, dear boy— his harrer, with its enticing load, whether 
of the shy retiring winkle, the rose-tipped carrot, or the coyly curled 
green,” Business done. — Debate on Sir Charles Eussell’s Motion, 
Friday. — Russell’s Motion’ on again. More legal lore. Nearly 
every Member now speaks of his neighbour as “my learned friend.” 
Henry James openly calls Speaker “ me lud.” Sergeant-at-Arms, 
the spirit of the Usher strong upon him, has greatest difficulty to 
prevent himself calling out “ Silence! ” At five minutes to twelve 
brother Piceersgill rose, spread out his brief, and proposed to 
answer the Attorney-General, who had just sat dovm. Only five 
minutes before division must be taken, if at all, to-night. Such a 
roar filled the Court, shook the leaves of brother Piceersgill’ s 
brief, and set his wig awry. Brother Smith came to the^ rescue. 
Pounced with extraordinary agility. “ Me lud ” then submitted the 
ease to jury, who by considerable majority returned verdict of Not 
Guilty. Home Secretary promptly left dock ; was met at gates by 
company of friends, who took him off to supper. 

Business done. — Eussell’s Eesolutiou rejected by 316 votes 
against 224. 


A Matter oe Course. — The Committee for the Waterloo Cup 
consists of one noble and seven distinguished sportsmen ; the Judge 
Mr. Hedlet, and the Slipper Mr. T. Wilkinson. When weather 
doesn’t permit the ordinpy^ coursing to come off, the Committee 
have healthy exercise within their reach by staying at home and 
playing at hunt the Slipper, — Wilkinsonio non obstante. 


REOOIMM ENDED * 

Read this hook of the Baron de Grancey’s, 

“ Paddy chez-lui^"* full of facts and not fancies. 


To Grandolph I — The Fourth Party at first were strongly opposed 
to Closure. “ Where is dat Barty now ? ” In the fonrth dimension 
of space? 


What the Government 
Offices.” 


requires oe an Architect. — “ Good 


KOTICE. — Rejected Conmuiuications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception. 



Mai;oh 17, I8t8.] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 121 

‘‘IN THE BAYS WHEN WE WENT GIPSYING” 

Yes, Sir, “ The days when we went Gipsying, a long time ago,” 
were revived last Thursday at the Avenue. Scenes of my childhood, 
once more I behold ye ! TAe Bohemian Girl is indeed “ the Girl 1 
left behind me.” The occasion of the revival was described as 
iSL > 1 -- ' O ^ o Samel Hate’s Ma-- 

- which suggests rather 

^ a Hazy morning ; and so it 

^ 'W’ent to meet 

I was delighted to dnd, 

as g^d as^everl^ 

played and sung by Mr! 

/'^ Snazelle, wheels ^p to all 

nowadays T?ie Bohemian 
Having his EHng. (S^^rZ-bless her!-wouLd be 

® ® a trifle slow. But her 

musical charms were as bright as of yore. With her again I wandered 
in Marble Halls, and “when other lips” sang her songs, then “I 
remembered her,” and every note of them : and my heart was not 
“bowed down by weight of woe,” but, on the contrary, was 
beating time to the ballad tunes with all the fervour of youth, as 
the fresh strawberry mark on her arm was discovered, and Arline 
fell into the arms of the Count, in whom she recognised her long-lost 
parent, when Bemhhoof sang out boldly, “ Be.not^deceived, ’tis thy 
lather before thee I ” And • r - ~ r.,' 

it was my father before me, .} ‘ '•£ 

who took me to see The ~ 

Bohemian Girh when she qX tR 

and I were girl and boy 

together, though I was not, if ill 

I wish to state, a Bohemian \ 

Boy, but a very respectably ^ //■■?>- 

brought-up one— coming of IfflHW i ''111 '‘1 

as “ dacent people ” as were ®/W „ 1 ^ M • 1 '' 'i' \ 

Arline' s own relations, 13*“^ ''•1-' '4'\' 

Bless her dear eyes I Ah, ^ 

those were happy nights! 

No Matinies then I And to / ' " ' ^ > ' ' ' \\ ' ^ ^ 

hear Balee’s ppeva we went xhe Good Old Strawberry Mark, 

in the dress circle— <iuite a ^ 7*^ j 

family circle— and with oranges and cakes in our hands— cakes m 
our hands and Bun^n on the stage — we heard first of all The 
Bohemian Girl, and then after that, the Pantomime. And here she 
is again,— or was, last Thursday, and “ I love her still the same,” 
although lam An Old Stagee. 

COLERIDGE ON “ GENERAL GORDON’S LETTERS TO 
HIS SISTER.” 

“ I hear the very Goedon that of old 

Was wont to preach to me, now once more preaching.’ 

Wallenstein , Act V., Se. 2. 

Gordon (toff.). “ 0 Time , 

Works miracles. In one hour many thousands 

Of grains of sand run out ; and guick as they 

Thought follows thought within the human soul. 

Only one hour ! Yowr heart may change its purpose* 

BKs heart may change its purpose, — some new tidings 

May come : some fortunate event, decisive, 

May fall from Heaven and rescue me. 0 what 

May not an hour achieve ! ” , , , * 

Wallenstein , Act V. So. ^,—only one word changed , 

SHAKSPEARIAN DISCOYERY. 

Yalue of Money in Elizabethan Era ! Sed^kspeaeb a practical 
Economist! ! This is a discovery worth everything that Bacon-fed 
commentators have written. It is this : 

« Gravedigger (to Bamlet ), A tanner will last you nine year.” 

Now “a tanner,” which, within the present century, was always 
“sixpence” (“two bob and a tanner’’ was the cabman’s half- 
crown), was perhaps equal in Shaespeaee’s time to about foui 
times that amount. Yet, even if this be so, what could the price oi 
everything have been, and what could have been the Gravedigger t 
estimate of Hamlet, when he expressed his opinion that a couple oi 
shiQings (if thatwere the Elizabethan value of the “tanner/’) woulc 
last him “ nine year ” ? 

OUR REAL (GRIEVANCE OEEICE. 

Before Mr. Commissioner Punch. 

A Journalistic Specialist^introduced, 

The Commissioner, Well, Sir, yon look pale and ill. What can 
[ do for yon ? 

Witness, I am a Dramatic Critic on a morning paper, and my 
pallor is caused by incessant labour. 

^ Com, Really I was under the impression that your post was a 
ight and pleasant one. 

Wit, Ah, that was many years ago. In the Sixties a new piece 
came out about once a month, and there was plenty; of time to see it 
and think it over before sitting down to write a criticism. 

Com, And now, I suppose, a greater demand is made upon the critic ? 
Wit, Certainly. There is a great deal of competition amongst 
the dailies, and little important as a Dramatic Critic is considered, 
his notice must he published as soon after the performance as 
possible. 

Com, Is this your only complaint ? 

Wit, Certainly not. After all, Art suffers rather than the writer, 
when a notice has to he done at express rate speed. So, as a pro- 
fessional journalist, I should find little fault with the exigencies of 
the machine-room and the publishing office. But our great griev- 
ance is that whereas a morning performance was in the olden times 
nearly as scarce as a blue moon, nowadays they are as numerous as 
blackberries in the Autumn. 

Com, Do you object to morning performances ? 

Wit, Most strongly. Occasionally they give ns a sort of dress 
rehearsal for the piece intended later^ on to form a part of the 
evening programme, and on these occasions they are defensible but 
not welcome. But when they are merely vehicles for the exhibition 
of “ vaulting ambition over-reaching itself,” and crass conceit 
enjoymg a field-day, it is time to remonstrate ! 

Com, You speak warmly I 

Wit, Have 1 not reason so to do ? Will you believe it, Sir, but 
last week I went to the theatre eleven times I 

Com, Really! Well then, perhaps you can teR me what you 
thought of The Bower of Love of Miss Lindley ? 

Wit, I would rather not say. The name is not new ; it served as 
a second title of Balee’s Opera Batanella, 

Com, Was The Bower of Love funny? 

Wit, Some of it was very funny. For instance, there was a dram- 
taking Doctor, who, after poisoning his “best patient,” went about 
crying for someone to buy him a practice. We screamed at him I 

Com, Was the heroine funny too ? 

Wit, Well, no, she was good, but her part was absolutely ridicu- 
lous* It speaks well for her that the audience did not hiss her* 
Because she is bored with her home she attempts the life of her 
father— believes she has kiRed him— enjoys balls and suppers 
without the least remorse, and tRtimately “ takes up ” with a gentle- 
man who looked like a country fair giant with a turn for dentistry ! 
Com, And is she hanged in the last Act ? 

Wit, Oh, no ! ’ Because the poisoned draught, by an accident, does 
not reach her father’s Rps, she is hailed as an innocent woman by aR 
the dramatis personae with every sign of rejoicing. 

Com, Dear me, this sort of thing seems rather trying ? 

Wit, I should think so ! But the Bower of Love was rather above 
the average. It must be remembered that Miss Lindley dramatised 
a novel— nearly always an unsatisfactory labour. Sometimes “tbe 
new and original pieces ’’produced at Matinees are simply intolerable. 
Com, And I suppose they are usuaRy “ slated.” 

Wit, Of course. That is one comfort, they axe crushed and never 
appear again. 

Com. 1 can quite understand the feeling of annoyance their per- 
formance must create ; stiR it seems to me a Rttle unjust that there 
should he uo appeal. , , , 

Wit, There would be, were they played m the ordinary way— in 
the evenmg— and removed from the biRs if they faRed to please. 

Com, What is your remedy ? 

Wit, I would ahoRsh morning performances, except for charities. 
Com, I am obliged to you, I wfll make a note of your suggestion. 

[TAc Witness thanked the Commissioner, and withdrew. 

The Odds in oue Favoub.— We have come to be a large and 
Rberal generation. Our noble selves are not as were our narrow 

5 progenitors. They used to boast that every Englishman could heat 
■ any three Frenchmen— that was to say, foreigners. We have ceased 
• to be so insular. We don’t say that. No, but haven’t we been 

1 acting as if we thought so stRl ? Don’t our preparations and pre- 
? cautions for national defence against possible hosts of aUied enemies 
i appear to have been calculated on the presumption asserted in 

1 the above sometime popular saying As to the proportion of three 
[to one? 
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small rooms, not more than nine or ten feet square, heated by a coke fire for 
the presaer’B irons, and at night lighted by flaring gas-jets, six, eight, ten, 
and even a dozen workers may be crowded . . . The stench and foul vapours 
about the place are very bad . . . As regards hours of labour, earnings, and 
sanitary surroundings, the condition of these people is more deplorable than 
that of any body of working men in any portion of the civilised or uncivilised 
world.”— Jjora DunravenU Speech on the Sweating System, 

In the sweat of thyhrowshalt Its horrible eminence. Singers 
thou eat thy bread ! ” sweet 

Wliat Mdeons echo from mock- Of buds that btirgeon and brooks 

TD • x-L • j 1 that fleet [Spring ; 

Rings through this den of despair Beneath the touch of the coming 

mereteotfamemonnteand ^ 0 “^® on tlii. scene 


the d^k steam drips ? 

What devilish echo of words di- 
vine ? 

Oh, gold hath glitter and gauds are 

^e, 

And Mammon swaggers and Mode 
sits high, 


Sing, if the horror that grips your 
throat 

Will leave you breath for one 
golden note ; 

Rave of March in a rhythmic rap- 
ture; 

Rhapsodise of the corntn g of Mav, 


cixoumtanceB of the trade, the hours of labour, the rate of re- 
oon^tioBg under which the work is done are 
ais^cemi . . in the ‘dens’ of the Sweaters, as they are called there 

not the slightest attempt at decency. . . . In the vast iLjority^ cJaerwork 

IS earned on under conditions in the highest degree filthy andlnsaSyT In 


Andth^th;^nesareba.edonf;«a Seeker 

human stye I capture [lay 

u ™ , , , , it 1 . _A joy that shall fire your 

That hole of sorrow,” the last With a rural jubilance strong to 
, drown ® 

Of Dantes dream, may no longer The maddened moan ofTthese 
keep thralls of Jown. 
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“ Could Icommandrough rhymes and hoarsel ” 
The Florentine cried. What keen fierce fiow 
Of lyric fervour hath fire or force 
To search this scene of woe ? 

The lon^ hours dull and slow 
Beat heavily here, like the pulse of pain 
In a famished wanderer’s failing hram. 
Corpse-like gleameth each paUid cheek 
Through the lurid fiare and the loathsome 
reek. 

’Tis a fight for life, but each laboured breath 
Is one step more on the road to death. 

Pity the slave in the pathless swamp, 

The clutch of pestilence, cold and damp, 
Closing, closing, closing still 
On panting bosom and palsied will I 
But these poor thralls of merciless Trade ?— 
Sentiment may not contend with law. 

Here is a plague that cannot be stayed. 

Iron doctrine and learned saw 
Bar the way 
To a better day. 

These slaves must sweat for their pitiful pay. 
And the Sweater is heaven-born — so they 
say! 

Heaven-born ! Yes ; who shall dare decline 
To yield to Economy ’s right divine,— 

That latest incarnation 
Of Cscsarism in sordid fiesh ? 

For souls once tangled m Mammon’s mesh 
There’s no emimoipation. 

Sew on, sew on, in the glare and reek, 

Ye men unmanned, and ye women meek, 

With back low-crouching, and bloodless 
cheek! ^ , y, 

Sew on, sew on, whilst the gaslights fiare 
Through the stifiing steam and the tainted air ! 
The jungle-scourge’s loathsome lair 
Is scarcSy fouler. What doth he care. 

The Sweater smug— so the good round gold 
From his human furnace is hourly rolled P 
For him ye toil, for his gain ye tire. 

Your lives are fuel to feed his fire. 

His the new Alchemy— Mammon’s own, 
Trade’s trick is transmutation. 

Commerce hath found the Philosophers Stone; 
The poor man’s need 
Is the source and seed 
Of Wealth’s accumulation. 

Fate hath its formula, life its plan : 

The many must^ ’tis the few that can;^ 

Man’s cheapest tool is a helpless man. 

Can Justice contend with Supply and 
Demand ? 

So the Sweater heateth throughout the land 
His furnace fierce. 

Yet a cry will pierce ^ 

How and anon throng the tainted air 
From the tortured creatures in torment there ; 
A moan of sorrow, a piteous prayer ; 
Questioning faint if the bloated purse 
May claim to alter the primal curse 
At its own sweet will and pleasure ; 

To shift its weight by an artful gloss 
Till Poverty’s share is the pain and loss, j 
And Wealth’s the ease and leisure : 

Till, in Sweater’s fashion, the text is read, 

“ In the sweat of thdr brow shalllthey earn 
my bread ! ” 
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THE PREVAILING TOPIC! 

Stumpson (in atiswsr to Talboys’ greeting). ‘‘ Oh, all eioht, ’» 'twash’t pob thbsb East I 

INPS— 

Talboys iwho^s a littUJiardof hearing), “Twins! Mt dbae Fellow, I oongratxtlate 
YOU, I ’M sure. I ’p EEALLY NO IDEA YOU WBEE AnD HOW AEK THEY— ALL THEBB I 

* (testily— large family already). "I didii’t sat thbsb Twins ”—(*^^*15')—" I 

SAID THE EAST -WINDS ! 1” 

A Bts'b'- in WATBEPAiiS. — “ Niagara iu London ” is im<iuMtionably the l^st p^orama 


-R on the Scene Again —Mrs. Rak A Rise in WATBEPAiiS.— ** JNiagara m JUonaon " is tmqnesuonaoiy tne oesii 

a^iling^faottdforadini8sio^,o?watOTis arestaurmt d lacarU or othe™. ^ 
mflfirstond the .anaa of the saying, ‘when in that diners or Innohers have no diffionlty p discovermg what Mine after the ddng^ 

Sb Ay a Set ! - my’^VCt“ m they plea^tly tocnss the good, things provided for them, they can mnnnnr (with 

No, my dear, there are some proverbs I think Shabbbbabe), What a fall was there . 

4a n-riA flvmivi ’’ On nTinfliAT - a-i_ . 


VJk VJAV M — , m ' m 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED PROM 

THE DILRY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Spouse of Commons, Monday, March 5. — Grrand attack to-night 
upori G-OYernment in respect of system of National Defences. 
Opposition almost exclnsiyely conducted hy warriors seated on 
Mmisterial side, and usually regarded as Friendlies. Mixed forces 
drawn from Army and Havy ; appeared to be acting on individual 
account; conducted attack in guerilla fashion. But the whole 
force under secret command of General Lord Graitdolph, Y.C., 
who occupied a safe position on an eminence above Gangway, and 
cultivated the expression of Hapoleon crossing the Alps. 

Captain Colomb led off. Was in fact, as Beodeick said, “the 
advance Colomb.^' His tactics extraordinary, but not new. Yery 
old story, especially in Asiatic warfare, for attacking party to 
advance with loud cries. Colomb adopted this strategy with un- 
qualided success. Began his speech at topmost note of powerful 
voice, and kept it up for nearly an hour. “If the Monument could 
speak,” said Aethttr^ Baxeotje, putting his hands to his ears, 
“ suppose its conversational tone would be something like Colomb’s 
when addressing House of Commons.” 

Effect remarkable. Completely cleared space immediately round 
him. At early hour of engagement shouted Childees clean off 
Front Opposition Bench. A volley of sentences delivered in rapid 
succession at the shout, struck Home Seceetaet in the abdomen like 
a piece of old red sandstone. “ Subsequent proceedings interested bin^ 
no more.” Even General Lord Geakdolph, Y.C,, though not imme- 
diately within range, so alarmed by ricochet of violentlY ffung 
sentences, that he took early opportunity of retiring to his tent. 
Only for his wig, which deadened < sound, Speaker would have gone 
to his chop stone-deaf. Old Morality, writing letters in his far-off 
room, so Stung by one of Colomb’s observations, that he sent in 
word to offer Select Committee at once, if Colomb would shout no 
more about Royal Commission. Staeeoed Hoethcote , entrusted 
with message ; could not stand the blast when within speaking dis- 
tance, and after gallant effort retired, leaving Colomb erect, solitary, 
and triumphant, in the waste he had created. Finished up with a 
terrific tornado of peroration, and amid the profound silence that 
seemed thereafter to reign, the few surviving Members thought they 
heard faint echo of voice “ calling attention to present condition of 
our Military and Haval resources.’’ 

This was Walter Baettelot bringing up reserves, and moving 
for Royal Commission. Colomb had had the first place with Amend- 
ment, which duly appeared onithe paper. One of earliest victims of 
the terrific storm was this Amendment. Pulverised, shattered, 
blasted into space; not a trace of it left. So Baettelot got his 
chance. As piece of strategy, this move thoroughly successful. 
Ministers so unnerved and fshaken by continuous tornado, hadn’t 
nerve for anything. Opposition'also silenced. So Geakdolph, Y.C., 
brought up his men one after the other, including Beeesfoed, who 
pounded away at Treasury Bench till there wasn’t a sound timber in 
its construction. But honours of the day remained with the rever- 
berating Colomb. 

Business done, — Skirmish 
round Army Estimates. 

Tuesday, — Q,uite a Scotch 
debate to-night. Lively, too, 
with commendable absence of 
jocularity. George Campbell 
began it. Moved addition to 
Hew Rules providing for Scotch 
• Grand Committee. Convincing 
speech, but not nearly so elo- 
quent as the way in which Sir 
George subsequently wrestled 
with his knees as speaker 
after speaker followed, 
and casual conversation 
enlarged into set debate. 

It was Glabstore set 
the hall rolling. Not 
often a chance of pre- 
senting himself before 
House in capacity of 
Scotch Member. Sud- 
denly remembered to- 
night has Scotch blood 
in his brains, and 
represents Scotch con- 
stituency. Unfortun- 
ately Harcotjet absent. 

Otherwise he, too, would 
have recalled his descent from the Stuarts, and urged appointment 
of Scotch Standing Committee* 



Mr. Bolton’s Cogitation. 


It was Mark Stewart who brought up Gladstone. A quiet 
thoughtful man is Mark. Perhaps a little funereal in manner. 
His habitual woe aggravated to-night by a sudden gift of second 
sight. Campbell’s Motion plain and practical enough to ordinary 
men. Stewart Marked much below surface. Under Campbell’s 
muffler he saw the “ peard ” of Home Rule. Behind that he saw the 
Disestablishment of the Church. Bolton, who had been furtively 
thinking ^of voting for the Motion, relapsed into' state of perturhea 
thoughtfulness. Gladstone joyously jumped up and threw himself 
into the fray. 

After this the armies were set in battle array. House summoned 
to consider Procedure Rules, launched forth into Home Rule 
Debate. The Front Opposition Bench filled up with young men 
eager for the fray. George Campbell’s knees were raised higher 
and higher, and hugged in increasing satisfaction. The louder the 
controversy raged, the higher his exaltation. Repeated to himself, 
in sort of ecstasy, a long-forgotten stanza : — 

“ 0 what a parish, what a terrible parish, 

0 what a parish is Little Dunkel’ ! 

They hae hangit the minister, drowned the precentor, 

Dung down the steeple, and drucken the bell I ” 

As midnight drew on, Courtney could stand it no longer. Had 
ten minutes of wild delight. Turned upon Trevelyan, battered 
Bryce, and nearly snapped off Campbell-Bannerman’s head because 
he had presumed to shake it. 

“ Well, well,” said Campbell-Bannerman, when he had recovered 
from temporary fright, “you shouldn’t grudge Courtney an occa- 
sional fling. Think of aU he must suffer when he sits in Chair, 
closely follows a debate, and feels the temptation to rise and show 
successive disputants what fools they are, and blind. His secret 
sufferings must be terrible. Can’t grudge him a little blood-letting.” 
Admirable debate, but— 

Business done, — None. 

Thursday General Lord Grandolph, Y.C., girt on’[his 

sword, put on all his medals (including 
the Jubilee), tightened his belt and at 
beat of drum, being on the stroke of 
half -past four, stepped into the breach, 

A g^ant sight that stirred all hearts. 

Special interest in manoeuvre, it being 
whispered that Grandolph, having 
strategically ordered Barttelot on in 
advance, would take au opportunity of 
shooting him in the back. As for Minis- 
ters they were sure to be peppered. Only 
people who felt safe were the naturd 
Opposition on benches opposite. Every- 
one near the General felt uncommonly 
uncomfortable. On the war prance for 
an hour and a half. BuUied Staithopb, 
jeered at Goschen, and made the white 
teeth of Old Morality shake in their 
sockets. But Baettelot somehow 
escaped. Probably Grandolph forgot 
him, or by accident shot the wrong man. 

Pretty to see the face of the Colonels and 
the Captains as Grandolph prattled of 
bayonets and fought his battles o’er again. 

Didn’t know whether to laugh or cry, sat 
gloomily silent. Hamley so unnerved 
that, presently rising and being met with 
cries for division, suently and reproach- 
fully regarded the House and sat down 
without a word. 

All this fine to to see. But nothing to ^ Eloquent Speech, 
later appearance of Old Morality m quite new character as Man of 
Mystery with proposal about alternative inquiry which should 
supersede^ Barttblot’s demand for Royal Commission, Sort of 
thimble-rigging business. There was pea in the shape of sheet of 
note-paper on which proposal was written. There were three thimbles 
represented by as many confused statements attempted by 0. M. 

“Under which thimble is the pea?” Old Morality asked, looking 
as Joseph Gillis said “ more moraller than ever,” 

Childbrs said it was there ; Campbell-Banneeiiojs- declared it 
was THERE I Walter Baettelot was certain he could spot the 
thimble. As for Grandolph, waxing his moustache so as to look at 
Napoleon the Thtrd^ he said there was no pea at all. 
Old Morality very ^gry. Scene of general confusion. Speaker 
put ^endment. Baettelot didn’t challenge division ; seeing 
which, Irwh Members obligingly pressed for a division. That ■maTi 
OT war, GRppoLPH, Y.C., suddenly stricken with great fear. If 
House divided, poverty of his resources would he disclosed. The 
(^lonels and the Captams would stand by the Government, and his 
Grand Army would be revealed as men in buokram. At close of 
nonx and half s speech he had solemnly declared must vote for 
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Amendment. Now by way of postscript blubbered out “Don’t 
divide ! ” Irish Members laughed ; kept him in state of terror for 
two or three minutes; then allowed Amendment to be negatived. 
So the great battle ended in smoke. 

Business dfowe.—GI-ot into Committee on Army Estimates. 

Friday Night, — King-Harman walking about Lobby in rather 
low spirits. Bill for his salary on again to-day, and again blocked 
by Irish Members. What makes incident peculiarly embarrassing 
is, that the Under Secretary to the Chief Secretary to the Lord 
Lieutenant had listened with approving interest to Goschen’s lucid 
exposition of his scheme for conversion of National Debt, King- 
Harman meant to draw first quarter’s salary in advance, and convert 
it into Consols. But Tim Healt stood in his way ; John Dillon 
waved him back ; even T. W. Eussell turned upon^ him. Bill 
further delayed, and golden opportunity passed. Sat without emo- 
tion through evening sitting debate, when Sage of Queen Anne’s 
Gate proposed to do away with the Lords. Once this would have 
shocked jB^g-Harman’s sensitive mind. Now prepared for any- 
thing— especially to give receipt for first quarter’s salary. 

Business done, — ^Doom of House of Lords delayed. 

THE ROSE AND THE RING. 

Not that it was a ring or a necklace, but diamonds in some shape. 

som^ to 

/ AoOT< ^ Liverpool and then went 

knees— to the charm- 

it ^‘d he remembered the 
^ ^ Di^KtOLorus 

:^soN (sem-Colon-el, 

as herself, ^the^Can^^S 

< ‘iy Bunch wishes ' you, 

IT Av A u Ti A " Madame Marie Eoze, and 

MyLordLa-thom-at-her-Peet, 

cess in your American tour, and will rejoice to welcome you on your 
return. Many happy “returns.” 

ANOTHEE ODE TO MAECH. 

{Being a Oounterllast to Mr. A. 0, Swinlurne^s rhythmical rhapsody in 
the Nineteenth Gentu/ry.'^ By one who has certainly ^'learned in 
mjfering ” what he endeavours to “ teach in song.*') 

I. 

Ere frost-slush and snow-slopping dried up and went, and the 
horrors of Winter had slid out of sight, 

The ways of the wood pavement fouler were far than a clay-country 
lane on a mucky March night. ^ 

The breath of the month of the winds had stabbed us through top- 
coats and mufflers, and made us airaid. 

Such bronchial bothers, such blossomy noses, such frost-bitten 
fingers for man and for maid I 

The sea was not loveher then than the land, each appeared in a 
dismal and desolate plight ; 

But the Winter is not so much worse than the Spring-time ; each 
plays up the mischief with pleasure and trade. 

March, master of winds, is a flatulent fraud, a marshal of banes and 
a bringer of blight. 

n. 

And now that the rage of your rhythmical rapture, your revel of 
rhyming has finished its flow. 

Oh, incontinent Algernon Charles, what the dickens you mean by 
such rubbish I should like to ^toow. 

How, how can you love and rejoice, you, leader and lord of the 
lyrists of curses and scorn, 

[n a beast of a month that half drives one to madness, and makes a 
man wish he had never been bom ? 

Nave you shaken the snow from your shoes on a doormat, with frost 
have your nose and your lips been aglow ? 

Nave you met a March wind coming sharp round a corner, your 
mackintosh drenched and your giagham all torn, 

And tried to take breath in the nip of North-Easters ? No, 
Algernon Charles, or you’d never talk so ! 

in. 

Fain, fain would I have but again all the health and the comfort 
March blasts have dispelled and consumed ; 

I tell you, my lad, if you tip us such drivel, your fame as a bard is 
decidedly doomed. 

Come, candidly, Algernon, now, do you relish these nose-rasping 
winds, and these shoe-soakmg showers ? 

Get out! ’tisn’t possible, Swinburne, my boy; you are longing, 
like us, for the sun and the flowers. 

Why tell taradiddles concerning a. month, when one only is warm 
when in bed he ’s entombed, 

When pneumonia’s rampant, bronchitis about, and rheumatical 
pangs are our lot at all hours ? 

One smile of the sun when the sweet June wakes him is worth all the 
“ snow-flowers ” that ever have bloomed. 

IV. 

When the sunshine quenches the snowshine— cuss it! — ^when April 
hooks it, and June follows May, 

There may be a little look in for the poet, 'and then^ i£ you like, my 
dear boy, have your say. 

’Midst the leaves we may dream, and desire, and rejoice, with a 
song for our smiles and thanksgivings. But now P 

You ’re as mad as its hares for this maddest and saddest of months 
to kick up such a rhythmical row. 

And somewhere surely the sound of the laughter of mocking demons 
must echo your lay, 

The imps of Lumbago and Influenza, the wheezy chest, the neuralgic 
brow. 

Must chortle loud in their Arctic empire, to think they have nobbled 
one bard anyway. 

V. 

Are your feet at ease in a pool of water, when winds blow cold from 
the waste North Sea ? 

Oh, it’s all very well in a'fiowery lyric, you know that’ in fact it is 
fiddle-de-dee. 

Does the East wind suit your eyes? Does the blast of an iceberg’s 
breathing assist your breath ? 

Is March, with the wild North-easter raging, as fine a thing as your 
poem saith ? 

Is there not some rot in your rapture of passion, reiterate mellowly 
though it may be ? 

Our hearts revolt at the blast of your'clarion, Charles. Upon winds 
we ’re aware you are death ; 

But leave to Eingslet the “brave North-easter; ” from fudge like 
this let the world go free. 

VI. 

For the “ breath of its lips ” is bunkum, and bunkum the fulsome 
praise of your flowing song, 

“ Glad god of the North-east wind ? ” Great Caesar ! 0 Swinburne, 
dear boy, that is coming it strong ! 

Its kingdom is— terror, and turpentine plasters, mustard poultices, 
ipecac, wine. 

Night lit with the flame of the night-Hght dismal, the roupy cough— 
you should just hear mine ! 

No sleep for the gaspings that deepen and quicken, for fevered fancies 
a fiery throng. 

The world knows well that the “month’s] a nuisance, and you may 
depend will at once decline 

To be &.ddled e’en by your dithyrambic ; because, old fellow, we know 
your ’re wrong. 

vn. 

The body is drenched one dismal moment, the next one’s skin is as 
dry as starch. 

Its rains that chill us are most disgusting, 'and equally so are its gales 
that parch. 

What I kindle mortals to love and laughter by lauding the beastliest 
winds that blow ? 

Arouse our fondness for wintry wetness, for choking dust or for 
blinding snow ? 

No, no, your lips are eloquent, Algernon, set in Apollo’s own 
genuine arch ; 

But neither the flame that fires your tropes, nor the fervour that 
setteth your figures aglow, 

1 Shall gammon us into the fatuous folly of making a god of ^the wmd 
of March I 
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Stmceen with sorrows as with dart on darfc, 

With folded pinions, but nnfailmff heart, 

The Teuton Eagle sits, eonstrained to mark 
That splendid sun sink in the deepening daik# 

So glorious a course should have a close 
As calmly gradual as the twilight rose 
Of a long (my of June that softly blends 
With hastening night, and in hushed silence erds. 
iNot so the Fates ordained. Tempestuous clonds 
Surround the sunset, lowering sorrow shrouds 
Its latest gleanings, golden, yet, and grand. 

It s inks, and sadness strikes across the land. 

^en Thule's king his golden goblet hurled 
^ the ^ey depths that wash around the world, 

WMt thoughts possessed his vassals as it sank 

“^th shattered wrecks and sea-wrack dank? 

^He ^ank no more,” that monarch old and brave, 
Worthy crown-wearer, ** leal unto the grave.” 

^ older, mightier King, as stout, as leal, 

Erect as some tail pine, and tense as steel, 

^s bowed to the last foeman, and atUast 
^he weU-won cup of conciuest feom him oast — 

Whither ? A world in wonder waits to see — 

Wmts with bent head and silent sympathy ; 

^d England, from her isle beyond the foam, 

^oks to that high but sorely stricken home. 

Whence ^reat presence passes, with a prayer 
That the White l)ove of Peace may settle there, 

0 er that sea where sinks the sun, where flits 
isight s shadow, and that watchful Eagle sits. 

* SoTOsns It.” — ^I f the Government’s suspicions are con- 


JOSEPH JOKINQ GOSCHEN. 

(Chez Lwi») 

The great success of the Chancellor of the ExcHEauBR as a 
punster has been so marked that 85, Fleet Street has been absolutely 
flooded with inquiries as to the ways and means adopted by the 
Right Hon, Gentleman to produce his brilliant effects. The excel- 
lent jeu de mot about Mr. Wtndham being “on the Spree” * while 
stayinginBerlin (apun which, it is said, has been translated into 
every European language) appears to have been thrown off as a care- 
^Uy prepared impromptu ; but the companion plaisanterie about the 
Court Theatre being ‘ ‘ no Criterion ” t, shows traces of greater elabora- 
course, against etiquette to answer the question 
whether Mr. Goschen writes for the periodical in which these lines 
appear, but it may be safely conjectured that nothing from his 
accomplished pen has ever been published in these pages. We hope 
on a future occasion to fully explain the manner in which the “ Comic 
Chancellor ” concocts ms amusing conceits, but at present (as our 
scheme requires a great deal of tact and bribery) we must request our 
readers to rest satisfied with the publication of the following quaint 
cranks and oddities that have caused endless merriment during the 
past week wherever they have been related, , 

The Ch^cellor, the other evening, was witnessing the per- 
formance of Miss Anderson in the Winter^ 9 Tale, at the Lyceum, 
when he called his Private Secretary’s attention to the fact that the 
charming young actress appeared in two rolee. “This makes me 
believe,” said the Eight Hon. Gentleman, “that our delightful 
Americ^ visitor must be very well bred ! ” The Private Secretary 
Had to leave the box in convulsions of laughter. On reaching the 
lobby, however, the young man gave a proof of his insincerity by 
crying like a child. ^ ^ 

SBHRT, in conducting the Lunacy Acts Amendment 
BiU through Committee, was heard to murmur to himself, “This 
measure should have been introduced in Paris rather than in London. 

is the river on which the capital of Prussia is situated. To he 
on the Spree implies that the person so described is in a cheerful frame 
01 nuncl. 

t “ The Criterion ” ig the nsme of Mr. ■Wtndham’s London theatre. 
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It would be more likely to bold water there than here.’’ “ Why ? ” 
asked Lord Hobhottse, on the broad grin, who had overheard the 
muttered remark. “Because,” replied Mr, G-oscheit, promptly, “it 
not only deals with lunatics, but is also intended to protect the 
Seine ! ” Lord Herschell was so much amused at the pleasantry 
that he forgot to urge half the amendments of which he had given 
private notice. 

The CHA:prcELLOE of the Exchequer the other morning, sitting in 
the House of Commons noticed that the mace was as usual on the 
table. Turning to the Marquis of Hartixgtoh, he pointed out the 
beautiful workmanship of the weapon that was once designated by 
Cromwell “a bauble.” He added, with a smile, “Really, that 
Mace is very spicy,” Mr, Laboxtchere said it was the best_ thing 
he had heard in his life, and commenced a lively conversation on 
the value of Egyptian securities. 

Is is needless to say that the introduction of the Conversion Scheme 
gvae the satirical statesman an opportunity of making a most mirth- 
I provoking remark. Lunching with Mr. Bradlaxjgh and the Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury (who had just returned from a visit to the 
Pelican Club), he observed, “lam afraid you fellows think that I 
am fond of talking shop. Not a bit of it I But you see tMs Con- 
version scheme of mine is the ‘ percenter of attraction.’ ” This excel- 
lent quip was received with roars of laughter from under the table. 

But perhaps the gem of the collection is another joke, which was 
delivered only a few days since. The Chancellor of the Exchequer 
was sitting in his room at the Treasury when he noticed that the door 
was not quite closed, “ Why is the door not a door ? ” he asked, sud- 
denly of the messenger who was bringing in his luncheon. “ Because, 
Sir,” was the prompt reply, “ it is a-jar.” ^ “ Not at all,” returned 
the witty Cabinet Minister; “because it is an egress {a negress),^^ 
Some dynamiters in a cellar who overheard the remark were so 
amused with it that they then and there abandoned^ their dreadful 
purpose and adopted the principles of the Liberal Unionists. 

Other puns are expected hourly. They will be recorded on their 
arrival in our next. One, turning upon Mr. Gladstone being “ axed ” 
something, is nearly completed. 


COMIC CLERICS. 

Whether one of the results of that mysterious Association which 
entitled itself “The Church and Stage Guild” (does it yet exist?) 
may have been to enrich the repertoire of the Stage at the expense 
of the Church, I am not aware, but certain it is that, within the last 
few years, we have had more Comic 

^ Clergymen on the boards than at any 

k previous time in the history of the Drama. 

The warm-hearted, ready-witted Irish 
Priest was at one time inseparable from 
any Irish play after the striking success 
of Father Tom in Boucicault's Colleen 
Bawn* When this character was played 
out, there entered upon the scene the 
Muscular English Clergyman, ever ready 
to knock down an aggrieved parishioner, 
to foil a villain, and protect virtue in 
distress; and, indeed, until some more 
recent Dramatists came to the rescue, and 
revived the gallant Sailor, it seemed at 
one time not improbable that the ex- 
tremely gentlemanly but decidedly Pug- 
nacious Parson would supplant the British 
Tar in the affections of the theatre-going 


„ _ , , . ,, public. But at the Adelphi, under the 

F^h yeloommg tte geservedlv suoo«ssM regime of the 
Eev. Johnnie Toole, M.A. (not ..jay 

Pay”) Cookiaa spirit has heen stuntnoned from the vasty deep, and, 
having become embodied in Terriss Firmis^ is once more the people s 
darling, — no allusion being hereby intended to that marine store, 

l^he Bells of JSaslemere chime in with the notions of the Adelphi 
patrons, and it would now be difficult for any author less mellow 
dramatic than Pettitt, Sims & Co., to break what Mr, Stdnht 
Grttndt, when some few years ago he couldn’t get a piece of his 
produced anywhere, used, in the bitterness of his soul, to call toe 
ring,” So the Stage- Sailor -once more finds his home at the Adelphi, 
and the Muscular Minister only puts in an occasional appearance ; 
hut the Comic Cleric is ubiquitous. Who began it ? I rather fajcy 
Mr. W. S. Gilbert was the first to start him, when he turned Mr. 
Rutland Barrington into a Reverend Yicar in the costume of an 
Archdeacon, — the archest of Archdeacons, — ^telling us, in a tmwful 
ditty, of his lonnes fortunes as a ‘‘pale young curate,” though ot 
course the recital oi his success witn the ladies was not of such a 
nature as to bring the blush to the cheek of “ the young person, 
no matter how much or how little cheek she might possess. The same 
author once put a Bishop on the stage of the Haymarket, and, not 


to mention other examples that will occur to the habitual playgoer’s 
memory, there was Mr. Penley as that ridienlons little parson in 
The Private Secretary^ who revelled in “Ba-ath buns,” and 
“didn’t like London,” and the late Mr, John Clayton’s Deau’—z, 
Dean every inch of him, poor feUow I— in Pinero’s Dandy Dich, 
who got into all sorts of scrapes, was taken up by the police, and 
was forced to submit to every kind of indignity. I believe Mr. 
Wilson Barrett is also playing the part of a Clergyman just 
now, but as I have not yet witnessed his performance, I can only 
suppose that the humour of the part would probably be more 
subtle than in the instances above-mentioned, though this would 
not necessarily prevent the impersonation from being classed with 
them as one among such genuinely comic creations. 

And now onr old favourite, Mr. J, L. Toole, adds one more 
picture to the clerico-theatrioal portrait gallery, and appears as 
the ReVe Mr, Milliken^ M, A,^ Dean and Tutor of St. Mark’s College, 
Camford, He is only called “ Mr, Milliken, M,Af in the play-hili ; 
and though in some Colleges the Dean may be a layman— I remember 
an instance in point, where the office was only temporary and 
nominal — yet it is not so in this ifiece, ^ as^ the clerical character 
of Mr, Milliken is emphasised by his pointing out to his fellow- 
tutor, that there is a College living vacant, to which he should like 
to retire on his marriage. 

To see Mr. Toole in cap and gown with Oxford M.A. hood, 
looking quite the type of an old-fashioned College Don, is exquisitely 
funny in itself, and he is supported by a really good working 
company, for whom the piece seems to have been written, as it 
would he difficult to imagine a heartier landlady of the “ Bull and 
Mitre” than Miss Emily Thorne, any one more suited to the 
lively yonng-lady-like part of Kitty than Miss Yiolet Yanbrttgh, 
or a better than Miss Marie Linden for the ingenuous Dor«, who 
is such an artless thing as to be utterly ignorant of College life, 
although quite up to making a very good pun about “ first-class,” 
and who sets so high a value on truth that she only lets it appear, 
as some unique jewel is worn by its fortunate possessor, on very rare 
occasions. 

Mr. Billington is another excellent EeUow — of a College, I 
mean; scarcely a type of any recognised species of the resident 
University Official, but the sort of Fellow that a retired Indian 
Colonel might be expected to make. The young men, Messrs. Gar- 
diner and Lownb, are both very good, the latter being a life-like 
representative of the ordinary Undergraduate ; and youthful Mr. 
Aubrey Boucicault looks and acts as the boy he is and is meant 
to he. Mr. Shelton gives us a fair specimen of the College gyp, as 
accustomed to familiarity with his youthful masters as was Sam 
Weller with the Pickwickians, and of course his manner with the 
Dean is permissible in the broadly farcical situations invented by 
the joint authors, Mr. and Mrs.^ Herman Merivale. Miss Kate 
Phillips acts in her sprightliest manner, looks her prettiest, 
and dresses splendaciously, as she is bound to do in Commemoration 
Week; hut the part presents no special characteristics which can 
differentiate it from the stock “lively widow,” so useful in comedy. 

So much for the individuals. The dialogue is sometimes epigram- 
matic and generally amusing. The repeated iguivoque struck me as 
rather forced, and all that I could clearly make out was that to, Toole 
was a Dean in difficulties — which, after all, is quite sufficient when 
yon go to enjoy Mr. Toole’s peculiarly rich and broad humour. 
By the way that any Undergraduates could possibly for one minute 
mistake Miss Linden in cap and gown over her ordinary dress, 
without even a shirt-collar and tie, for one of themselves, exceeds 
even the limits of farcical improbability. This defect can be easily 
remedied by the lady herself. 

I liked The Butler better than The Don^ as far as intrigue goes, 
hut perhaps the latter has the advantage in dialogue. Anyhow it is 
well worth seeing, for the sake of the Rev. Jopdnnie Toole, Dean — 
(ah I I was just going to write “Johnnie Dean,” and to those 
who remember him what a genial cleric he would have made!) — 
Dean of St. Mark’s College, Camford, whose portrait as the drollest 
Don imaginable will be another welcome addition to the Gallery of 
the Comic Clerics of the English Stage. Jack in the Box, 

Capital Names in the Atlas.— Last week that distinguished 
African explorer, Mr. Joseph Thomson, taking leave of his friends, 
left London by the Oceana^ to spend some time in the Atlas Moun- 
tains and Morocco. The dangers of the expedition are shared with 
him by Lieut. Harold Crichton-Brownb, the son of the admirable 
Sir James of that ilk. If the proverb “ like father, like son” holds 
good in this case, the young Scottish Borderer will not he long 
before he has benefited the human race. It appears that the Duke 
of Cambridge, recognising the merits of Mr, Harold Crichton- 
Browne, has given him a year’s leave of absence to prosecute his 
inquiries. An exceUent book m^ be expected as the outcome of 
these leaves bound in Morocco. Everyone must wish the gallant 
explorers success in the wRd lands they are about to traverse, and 
speedy return home to their native country. 
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THE BRITISH PASSION FOR INEQUALITY. 

Stwrdy Briton^ “ It 'a all vert well to turn itp tour Nose at yoxtr own 

BEQOARLT COUNTS AND BARONS, MosSOO I BUT YOU CAN’T FIND FAULT WITH 

OUR Nobility ! Take a Man like our Dook o* Batswater, now I Why, 

HE COULD BUY UF YOUR PORBIGN DUKBS AND PbINCES BY THE DOZEN ! AND 
AS FOR You AND Mb, HE ’d LOOK UPON US AS SO MUOH DiRT BENEATH HIS 

Feet 1 ^ Now that 's somethino like a Noblehan, that is ! That *s a 
KIND 0^ Nobleman that I, as an Englishman, feel as I got some right 
to be Proud of l ” 


ALL ABOUT IT ; OR, TALK BY THE WAY. 

Interior of a Compartment on a Suburban Line, Well-informed Britons and 
others discovered concluding the perusal of their morning papers. 

First Well-informed Briton, Well. IVe read tlie Report through, and I’m 
Dlest II I can make header tail of it. Portsmouth seems to be' in a bad way, 
S^ond Well-informed Briton, Oh/no, Portsmouth’s all right; or rather, it 
will be. Look here, what it says. {Refers to paper,) 

** The Wo ironclad forts should be armed -with hear j guns, and made in every respect 
secure. The armament of all the forts on this side requires considerable improvement 
It is also necessary to erect a new land battery.” 

And then it goes on about the works at the “eastern entrance,” that it says 
ought W be carried out with the least possible delay. Here nothing’s clearer 
than what the Commissioners have to say about them. Look here. Here are 
their very words {aga%n refers to paper) “ When they are completed,” they say— 
V And tbe minefields have been protected by machine and quick-firing guns, thev 
beheve that the imminent risk to which the dockyard at Portsmouth u at present 
subjected will be mainly averted.” ^ 

A Frv^n^d Femmtsf. “Mainly averted!” Qummoal "Why towloM 
' / Tirv? - 7^ would take to carry out the plan, even if they could manage it r 
aat^aciwn.) Three years, if it took aday ! my, the beggars 
th^ the^elves. .^d then, where ’s the money to come from P I should 
I I j [.Glare* defiantly at everybody. 

Outstder (wAo ^ a general but vague gratp of the subject). Oh, I 
provided for. Surely I saw something about five million 
para^,or somefigi^ of that kind, ^inga^ady granted by the War Office. 

^ “-T, Estimates framed by the War Depart- 
£3,187,802, and for Home Mercmtile 
Porte, £1,757,500, makmg together a total of £4,895,302.” (Tentativelv ) I 

oondnde that amount will be mcluded in the Budgei P ^ w®«y.J £ 
Pronounced P^misf. “ Included in the Budget! ” mv. what do von taWo 
oldGoscHmforP Djyouthiukhe’Utaekonasfigle penny ^’wK he woulto’t 


do it to save not only Portsmouth but the whole Empire 
from going to the bottom of the sea. {Enunciating it as 
a familiar home truth,) Why, what do you t hink he *s 
Chancellor of the Exchequer for, except to swamp the 
conn^ and please the taxpayer ? 

First Well-informed Briton, If you’ll allow me to 
correct you, I think you’re wrong. I certainly saw 
somewhere that the Government were prepared to do 
something at once. Whether it was ^800,000, or 
£2,000,000, 1 ’m not quite clear (refers to paper) ; any- 
how, I know they don’t mean to let matters sEde. 

Second Well-informed Briton, Quite so. The Gov- 
ernment are fully alive to the gravity of the following 
paragraph from the Commissioners’ Report, which says 
that : — (Refers to paper,) 

“ It is not too much to say that the destruction of our great 
dockyard at Portsmouth — and in a less degree of that of Ply- 
mouth— might be decisive of the issue of a ^eat war ; while 
the defence of the Thames and Medway is Ukewise of para- 
mount importance. After inquiring carefully into the con- 
dition of each of these ports, the Committee have no hesitation 
in stating their conviction that deficiencies exist in the defences 
of each of them which render our position dangerously inseeure.” 

I have no doubt hut that a moderate sum wOl be set 
aside to put the matter in hand to provide against the 
possibility of the occurrence of such catastrophes, and, I 
should say, without an instant’s delay. 

First Suqgestive Listener, It ’s a strong Commission, 
I see a good many names. Irving ’s on it, ain’t he ? 

Second Suggestive Listener (dubiously), I can’t quite 
say. But I’ve heard that ten milEons is about the 
figure fixed by experts as the sum reaUy necessary to 
supply the country with an eflBLoient scheme of home 
defences. 

Pronounced Pessimist, Not a penny under. (Grimly,) 
Not that that would be any use as things stand. Where 
should we be to-morrow, ii this country were suddenly 
to be involved in a great Naval war ? Why, nowhere. 
Look at the trial of the Porpoise the other day. 
Besides, where are the ships? Where are the men? 
France is more than a match for us with either, and 
before the end of next year will he able to knock us 
into a cocked ^ hat. What ’s the good of “ Commis- 
sions” and their “Reports?” The administration has 
gone to the dogs, ^d that ’s the long and short of it. 

A. Roused Optimist, StnfE, Sir. England was never 
better able to hold her own at sea than she is at the 
present moment. What if a big gun bursts here and 
there, or an ironclad or two turn bottom upwards I It 
wasn’t with big guns and ironclads that we Eoked the 
French at Traf algar ; and what iwe ^d then we can do 

M ain, Sir, for we’ve got the same stuff to do it with, 
ess me, as if I understood all this “ Defence ” scare. 
As if we couldn’t hold our own on the sea ! Why, 
what ’s the coun'^ coming to, I should like to know I 
Second Well-informed Briton, — ^WeU, you see, that 
may be all very well, and no doubt there is some truth 
in it ; but still the fact remains that the Committee have 
come to the conclusion that a good deal wants doing, 
that the sooner it is done the better, {Is entering 
into further details in explanation of the Report as 
Scene closes,) 

A Poser* 

Scene — In front of the A.dmiraUy, jLrry and Lieh looking 
up at the Sea-horses,) 

Bich, There never were no such things as sea-horses. 
^A.rry (who has had his gun out at so much an hour on 
the coast). Not? Then how about the Sea-Mews they 
talk of, eh? 

TlNEmLO-oiD HER9ES.— A Discharged Soldiers’ Aid 
Sodety is doing what it can to supply a considerable over- 
I sight ou the part of a grateful, rather than thoughtful 
I country. It is hardly meet that poor Tommy Atkins, who 
has spent the best years of his life in his country’s ser- 
pee, should be turned^ adrift to take the consequence of 
ms unavoidable improvidence amongst the “Dnemployed,” 
There is ^so a Society for the Aid of Discharged Prisoners ; 
but the aid afforded to Tommy should be proportioned to 
his deserts, which somewhat exceed those that Jemmy — so 
to denommate a burglar— can reasonably expect to receive. 
Mr, Punch wishes success to the D.S.A.S., for it is hard 
<>5; Tomot to treat him as a boy treats an orange, which, 
after he has sucked it dry, he chucks into the gutter. 
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MR. PUNCHES VERY QUEER STORIES- 

BLACRWOOD’S TALE; 0£, A MASTER OF BLACK ARTS. 

Chaptee I. 

My nom de plume is Blacewood, but I come of a very ordinary 
stx>ck. My father was an Omnibus Proprietor, my mother a Margate 
Bathing- woman. I had sixteen brothers and sisters, and we were 
generally regarded as an idiotic family. I was no better than the 
rest. But I differed from them aU in one 
jiS .h special respect. I had a will of my own. 

This early developed itself. On one ocea- 
sion, when an attempt was made to 
«' V administer a dose of castor-oil to me, 
A though both my parents and the rest of 

r V household held me hand and foot, and 

M 1 ■■ ‘i ■ ^ knocked out three of my front teeth in 

struggle to force a wine-funnel down 
33 iy throat, they never got me to swallow 
LL K S *T.‘ -iT " j >, a single drop. After this I sulked. But 

« A strange ttogh^pened.”! gg^^etly iutsed my will-power. By 
Saggard Tai in. asgj^^o^ig practice it grew to gigantic 
dimensions. Everything gave way before it. I tried it on my father, 
and willed he should not move. He was instantly pinned to his chair. 
The curate called. I made a mental resolution that he should try to 
turn a double hack-somersault. He at once did so, falling heavily 
in the attempt. Then I overturned an omnibus, full inside and out. 
Hor did my experiments end here. I found that by my wiU I could 
control inanimate objects as well. With a scarcely expressed wish, 

I split the kitchen-table in half. With equal facility I wrenched 
ofE the front door, and had the drawing-room piano wmsked through 
the roof of the nouse, and deposited in the back garden. Feeling 
myself thus gifted, I recognised the necessity of providing myself 
with a wider field for the exercise of my peculiar powers, and I 
resolved to go to the University. In almost as short a time than it 
takes to relate the fact, I had, by sheer force of will, gained an 
Oxford Scholarship, taken up my quarters in my College rooms, and 
commenced keeping my terms as an Undergraduate.^ 

Immediately on entering into residence I lost no time in testing my 
powers of control over the Principal. The very first night I willed 
that he should screw up aU the Dons in their respective rooms. I 
had scarcely framed the resolution when he emerged from his 
quarters, dark lantern and appropriate tools in hand, and proceeded 
stealthily to execute the task 1 had mentaUy aUotted to mm. The 
next morning in chapel I made him sing, “ Two Lovely Black JEyes^^^ 
in the midst of the service. My control over him was evidently com- 
plete. I felt that I had the Principal weU in hand. 

And now occurred a circumstance, 'which, as the sequel wiU show, 
had a marked infiuenoe on the events of my life. 

Among my feUow students at St. Anselm’s was one named 
GTJLLpjoFE. He was a dark, middle-aged, long-haired, and swarthy 
Asiatic, of repulsive and forbidding appearance, whose wild gestures, 
rolling eye and demoniacal expression instantly fascinated me and 
absorbed my attention. Something in my appearance struck him 
also. We became great chums. He told me his story. It was not an 
uncommon one. Connected by blood with a travelling Circus, that 
had, by the machinations of a wicked great uncle, been decoyed to the 
wilds of Asia Minor, he had one night, after his customary feat of 
bursting through several paper hoops in spangled tights, been left 
behind on the road, and from that aay'to this he had never been able 
to trace or even hear anything of the missing troupe since. Under 
these circumstances he had seen nothing before him but to journey 
to England, enter himself at Oxford for the purpose of studying the 
Black Arts, by a proficiency in which he hoped to recover a clue to 
his lost relatives. 

I explained to him my powers, and we 'agreed then and there to 
join our forces, and prosecute with aU our might and main the object 
of his search together. The very next night I made a bonfire of the 
whole of my classical library, and supplied its place with a fe w care- 
f uUy selected works ou magic, and was soon deep in the mysteries of 
Noctee Diaholict^ pi Herpianits, Joeam’s and the back 

numbers qf ZadhieVs Almanack, 

I found the study of the new “science” all-engrossing. I stuck 
to it day and night. For a whole fortnight I cut chapS, haU, lec- 
tures— everythiug — uninterruptedly. My Tutor and the Principal 
sent for me. I took no notice of them whatever. At last the evening 
arrived on which we were to hold our first mystic seance. My room 
was prepared for the occasion. A huge witch’s cauldron bubbled over 
a flickering blue flame in the centre ; this was encircled by a double 
row of human skulls ; several alligators were suspended from the 
ceiling; a tripod surmounted by an Arabian dish of steaming 
aromatic incense stood in each corner, while a night owl was 
perched over the bookcase, and a couple of ten-foot snakes wound 
themselves noiselessly in stealthy coils about the floor. My scout’s 
boy, who brought in my tea, noticed these, and seemed anxious to 
quit the apartment. 

A- 

And now G-ullitoee commenced our incantation. Spiritualistic 
phenomena were new to me, and I was at first startled at being 
banged on the back by a phosphorescent accordion. Raps followed, . 

“ This is nothing,” said Gtjllvtoee, “ to what you will see ! ” 

He was right. Scarcely had he spoken before a troop of gibbering 
skeletons poured out of the cauldron and flooded the apartment. A 
corpse in its shroud sat on the mantel-piece. A crowd of hideous 
goblins careered about the staircases and^ frightened men returning 
late to their rooms .'after attending a Union debate into fits. Claps 
of terrific thunder resounded above the College walls, and the whole 
buildings swayed to and fro as if they had been a labouring ship 
struggling against an ^overpowering sea. The Principal came out 
into the quadrangle to see what was the matter. He found it peopled 
with ghastly shapes, and was immediately seized by a headless illu- 
minated ape, who perched itself upon his neck, and clinging wildly to 
his College cap, caused him to stagger heavily in the direction of the 
gate-porter, crying aloud for help. 

At this moment a big blazing balloon of blue fire settled over the 
cauldron. In the midst of it sat a little old Jew money-lender with 
a frightful grin distorting his malignant features, 

“You want .to find the Circus troupe 1 ” he screeched, addressing 
Gullytoef in a piping treble. “Ha! ha! ha! Ho! ho! ho! 
We *11 see about that to-morrow I 

Then breaking forth into a wild can-can,^ he dashed through 
the window, where, followed by the now frantic and howling 
throng of spirits, ghosts, and goblins we had conjured up, he dis- 
appeared, much to the surprise of the local fire brigade, who had 
been summoned by the authorities, now fairly alive to the fact that 
an unusual commotion was occurring within the College precincts, 
among the chimneys and spires of the neighbouring public buildings. 

So our incantation ended. But I passed a sleepless night. 

{To he continued in our next ^ 

JUSTICE TO THE LADIES ! 

{By our ovm Prophetic Descriptive Reporter , ) 

The House of Commons was in a ferment of excitement. The 
great question of the century, “ Should Women have the right of 
Yoting ?” was under discussion. Upon the decision of that evening 
the matter rested. The Government and Opposition were mixed; 
some were in favour of the measure, some against; and all were 
anxious. The Grand Old Man had made a grand old speech, which 
would have been grander had anyone been able to clearly comprehend 
the conclusion to which it pointed. The Tribune of the People, now 
the leader of the Tories, had had his say, but still "the question 
remained unsolved. How would it end? Those who had good 
memories recalled the fact that the great Earl of Beaconseield had, 
shortly before his lamented death, espoused the cause of the ladies. 
But for all that, there was a feeling of uneasiness that given votes, 
seats would follow, and that then the House of Commons would lose 
its well-established reputation for being the most comfortable Club 
iu London. What would become of the husbands, if the wives saw 
them home ? How would it be possible to plead the excuse of “ par- 
liamentary duties ” for absence from the country house, if man and 
his better half were admitted to the same division lobbies ? That 
was the rub ! 

Many of the younger Members had urged the plea that it was 
rude and discourteous, to make an invidious distinction between the 
sexes ; but these juvenile legislators had been laughed or coughed 
down by the greyheaded fathers of families. It was aU very well 
for bachelors to talk, but let them wait until they became married 
men, and then the matter would present itself to them under quite a 
different aspect. So the debate progressed, speech after speech was 
made, and the cloture was ignored in the all-absorbing interest of the 
topic under discussion. 

At length there was a pause, and a deep silence reigned. All eyes 
were turned towards the Treasury Bench, before which was standing 
a Minister, white and trembling with emotion. 

“ Sir,” at last cried the Statesman, struggling with his sobs, “ It 
is a painful moment, a very painful moment, but I am bound to do 
my duty. I must confess that women are superior to meu in intelli- 
gence, tact, and everything that fits a human being to be a Member 
of this honourable House.’^ 

Again there was a deep silence, and all present hung upon the 
speaker’s words. He wiped his eyes, and continued, 

“ I must remind the Souse, Sir, of this memorable fact. Many 
here present will have seen from time to time in the newspapers that 
I, in my ofioial position as Chancelloe of the Excheqube, have 
received halves of bank-notes. Those remittances have come exclu- 
sively from men. I am bound to admit the fact that brands our 
sex with idiotcy ! But, Sir, I must say that no consdence^money has 
ever been paid by a woman ! ” 

The next moment Justice and Reason had prevailed, and, with a 
mighty shout, the^franchise had been’given to the Ladies I 
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SLATES OE THE EING/^ 

Old Style. 

Yesteeday the long-expected mill between Joe Bbowk and Jacx 
Smith came of£ before about five thousand patrons of the Noble Art. 
Most of the House of Peers and all the House of Commons were pre- 
sent, and there was a good sprinkling from the two Universities of 
Oxford and Cambridge, the Bar, the Army,* the Navy, and the 
lowest slums. In another part of our paper we have described the 
Battle in detail, but here it will suffice to jot'^down the first round 
and the last. 

Round 1.— -Both men came up smiling. Job struck out well with 
his left, and landed upon Jack^s right peeper, which immediately 
assumed rainbow colours. Upon this Smith retorted with his right 
on the snuff-box, breaking the bone, and producing a fine flow of 
the ruby. Smart countering following, until Joe went down from a 
sledge-hammer blow from Jack. First blood and fall to Smith. 

Round Last. — Both men were groggy and had to be placed face 
to face. It was unsafe to say which was which or who was who, 
as their features were so mixed that it was impossible to distinguish 
them. In spite of this they st^ struck out, Jack catching Joe a 
blow on the side of his head, which severed his remaining ear. This 
seemed to rouse Joe, who made one last effort, crushing Jack’s chest 
ijaf, and turning his eyes into pease-pudding. This was too much for 
Jack, who dropped senseless, and conld not be recovered. 

It will be seen from the above that both men suffered severely. 
The fight is considered one of the best on record. 

New Style. 

Yesterday the long-expected encounter between Joseph Beowh, 
Esq., and Mr. Zachabiah Smith took place in the presence of six 
specially appointed representatives of the sporting world. Amongst 
those who would have liked to have been present, had they not been 
prevented by engagements elsewhere, were the proprietors of many of 
the leading Metropolitan Music-halls. It is an open secret that both 
the gallant gentlemen who so nobly fought yesterday are in great 
request and can pick their engagements, Mr. Joseph who had just 
come from a dance, was in evening dress, while Mr. Browh wore a 
fashionably-cut shooting suit. After smoking some cigarettes, sip- 
pmgH^ coffee, and glancmg through the papers, the opponents pre- 
pped for the encounter, divesting themselves of their upper clothing. 
The battle was of so much interest, that we give it in extenso. 

Round 1. — Both gentlemen advanced smiling. On seeing his 
opponent’s clenched fist, Mr. Beowh retired, and was followed round 
the rmg. "Wearying of this manoeuvre he raised his right arm as if 
to give a blow, when Mr. Sjatth went under. 

Round 2.— Both rather out of breath from their late exertions. 
Mr. Smith touched Mr. Beowh on the shoulder, upon which the 
last called out, “ Yes, Zachabiah, do you want me ?” To which 
Mr. Smith answered, “No, Joseph, the touch was accidental.” Mr. 
Smith raised his fist threateningly when Mr. Beowh went under. 

^ Rounds 3 to 36, — These took some time. There was nothing par- 
ticular in any of them, save in Bound 43, when Mi. Smith supped 
and fell, injuring his nose. First blood to Mr, Beowh. 

Round Last. — ^The two men came up yawning. Mr. Smith was 


wearing a piece of sticking-plaster on his nose, and Mr, Beowh had ' 
a piece of rag round his wounded little finger. Upon an appeal from 
the bystanders the battle was declared drawn, and the combatants 
resumed their clothing and fraternised. 

It will be seen^ from the account that both men suffered severely. 
The fight is considered one of the best on record. 

OUB BOOEHNU-OFFIOE. 

I ’vB nothing to say about books this week. I Ve gone from cover 
to cover, and drawn blank. But I think I am on the right scent 
now, having just taken up The Prima Donna, by Sutheelaed | 
Edwards. More of this anon. Its appearance opportunely— or 
operatunely — anticipates the coming Season of Deueiolahtts 
Opebaticus. 

Most newspapers have an “ Agony Column,” and [the Illustrated 
London News now has a “ Payn Column” — a double Payh Column 
— every week. In the latest Payh Column, “ J. P.,” alluding to 
the recent story of the Sham Nuns in France, declares that the 
dramatic possibilities of the tale “make the poor British novelist’s 
month water.” Now, J. P. is not by any means a “poor British i 
novelist ; ” but I think I see through Mm in this case as clearly 
as if he were a Payh of glass, and to save Mm the trouble of 
eommeueing a plot with'tms material, I beg to inform him that | 
the^ story has Mready been done. It occurs as one of the many 
incidents in a French novel wMch I read within the last three years, 
bnt what its name was, or whether it was written by Boisoobey, 
MoNTEPm, Matjpassaht, or some other free-and-easy romancist, I 
cannot at tMs moment remember. In this novel the nuns were ! 
mostly sham ones, they had some lambs among them to be fieeeed, 
and their director, the Abbe somebody, was no clergyman at all, 
but a swindler who ultimately fell into the hands of the Police. 1 
am inclined to think it was one of Boisgobey’s, but at all events it 
has been done. However, never mind, Mr. James Path, keep up 
your “Mgh spirits.” After all, it’s only one “ holiday task ” the 
less, says the Baeoh de Book Wobms. 

A G-OLDEN EGG AGAIN. j 

Ahothee Great Auk’s Egg[ has turned up, been put up to Aukshun, 
and knocked down again, without being smashed, fortunately, firail 
a curiosity as it was to come under the hammer. Mr. Stevehs, of 
King Street, Covent Garden, lately “ sold a very fine egg of the 
Great Auk for £225.” It came into the possession of its late owner 
in 1851, who then bought it for £18. His name was Wise, and he 
was not only so called, hut was so. TMs one egg was ultimately taken 
to a good market, and was sold for the sum abovementioned. We hope 
it has reached its destination in safety. An accident might happen 
from mere Aukwardness. Some of us will he wishing that we had a 
private Auk, of a sporting tnm, who would lay heavily occasionally. 
We wouldn’t kill him to see how the trick was done. 

CoRVEESioisr WITH Besighation.— An affliction we have to endure 
in tMs Exchequered state of existence. 


TOD. XCIV. 






PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Mabch 24 , 1888 , 



Some — JSt* Stephen's Study ^ 

Fausi {r^presenUng the of L~rde)» 
M&phistophelee — Mr. H-nbx L-b-ch-eb, M.P, 

^ m ^ ^ 

Faust* A knock? Come in! “Wlio now 
would break my rest ? 
MephUtopheles, ’Tis I! ' 

Famt Come in I How funnily yon ^redrest! 
Mephisio* Perhaps, And yet, Sir, if I might 
presume, 

I ^d counsel yon to don the same costume, 


And, free from your old trammels, speed 
away. 

A livelier part—below— yon might essay. 
Famt* Too old am I yonr brisker part to play. 
And yet my limitations I deplore, 

And own with all my heart that life ^s a 
bore. [confess’d, 

M^histo* Tour present life is dull, that is 
Yet death is never quite a welcome guest. 
Faust* Ho; Mors^ at the last pinch, we all 
would chouse ; 

But lately there ’s no luck about my House. 


Chorus of Spirits {invisible)* 

Woe! Woe! 

Rads would destroy 
That beautiful House. 

With violent blows 
Already His battered, 

And very much shattered. 
MobIiBy would sweep 
The wrecks into nothingness, 
Whereat we weep. 

The splendour that ’s gone. 
Thou, ’mongst the sons of earth, 
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Lofty and migMy one, 

Bring back once more. 

In tnine own person the lost world 
restore. 

Now, with reforms immense, 

Enter a new career ; 

Praise shall salute thine ear 
Ne’er heard before I 

Mephistopheles, 

Knowing souls these Spirits be. 

Hark I With veritable nous 
How they recommend to thee 
Life in a much “ mended ” House* 

In a wom-ont world you dwell, 

Fain they would allure you hencp* 
Stagnate here no more, old swell ; 

Here you lose all sap and sense ! 
Forbear to fool around, you and your Chief, 
In tMs ornate but soul-depressing den. 

In our society you ’ll find relief, 

You ’ll feel yourself a man with fellow-men. 
Not that I’d thrust you mid the vulgar 
throng. 

I almost to the upper ranks belong, 

And if you ’ll take my tip, old boy, and 
mend, 

I will engage to be your candid friend, 
Tour jolly comrade— will you take a weed ? 
— I ’ll make a man of you. I will indeed ! 
Faust. And how must I requite your service, 
pray? 

Mephisto. Oh, any time will do for that. 
Faust. Nay ! nay 1 

A cynic is an egotist, I know, 


A cyme IS an egoust, i Know, 

And you are looking for some quid pro quo. 
Uphisto. Bless you, you quite misunderatand 
my mood ; 

What I’d propose is for your proper good. 


I would rejuvenate you ; young, strong, 
warm, 

My dose will make you. 

Faust. What is it ? 

Mephisto. Reform ! 

A pleasant, harmless potion, I assure you. 
You ’re moribund, old man, but this will 
cure you ; 

Improve you 

Faust. OrE the earth, perhaps I I ’ve heard 

Of certain creatures^ who were so absurd 
As to essay committmg suicide 
To save themselvesifi:om>laughter ; sense 
and pride [foUy. 

I hope will long preserve me from that 
j Mephisto. Bosh I You ’ll live long, and be no 
i end of jolly. 

If you ’ll but bolt my pleasantest of pills, 
’Twill cure you of hereditary ills. 

Inherited diseases mark your strain, 

1 Gout— at your heart,— and palsy— of your 
brain, — 

’Tis they are bringing you to grief, old 
iellowl [low. 

I My dose will make you healthy, active, mel- 
Here’s my prescription. Sign it! Your 
blue blood 

Won’t miss a drop ; indeed, ’twiH do you 
good ; [scribe ; 

Depletion’s just the thing I should pre- 
Phlebotomy ’s the need of all your tribe. 
Sign; just to show your confidence, dear 
boy! 

After the dose your life you ’ll much enjoy. 
Come! do not funk it! I am your best 
friend. 

The fiat has gone forth, Fatjst.— Mekd oe 
End! 

♦ * * # 


CONSCIENCE OP THE FAIR SEX. 

It is very kind of you, dearest Punchy to 
suggest that women ought to have the snfirage, 
because then some of us at least would, when 
we thought we ought to, send the Chak- 
OSLLOE of the Excheuueb oonscienoe-money. 
As it is, I wonder how he can possibly expi^t 
we should. Who is it, Shakspeaee or Dr. 
Johnson, or somebody, that said taxation 
without representation is tyranny? Not to 
mention conscience- money, what conscience 
can we have to pay any taxes that we can 
avoid at all? Allow us votes, and then the 
Government will see whether we shall be con- 
scientious taxpayers or no ! Ever yours, 

JUSTITIA. 

P.S.— Will Mr. Goschen have conscience- 
money from Ladies, or wait till he gets it ? 

Fair Trade to Lord Salisbury. 

{After his late Speech.) 

Mt pleas at one time seemed your pity to 
move, 

But now you are deaf to my prayers. 

It was politic, then, to dissemble your love, j 
^vAr-need you now kick me down-stairs r 

The Two3 ‘‘ Short-Sentence »» Judges. 

Mr, Justice Mathew calls on Mr. Justice Pay, 
Brief interview. 

Mt. Justice M. Then we — - 

Mr. Justice D. Guite agree. 

Mr. Justice M. Can’t stay. 

Mr. Justice JD. Door, Mat. 

Mr. Justice M. Good, Day. {Exit. 
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THE JffiTURN OP THE WANDERER. 

[Mr. Cambuon, on resuming his seat, sat on his hat.] 

Back to the House I Everjr man, J oe, 

Must own that you came in good time, 

Though they who are eager to ban Joe, 

May count that to you as a crime. 

Well, Joe, you may e’en let them hammer on, 
They don’t find it easy to score. 

The Speakee at once squelched poor Cameron, 
Doubtless he found it a bore. 

He fancied, depend, Joe, upon it, you 
Turned up to the moment most pat ; 

What he wished, my dear Joe, was to bonnet you ; 
What he did was— to sit on his hat ! 


OYSTER CORNER. 

It seems that two or three large firms, Proprietors of 
the Whitstable Oyster Grounds, have clapped another 
25 per cent, on to the wholesale price of “ natives.” But 
these so-called natives of England are said to be really 
natives of France, imported hither mostly from Arcachon, 
and only laid down at Whitstable and other places, to be 
cultivated and fattened. These molluscs, therefore, in 
this country, are not natives at aU, but only naturalised 
foreigners. Because an alien oyster has been educated 
at Whitstable, it is no more a native them a man is a 
horse because he was born in another stable. The exor- 
bitant price of oysters appears to be mainly owing to the 
operations of an Oyster Ring, in which, as in the Betting 
Ring, there is much at work like jockeyship. In the in- 
terest of oyster- eaters, with a view to counteract that 


say, with a slight abbreviation and alteration, Oh, for the 
return of the good old days of Daoto I ^ Then the abun- 
dance of oysters enabled that once illustrious oyster-eater 
CAUTION V. CAUTION. I to eat his fill of them at a cost which would have been 

, „ « unnecessary for him to count, and he never did. Let our 

^*So CAREFUL, so ECONOMICAL, MY DEAR WiFB IS ! Shb ALWAYS LOOKS UP cry be, “Dowuwith the price of Oysters 1” and let us 
THE Decanters when we’ve had all we want— on account of the See- form a bold Company to beard the Oyster in his Shell! 
VANTS, YOU KNOW ! He I HE I , . , She doesn’t know I ’vE GOT a Key too 1” Motto, “ Solvitur Dando%'* 




NOTES OE THE WEEK. 

Went to hear Oratorio, The Hose of Sharon, |by Dr. Mackenzie 
—not Sir Morrell, but tiie composer — on Tuesday night, March 15. 
Yery fine— the Oratorio, not the night— as snow was falling and 
making slush. Blizzards were about. What a splendid title for an 
Oratorio, The Blizzard, That is to say it 
would he a splendid title, if its sound were 
^ not slightly suggestive of Buzzard. StiU, 
there’s something weird and German 
about the notion of The Wizard and the 
Blizzard, ^^Qizzard^^ ought to he in it 
somehow. So ought “Xward” Willcopy- 
right title. To return to St. James’s Hall. 

' - The night was a very bad one : Mackiti- 

tosh ontside, Mackenzie within. With 
Madame Hordica as the Sulamite, all 
Sulamitily pleased. Lloyd’s notes 
^ are still unchanged, but j okes about ‘ ‘ un- 
wrapped up in the music, and ’’ pleasure quite played out, ex- 

quite carrried away by cept, perhaps, by G— ROE Jokin’G-SCH-n. 
Madame Schumann. Miss Hope Glenn — romantic name — 
« J, , looked majestic, and yet as womanly as 

a woman — or that was her rSle among the dramatis personcB — 
should, who possesses her rare contralto voice, not so rich, perhaps, 
as rare. Santlet looked uncommonly sapient as King Solomon, and 
took no part in any duet or trio. I suppose in this he showed 
ihe proverbial wisdom of the character, as his Solos were given in 
the best style of this Ring ‘ Solo ’ -mon. Throughout the perform- 
ance, he kept his eyes fixed on his book with the pertinaoity of a 
musical St. Anthony. But for the subject, which of course cannot 
be placed on the stage, what a spectacular opera it would make! 
Supposing the subject changed and the libretto secularised and accom- 
modated to the score for stage purposes, introductions would stiU 
be necessary for the sake of variety. Without scenery, costumes, 
dramatic action, it is difdoult to fully realise the gorgeous 
hastern scene in their mind’s eye. Oratorios which make so great a 
demand on the unaided imagination are the kind of thing which, to 
quote the oncepopularXore^ Dundreary, “no fellow can understand,” 


but which, evidently, Ho-vello can nnderstand. An enthusiastic 
admirer of Madame Schumann said that, in spite of his having a 
terrific cold, he must go and hear her play at St. James’s Hall, add- 
ing that he felt quite secure against a chill, as, whenever she 
performed, he was always entirely wrapped up in the music and 
carried away. In fact Madame^ has no warmer supporter than this 
infiuenzial amateur. But — will some one compose an orchestral 
work with grand effects to be called The Blizzard f 

KAISER WILHELM. 

After the Funeral^ March 16 th, 

^ is said, in days of Summer, when the moonlight on the Rhine 
Floods with scintillating silver all the land of hill and vine, 

That the shadow of a monarch comes to visit earth again, 

And that great imperial phantom is the ghost of Celarlemagne, 

Not in anger comes the Kaiser from his tomb at La Chapelle, 

But his eyes are fain to look on all the scenes he loved so well ; 

:^d upon the Bridge of Moonbeams, lo I the spectre takes its stand, 
With the palms of benediction o’er the ancient Fatherland. 

So the olden legend"runneth. Now once more the Teutons ween 

1 1 ^ , * 


^ough they mourn the mighty Soldier that his God has ta’en away, 
Tis the Father of his People that his children miss to-day. 

Brave in battle, sage in council, with no thought of praise or pelf. 
On the altar of his country he had immolated self ; 

And the up-hill path of duty with a steadfast foot he trod, 
Smgle-heaxted in devotion to the Fatherland and God ! 

we not then, looking forward to the years that are to be, 

When all living men have vanished tike the sands beneath the sea, 
Dare to presage of a presence, will be seen of man once more, 

A twin-spectre in the moonbeams with the Charlemagne of yore. 

children of those ages shall look out upou the night, 
.^dwith awe-struck wMspers murmur, as they see the fearsome sight, 

! xr • is? sword fiaimes upward for an everlasting sign ; 
i Kaiser Wilhelm comes to bid us keep with him the Watdi on Rhine! ” 
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DEUX BEAUX YEUX BLEUS ! 

Monsieur, ClermonUFerrand, 19 Mars^ 1888. 

Though I have not yonr tongue at the ends of 
my nails, I hatter myself I can, in it, express^ myself 
sufficiently to ask of you your sympathy, British and 
generous, in my present position, which is at once both 
tragic and grotescLue. Tragic, because I have been placed 
by traitors in a position of non-activity by the retraite 
dUmploL Grotesque, because my pieces of conviction 
have been one pair of blue spectacles, a “ulsterre,” a 
crutch, whiskers d la cotelette de mouton, and a felt hat. 
But what has been my crime ? I applied to the Minister 
of War for leave. He refused it to me. Was I, the 
great Boulanger, the ehUd of the Cafi Concert, the 
hero of the Boulevards, to accept this insult V No, Mon- 
i sieur ; a thousand times, no I So I took the leave^that 
immortal birthright of all true Frenchmen, “ French 
leave,” myself. But as I wished to bring upon the Govern- 
ment no regrettable embarrassments, 1 assumed the 
disguise, simple and unique, which I have indicated 
above. And my blue spectacles are already enshrined in 
the hearts of my compatriots, who having had recourse 
to your famous chanson comique, are gaily greeting me 
with the refrain, sympathetic ; — 

“ Deux beaux yeux bleus, 

Ah! que c’est affreux! 

Ainsi de moutrer un homme qu’il a tort ! 

Ah 1 deux beaux yeux bleus 1 ’* 

Bo you think I have been indiscreet ? Then, I ask 
you, what would be the event, if your Milord Yoolslet 
or Buke-Cambrigg demanded the permission of your 
Mr. Smith to visit their hotels in London, and were re- 
fused ? Would they not instantly leave Portsmouth- 
Bock-yard or Bover-Castle, disguised as the Chinese, the 
Red Indian, or the English Milord with yellow hair, 
and a houle^dogue under each arm, and defy the treason- 
able order which deprived them of their liberty ? To this 
question there can be only one response. And this sug- 
gests to me. Monsieur, that if I can no longer appear on 
horseback, and win the applause, thrilling and gratef ol, 
of the admiring populace, I may perhaps be firiven to 
follow in the footsteps of yom great Wooddst, and give a 
whole entertainment in disguises, with ventriloquial 
accompaniment, that shall assist materially their deve- 
lopment. If among these personages that I may then 
present to the public notice there should figure the 

Bictator,” I feel that, after the outrages of March 15, 
it would create not much surprise. Bei^n to receive the 
assurance of my most distinguished consideration, 

General Boum-langer, 


ROBERT’S DOMESTIC TRTJBBLES. 

I NEVER rites wen I’m in a temper, leastways I don’t 
send my lucky brashuns to your pages when I ’m bilin 
over. No; I gives meself time to koul down. Some 
weeks ago I sor it, after it had been menshuund by you 
whose egel eye nothink askapes — I^sor it — ^I mean I werry- 
fide the kwotashun, and found myself discribed m a 

most respectfool Paper as “ Robert the B This 

were pretty well to begin with, without its going on to 
speak of me as a meer Play Acter ! And then to have 
to bear the horful sorcasms of my much bigger and 
better arf when she read of the reelly passhonet and 
familyiar way in wMch Maddam Burns sung of me as 
“ Hohert, 0 my heluved Fohert ! ” was more than I coud 
well bear, and so I sort relief fromniy hagitated feelings 
by rushing ofi to a Lawyer, down in the Hold Bailey, 
and consultin him all about it, and how much dammages 
I shood ask Mr. Charles Rost and Maddam Burns for. 

And I’m bound to say as Mr. Benjermin behaved 
most strickly honnerabel in the hole matter. In course 
when I began for to tell him as I wanted to brin^ a 
Hacshun for hewy dammages against two werry rich 
people, male and female, he natrally rubbed his hands 
and showd the Lawyers Glee by the customery grin. 
But when I showed him the noosepaper, as I had bort 
by the way, his face resoomed its old family ear dun 
brown look, and he said in his fine legal frasiology, ‘ it 
ain’t no go, Mr. Robert, for they didn’t mean you, but 
sum forren Gent as asoomed your name, so they can plead 
a allyhy, and I’ll just trubble you for 65 . 8 cf., and wish 
you a werry good morning 1 ” 







“is life worth living?” 

Very J^augHy Tommy (wTlo has “been severely ' corrected by his MamTm), “ I ’m 
PRS*SH*“S-S somiY'*— {sobbing) — “y*you ever m-marbied Pa.’ !!” 

I was that thunderstruck that I was dum ; but I paid the money like a man, 
and sort in a naybouring Pub that quiet and that mild refreshment I so much 
required. And in that little back parler over a quiet glass and a pipe, I rewooed 
my persition. I had been shamefully hinsulted by being puDlikly called a 


ray ther considerabel sum of 6s. 8a. without nothink to show for it, and i had 
now to return to my gelous spowse and endever to conwince her that Maddam 
Burns, when she xclaimed with all her art and with all her woice, ^^ JRohert, 
0 my heluved Robert! ” did not mean me, but some forren gent as made use of | 
my onered name for some bass puppuss of iiis hone I "W^hat a sittywashun ! i 
don’t know as how it was ewer ekalled, xcept praps wen a Alderman as had bin 
reglar elected by his Ward had to go home and tell his xpecting Missis as the 
other Aldermen woodn’t have him at no price, as they had wayed him in the 
Scales and found him wantin, I was that lorst in my thOTts that I ordered 
another glass, amost without knowin it, and sat there sippin and thinkin, and 
tTiinVin and sippin, till I felt as the kindly spemts had given me due courage 
to go home and face my ang^ partner. . , , 

Fancy my estonishment when I reached my umbel dwelling to find as Mrs. 
Robert wasn’t in, and hadn’t left no messidge with the backparler, as ushal. 
However, I hadn’t werry long to wait before she hentered, and to my most in- 
tensest surprize of aU, aoshally came up to me and kissed me ! saymg in her 
werry sweetest and most winningest way, jest as she used to tork wlmn we was 
a setting in Grinnidge Park afore we was married, “ Robert, dear, I has to arsk 
your parding for my foolish gellosy this morning, for I ’ve bin found out 
as the acount in the paper is sdl f awlse, for I ’ ve bin to the Court Theater to have 
it out with that Maddam Burns, and I finds as there ain’t no Court Theater left 
as there used to he at Slone Square, for they’ve bin and gom and pulled it all 
down I ” And then we sat down and had our teas, and in honner of the ocasion 
we had six pennyworth of muffins, which I nose is a weakness of Mrs. ^d 
then we went to the Globe Theater, and both had a good hearty cry at the^o/dew 
Ladder i which we both werry mnch injoyed, and then home to a mce little hot 
supper and jest one glass of somethink pice, and then to bed. And we both agreed 
that if ewery base inwention against hinjured hinnocenoe brort forth fust such a 
bust of gelous aSeoshun, and then such a nappy reokonsiuayshuE, might they 
appear in the daily papers about wunce a week till further notice. , 

I did not it neoessary to menahun that it had corst me 6s. 8a. for nothmk, 

and somethink more for somethink, or what I had heard from the Lawyer. Com- 
mon Sense and common prudence alike dicktated to me not to wake the sleeping 
Lioness. I never woke one yet, and at my time of life I thinks as it is j^t a littel 
too late to begin. Robert. 
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CONSOL-ATION ; OR, “A FAIR EXCHANGE NO ROBBERY." 

A Pastoral of the Period, 

Argument.— A Shrewd Shepherd, expert at a song— and a bargain— mel- 
Muonsly reasoneth with a Simple Shepherdess, and converteth ” her to 
his own views concerning Exchange. 

“ The sweet sirruglicity of Three-Per-Cents,** 

Shrewd Shepherd {sings ) — 

If I had as much money as I could tell, 

I never would cry, ‘ Young lambs to sell! ' 

^mple’ Shepherdess, Dear me I His sinffing is sednotLye, very I 
Shrewd Shepherd, Whither away, fair Hymph ? 

Simple ^epherdess. Sir, you are merry. 

No N3miph am alas I The Nymphs are fled 
From our Arcadia. Great Pan is dead ! 

You see his rigime would no longer suit us, 

And he ^s succeeded, so they say, by Plutus. 

Are you a votary of his ? 

Shrewd Shepherd, ^ Sweet maiden. 

Do 1 look like a man with bullion laden ? 
giis lamb, symbol of innocence and peace, 
fv- 7 ^ golden fleece. I 

inmple Shepherdess, It does look rather puny. 

Shrewd Sheph&rd, It jg young— 

Like you, my dear 

Simple S^^Jwrdess, On every shepherd’s tongue 

.guth IS not found, as Marlow’s nymph could teE. 

CYT j Passionate Shepherd, are you ? 

Shrewd Shepherd, Well 

been called so. If 1 have a passion * 

’Tis for statistics. 

Simple S^pherdess, Ah ! they ’re (juite the fashion 
L en in Arcadia. Cobtdon now sings 
T j outputs ” and such horrid things. I 

1 do hate figmes I I find my felicity 
^ hnger-recko^g and its sweet simplicity. i 

Shrewd Shepherd, Most rational and proper-in a lass. 

At your fair shrine, Sancta Simplicitas, 
cy. 7 I fam would worship. 

Simple Shepherdess, You are most poHte, 

And now, good day I ^ » 


Shrewd Shepherd, One moment I If I might 

Suggest a swap ! 

Simple Shepherdess, What ’s that ? 

Shrewd Shepherd, Well, an exchange ; 

To you the patter of the Mart is strange. 

Simple Shepherdess, I don’t quite understand you. 

Shrewd Shepherd, But you will. 

That sheep of yours 

Simple Shepherdess {alarmed). You do not mean to hill 
My pet ? You ’re not a butcher in disguise, 

Now, are you? 

Shrewd Shepherd, ^ Bless your innooentlblue eyes, 

Do I look like a cruel carnifex f 
No, not for all Arcadia would I vex 
Your gentle bosom. See, I wear no steel ! 

But,— well, your sheep is old ; do you not feel 
That something younger, witn more promise in it, 

E en if not quite so large, — ^now, stop a minute I 
You ladies are so hasty. Just behold 
This little lambkin I He ’s as good as gold, 

A sweet, sweet face, a fleece of virgin snow, 

Do you not yearn towards him ? 

Simple Shepherdess, Humph I— well— no I 

crz .7 I at present. 

Shrewd Sh^herd,^^^ have a pretty wit, sweet Nymph, and pleasant : 
Like— well, if I may say as much— like me, 

Z can crack jokes, you know, when “ on the Spree.” 

New lamps for old, you ’ve heard of as a cry : 

Why not new lamos for old ? 

Simple Shepherdess {hesitating,) Well, Shepherd— I — 
ox: ^ ^ part with my old pet ! [regret. 

Shrewd ^epherd, QomQ^ come! the exchange is one you’d ne’er 
S^entuneiu r pooh I that ’s never worth a button ; 

Tms lamb will grow to a most handsome “ mutton,” 

Finer than that which you so closely clutch, 
cr- 7 to love it quite as much. 

Simple Shepherdess, Well— i£ I must I must, but 

Shrewd Shepherd. _ ^ ^ Sweet SimpUoity. 

r r> Wish you all felicity 1 

\_±Lxit bnrewd Shepherd, with 3 per cent, laml), leaving the two-- 
ana-three-quarters lamhhin in exchange. 
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CONSOL-ATION ; 

OR, “A FAIR EXCHANGE NO ROBBERY.” 

“SwiiEi SiMPUCHY.” ‘‘I AM SOERY TO PAET WITH HIM!” 

Shmewd Btra Sedtictivii Shephbed. ‘‘NAT, DEAR CHILD! WHAT THOUOH THIS ONE BE BUT INDIFFERENT 
FAIR TO LOOK ON AT PRESENT? HE’LL LAST LONGER, -AND YOU WILL LEARN TO LOVE SIM!!” 
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“ALL THE APPLIANCES AND MEANS TO BOOT.” 

Shakspeare. 


Too Late 
EOK GtOEHON. 
— Fa Istaff 
(out of office), 
-“ALl no 
more of that, 
Ma’am, an 
thou lovest 


Sunday 
Recreation. 
—Chess i’s 
undoubtedly 
the G-ame 
for Sundays, 
as it cannot 
possibly be 
played with- 
ou t two 
[Bishops. 


VOCES PDPULl- 

AT A LEGAL LTTNCHEOIT-BAR. 

Scene — A Restaurant in the neighbourhood of the Courts of J ustice. 
At the Bar, members of both branches of the Legal Profession 
discovered lunching on high stools ; behind Bar ^ bustling staffs of 
barmaids, kitchen-maids, and small boys in white caps, sujyer- 
intended by , Energetic Manager, of a cheerfully familiar 
disposition. 

Voices behind the Bar, Small roast beef cut lean, Robert ! . . . 
When does that mutton mean to come ? , , , plates, J enn y, look 
alive there ! ... Were you the dumpling, Sir ? Oh, the sausage 
and plain ; I beg your pardon ! . . . More prongs ! 

[This last from the Manager— « pleasing synecdoche for forks. 

Solicitors* Clerks before the Bar, Can’t Jet you have that further 
abstract yet, but it’s being attended to . . .We ought to have had 
notice of that last affidavit they filed ! . . . Costs on higher scale . . . 
Not the practice to give copy affidavit without the jurat— told ’em so ! 
Notice to produce all their books for last sixteen years, &o,, &o. 
Shower just ceasing. Enter a Surly Man, umbrella^less and drenched. 

Barmaid {to him, pleasantly). The rain has been coming down, 
Sir, hasn’t it P 

The Surly Man, Never saw it coming wp— did you ? 

\_Barmaid subsides, pouting. 

The Energetic Manager {to S. M.). Good morning, Sir. yon’ve 
brought the sunshine in with you! {Savage growl fry m the S. M.) 
But that {politely) I’m sure you always do! New or stale bread, 
Sir ? {Presenting plate with two squares of bread,) Stale is this chap. ' 
Let me see {with the air of a man who studies all his customers* little 
peculiarities), it ’s cawfee you like with your little lunch, isnH it, Sir ? 

The S, M, Coffee ? No ! it ’s poison to me. Stout I ^ 

The E, M, Stout, of course it is I You shall, have it, ‘Sir 1 {As if it 
was a rare and costly beverage ; hut he would search the universe to 
procure a drop or two,) Oh, you shall have it ! 

Enter a Young Barrister with a Country Client. The Young 
Barrister has just lost his first case in Court, and would much 
rather not lunch, but is anxious not to offend his Client, who, so 
far, has “ taken it very well— considering** 

The Country Client {with a sigh). Well! I did think the Court 
would have been with ns— hut there, I suppose it can’t be helped. 

[jETc has been saying this for the last ten minutes. 

The Young Barrister (for the twentieth time). You— you can never 
tell beforehand what view the Bench is going to take. {As if he had 
had years of experience,) I did my best. {A little defiantly, in faint 
hope of forcing a compliment,) 

The C, O, {with rather offensive magnanhnitj/). Oh, I’m not 
blaming you, mjr boy — though {he has been trying to keep from 
saying this ever since the Court rose) it was a pity you gave the other 
side that opening by re-examining as you did. Didn’t you see that 
note I passed up from the well ? 

The Y, B, {not liking this). Which? You passed up such a lot, 
you^owl 

The C, C, I wish you had paid more attention to them— I know 
thatj Well, never mind, I do think Ailabye, Q,.C., might have 
found time to look in, instead of leaving yon to fight it alone. I told 
Staple and Verulam: I must have a leading brief given— and this 
is the result ! By the way, that was a smart young fellow against 
you— know who he is ? 

The Y, B, {with a pang of jealousy). Oh, I don’t know. (With 
affected carelessness,) Some Common Law f eRow, I believe. {After 
pause— more candidly,) Prise, his name is. 

The C, C, Yery sharp the way he took you up over the registra- 


tion^ point— why, bless my soul ! [with a pleased recognition) — ^he ’s 
coming in now. (Enter Mr. Prise, with a jaunty self-satisfied air, 
and an eye-glass ; the C. C. makes room for him with marked defer- 
ence, while the Y. B. assumes a stony abstraction,) Allow me, Sir, 
we’ve met before to-day — Potter v. Kettleby, y’ know — we can 
afford to shake hands over it now, eh ? 

Prisk, To he sure. You acted for the plaintiff, didn’t you ? Oh, 
it was a walk over for us— you hadn’t a leg to stand on I 

The C, C, 1 don’t know that. I was strongly advised to rely on 
‘^Hug&er and Mugger” 

Prisk, Cuts both ways, that case. I put that to the judge— then 
your own witness— what was his name ? Puddleby, did for you ; 
that answer I got out of him ou the re-examination— that gave me 
all I wanted I 

The Y, B, {who has been listening to all this on the other side of 
his Client, and thinks it time to strike in and change the subject). 
Are you— a— going back to Y'okelford this afternoon r 

The C, C, (testily), Eb, what? Oh, forgot you were there! 
Going hack ? Y’es, yes, of course ! What is there to do here, now f 
(Turns to Mr. Prise in a marked manner,) Yes, I am glad to have 
tMs opportunity of telling you, Sir, how very much struck I was 
with the way you conducted your case. I may say so, now it ’s all 
I over, I can recognise ability (withla disparaging glance at the Y. B.), 
when I do happen to come across it ! 

Prisk (nonchalantly). Delighted to hear^ you say so— hard-fought 
case — er — {recognises the Y. B., and thinks he can afford to be 
generous) — on. both sides, {To Attendant,) Here I I said mutton. 

The C, C, Well, we had a good case— on paper. I suppose Mr. — 
er— Prisk, thank you I I suppose you don’t confine yourself to 
any particular class of practice ? 

Prisk, Bless you, no 1 Take anything that comes in my way — 
trouble you to pass the salt. 

The C, C, Xpompously), Ah, j^nst so, I shall remember that — 
Prisk, and your address is in the Law List, I daresay ? 

Prisk, Ought to be— been there for six years now. {To Barmaid,) 
Get me some cheese and butter, will you ? 

The C, C, {to the Y. B.). Yon don’t seem to be getting on— I must 
be off soon. 

The Y, B, {feeling forlorn and neglected). They haven’t brought 
me my chop yet {plaintively). 

The C, C, {patronising ly). You should assert yourself more — 
that’s the way to get on in this life. {To the E. M.) When is this 
gentleman to have Ms chop ? 

The E, M, Waiting for your chop, Sir ? Sorry you didu’t mention 
it. Sir— work of time, acho^is. Sir. {Loudly,) Here — up that 
grill-chop there ! {The cry is taken up, and carried down into the far 
distance, until the Y, B. feels thoroughly ashamed ^ of his chop, and 
wishes he could sneak off and desert it. The E. M. to small boy with 
plate,) Roast beef and Yorkshire — right! there’s a good bo-oy! 
Now, then, my dear, don’t take all the room there I (Putting his hand 
on Barmaid's shoulder and turning her round, which she appea7's to 
resent privately . ) 

The C, C, Well, I can’t stay here all day. Good day, Mr. Prisk, 
glad to have made your acquaintance— hope we shall find ourselves 
on the same side, next time I By-by, Timmerman I ( Yo Y. B.) 
\_Exit C. C., leaving Timmerman and Prisk side by side, T. 
pi'etends not to see P. 

Prisk (with a nod to T.), Thought I knew 'your face. Rum old 
boy, that Client of yours I 

T, (bitterly). He won’t be a Client of mine much longer ! 

P. {easily). Oh, I don’t know — you didn’t do so badly. If yon’d 
taken the line I thought you were going to take, I should have been 
np a tree. {Consolingly,) Everyone muffs^it at starting, and but 
for 

T, {not very far from choking). Thank yon— but it isn’t much 
good discussing all that over again ! 

P, (with exasperating good temper). Not a bit — ^if you dou’t like 
it I Mistake to carry personal feeling into a case, though, — ^you ’ll 
find that out when you ’ve been at it a little longer I 

[J2e pays his bill and strolls out, leaving the Y. B. to cherish 
wild thoughts of ckucking-up** the Bar, and going in for 
ranching or diamond-digging, 

E, M, (returning briskly). Your chop at last. Sir ! {in a tone of 
deep mystery and confidential congratulation, as if it didn't occur 
every day\, and a hot potato. Sir ! ^ 

\In his vivacity he slams the dishes on the counter with a force 
that upsets the Y. B.’s beer into his plate, and shoots a very 
floury potato into his necktie. 

The Y, B, (with a sense that nothing will prosper with him any 
more). Oh, it doesn’t matter — don’t botner about it I {He smiles in a 
sickly manner,) 

The E, M, {noticing the smile with approval). Glad you are able 
to see the merry side of it, Sir I ^ 

\_Bcene closes in on the Y, B. peeking dolefully at his chop, won- 
dering what his Client is saying of him now, and wishing he 
had never been born. 
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AMONG THE LATEST PARISIAN SPECTACLES. 
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KEHTEEE BE M. LE GENEKAL BOUil BE BLEULANGER, 

Author of En JRevemnt de la JRevue^*^ who will give his nei& Song^ 
adapted from the E7iglis\ entitled^ 

“ Oh, what a surprise, 

Two Lovely Blue Eyes I ” 


MR- PUNCHES VERY QUEER SITORIES. 

BLACKWOOD’S TALE; OR, A MASTER OE BLACK ARTS, 
Chapies II. 

The next mormng: early fotind me starting for Bamascns. I Lad 
received a post-card in a diabolical hand bidding me go there at 
once* Tinder the circumstances it seemed the only reasonable thing 
to do. I asked leave of the Principal. The term was only half 
Rnished, and he refused. 1 laughed m his face, and instantly 
brought the immense force of my will-power into play. The 
effect was electric. With a feeble stagger, and a sickly far-off 
smile, he at once gave me permission to “ stay down as long as I 
I liked.” I started by the twelve o’clock express ; the same train 
contained Gullytopf, who had received a missive similar to mine, 
and was departing, without further hesitation, straightway for 
Patagonia. We parted at Paddington. Thence onward my journey 
was an easy one. 

In three weeks after my departure I found myself lolling in lazy 
luxury under the deep blue canopy of the Eastern Merifian. In 
some respects the hotel I had selected at Bamascus was a peculiar 
one ; it mA a back garden of roses that led imperceptibly into a fair 
green oasis in an Arabian desert, intersected by cool bubbling 
streamlets that played in the soft shadows of the lovely oleander and 
myrtle bushes, which lent it its subtle and fantastic charm. Here 
it was my wont to wander ’neath the myriad stars that glistened in 


glorified and silTered melon upon its back in some wondrous mean- 
descent smd translucent sea. 

One night I happened to have strolled many miles further than 
was my wont in this enchanting paradise, from the habitable pre- 
ouxets of my abode, when a strange sound smote my ear, I listened 
mtenuy. I was not disappointed. I distinctly heard the words 


“ Soup Ad ! ” pronounced in a sweet but melancholy voice. To dash 1 
through the intervening myrtle-bushes and find myself suddenly I 
inside a Circus, in which a troupe were giving their entertainment 
apparently to empty benches, was but the work of a moment. I 
noticed that the structure seemed shado'?^, and I advanced into the 
ring. Two Bounding Brothers were going throuj:h their exercise. 

I poked one with my umbrella. It went through him, I approached 
the leading lady, and tried playfully to embrace her. My arms 
clasped nothing— she wm mere vapour. ^ The Ring-master stooped 
down to pick up somethiag ; I tried to sit on him — I went to the 
ground. There was no doubt about it; I had met with a Circus 
troupe of performing spirits. They were clearly Gullytoff’s rela- 
tions. They crowded about me. 

And are yon happy ? ” I asked, struck with the rather mournful 
east of their countenances. 

“ Almost,” they replied. “ The fact is, we should be quite, if it 
were not for the circumstance of our playing to empty benches. It is 
weary work never getting a hand,” they sighed. 

“ And we have been running this programme now for eighteen 
thousand nights in this oasis,’* added the Ring-master, with a 
mournful suule. “ It is a little slow— a little slov I ” 

“ But it shall be so no longer I ** I rejoined brightly. For I had 
already made my resolve. I would materialise these poor spectres, 
and restore them living, breathing, animate beings Gtjleytoff 
once more. And as I made up my mind, I felt my whole energy of 
being rush irresistibly into one channel, and all my mighty strength 
of will sweep on supremely to one steadfast and tremendous purpose. 
The effort was colossal, but so was the result. Gradually a strange 
change came over them. Their forms grew denser. The trousers of 
the Ring-master seemed to fill out. The Bounding Brothers appeared 
visibly to put on fiesh. The rouge came in distinct patches on the 
leading lady’s cheeks. My patience was rewarded. My agonising 
efforts were successful. Their materialisation was complete. 
Within three hours I had paid my hotel bill, and booked our passage ! 

by the mail route direct to Southampton. 

» ♦ * * • ♦ 

But I must not further delay the climax of my story, I ihad ! 
brought my charges safely to Oxford, and installed them in my 
rooms. Their arrival created some excitement in the College. This : 
I discounted. I saw the Principal passingbeneath, and I willed that j 
he shoxild break out suddenly into a Highland Fling. This he 
instantly did in the centre of tne quadrangle, and by his wild antics 
at once quite absorbed the universal attention. Meantime Gully- | 
TOFF, who had, by a strange coincidence, just arrived that very 
morning from Patagonia, had recognised his lost relatives, and my ' 
scout was about to lay lunch, when we became conscious of the pre- | 
sence in our midst of a blazing big balloon of blue fire, containing j 
in its centre the evil-looking little money-lending Jew. Gullytoff 
turned pale. Then he asked his malign relative what he wanted. 

“ What I want?” shrieked out the vindictive little Jew, in reply. 

“ Why, I have just looked in ,to have a little more fun. 1*11 teach 
you to meddle with the Black Arts. They shall aU die in your 
rooms! Ha! ha I ha! Ho! ho! ho!” 

And with a withering curse on the whole party, he took an upward 
bound and vanished in a bigger halo of blue fire through the ceiling. 

His prediction was not long ia taking effect. One by one the 
troupe were seized successively by violent apoplectic fits. Gullytoff 
rushed first to one, then the other, foaming at the mouth, his black 
I bair streaming in all directions, and his eyeballs starting out of bis 
. head. Just as the second Bounding Brother succumbed, he staggered 
; blindly towards him, and giving one last wild cry and wringing his | 

■ hands, fell a lifeless log across Ms prostrate body. I summoned my 

> scout, and desired him to send for flie nearest undertaker. i 

I ’ ♦ * * # * # i 

There was a Coroner’s Inquest. The reputation of the College 
suffered somewhat. But the Jury brought in a verdict of Accidental 
Death; though, as I had willed that the Principal and Vice- | 

> Chancellor should be more or less implicated in the affair, they 

added a damaging rider refieoting severely on the character of those 
worthies. j 

Though tMs happened some years ago, I am stUl in residence. 
From time to time I have had a Walpurgis Nacht^ with its attend- 

> ant orgies, within the College walls, and on the morrow of these 

> occasions 1 have invariably been requested by the Principal and 

■ Fellows to take my name off the College books. Heed I say I have 
, always declined ? I am stiU studying the Black Art, but have not 
( yet taken my Master’s degree. The Principal, I fancy, instinct- 
, ively avoids me. Men seem to give me a wide berth in HaU. Are 

these things strange P Sometimes I think they are ; sometimes I 
: think they are not. How and then I find myself asking myself 
how it will all end! Ah! how wiR it? That’s the question. 
Who knows ? 

Geijebal Boulangee’s “Peops.”— F or Tragedy— a prancing 
black horse. For Comedy— a music-hall song. For Faroe— a pair 
of blue spectacles. 
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House of Commons^ Monday Night, March 12.— To-mght <^ 2 ies 
Ohabue Bbbeseobe’s opportimity m the great comDined attacfe 
npon the Gt)vernirient, conducted by sea and land under General and 
Admiral Lord Geaotolph, Y.C. The Navy now sign^ed into 
action. Great opportunity for Chabiib, but marred in advance by 
the astuteness of Geandolph. Chabue used up last week m 
supporting Geaedolph’s personal attack on Army Estimates. If 
he^d saved himself for to-night, would have had full House ancyngh 
old time. But sacrificed himself, for Guaitoolph’s sake. . Homb 
didn’t care to hear speech over again. If Chabxie hadn t said what 
he had to say last week, he should have done. House never cares 
to make two bites at cherry or speech. Inattention and in- 
difference re-acted upon Cttaeiie. Not at all up to the mark. 
Gun-room stories best part of speech, but these not artistically 

handled. . ^ ^ a -xi. 

A dm iral Mattte told off to keep ex-Jtunor Lord supplied 'with 
water. Duty carried out in sailor-like fashion. Hove alongside with 
bucket of water and sat down on Bench at orator’s feet. 


Pit 


“Ahoy!” sang out Cecareie, in loud aside, when his throat got 

parched with much speaking. , , xi. v i. i. 

“ Ay ay. Sir ! ” answered the Admiral, and ran up the bucket, 
hand over hand, till Chabue could dip his beaker in it. Then 

lowered away and stowed it under seat. 

House never tired of watching this manoeuvre. But nothing 
could keep debate alive. Flickered out before dinner-hour, ^emed 
as i£ House going into Committee. But suddenly wind freshened, 
sails filled out, and debate went off on another tack. 

Hear Admiral F runr.u greatly distinguished himself ; came ^ down 
with notes of prodigious speech full Mty fathoms long. Anmous to 
speak from comer seat by Cross-Benches. But that belongs to Tine al 
Robebtsoh, the blind Member for Brighton. Absent just how, but 
expected down after dinner. So Field cruised about ^e Bar tiU 
Robebtsoh hove in sight; ran up to Jtom; took him in tow, and 
adroitly anchored him on front Cross-Bench, thus leaiung oommr 
clear. Robebtsoh seemed to think position unusual. But, accus- 
tomed to be led to seat by friendly Members, said nothmg, and 
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Field had anchorage before Cross-Bench all to himself. Covered 
Front Bench for half its space with his notes, leaned against Cross- 
Bench and enjoyed himself for space of an hour. Can’t be said, as far 
as audience was concerned, that plea- 
sure was mutual. But Members might 
^^least leave the House, — and they 

Tuesday , — No limits to energy or 
versatility of Crandolph. Means to 
bring down a Grovernment that pre- 
sumes to continue its existence when 
he has withdrawn. Doesn’t matter 
whence or how he can attack them. 

Last week assailed them by land. 

Yesterday attacked them by sea. To- 

day dres a mine in far-o£E Ind. Old ' 

Morality, reviewing position at ques- 

tion time, thought Government were 

going to have a quiet day. Slago 

had Motion down, challenging frontier 

policy in India. He would make his 

speech, Goest would reply, and then, 

in all probability. House would be 

Counted Out. In the pleasing prospect iMm ^ 

9 tuite forgot Grandolph. But that KH ^ 

invincible and insatiable warrior not mm 

to be ignored. Having: assumed the f 

command of the combmed land and 

sea forces, would now add India as a 

trifle in his wallet. Showed himself m- TT -o i. ^ ^ 

a little shaky in some of his figures, Tmdal Robertson s Convoy. 

and not quite certain in his geography. But what was clear at end 
of his speech was that a miserable Government that had no Army 
worth speaking of, and no Navy that the Swiss eoiild not swallow 
at a mouthful, were making terrible mess of it in India. Old 
Morality, who had left the House after questions, cautiously returned 
and sat in abject misery on Treasury Bench, whilst Grandoiph 
further demolished Ministry. 

f ^^ter this hope of a Count Oat and a peace- 
itting vanished. All the authorities on 
L came to the front, and hour after hour 
id. Dgbltred Hay-Sblxtxtleworth, the 
3st mannered man that ever out into de- 
gave Randolph a neat hit. “ Heartily 
)med as a recruit to the ranks of Economy, 
l^oble Lord, who was responsible for the 
addition of 10,000 European soldiers to 
the Indian Army.” Close upon mid- 
night Roper Lethbridge rose to make 
his treasured speech, whereupon Caine, 
who had comfortably delivered his, 
moved Closure, and House divided. 

Joseph Gilus now asserted himself. 
Took seat above Gangway, so as to be 
nearer the Speaker, and with copy of 
Orders in hand, closely followed the 
right honourable gentleman’s utter- 
anees. Whenever a Bill in Catalogue 
of Orders of the Day recited and pro- 
;r posal made to advance it a stage, the 
- Hthe, lissom figure of Joey B. rose to 
its full height, and, with fairy hand 
^ clutching at the air, he uttered the 
magic words, “ I object I ” 

No appeal. Dnder New Rules any 
Member taking objection to progress of 
particular Bills after midnight, can 
stop them ; and Joseph did, his face 

now and again, like faint, far-off echo of the groans of Members who 
found their opportunity strangled. 

Business <fowe.—SLAGG’s Resolution condemning Frontier PoKcv in 
India, rejected by 122 votes against 72. 

the Parliamentary Calendar, 
this wiU be known as S. Bradlaugh’s Day.” 

It was the voice of the Attorney- General; I knew he would 
complain. BnADLAirGH had moved Second Reading of Oaths Bill. A 
^w years ago Member for Northampton had been hustled out of the 
kicked down-stairs, first because would not take 
I the Oath, and then because he wanted to. Now, had brought in Bill 
not only practically abolishing Oath in Parliament, but everywhere 
I else^ where honest citizens are called upon to swear. Attobney- 
I Geneiul not even permitted to speak for Government in opposing 


Bill, Too many Conservatives, including Solicitor-General, going 
other way. Bradlaugh master of the situation. Terrible con- 
viction that he might, an he pleased, have Old Morality kicked 
down-stairs, or even the Attorney-General. 

_ Grandolph invincible on the sea, irre- 
sistible on land, and master of India, quite 
broken down by Bradlaugh, The ques- 
tion before House to-day was the very one 
that gave birth to the Fourth Party. 

Grandolph, sitting in corner seat above 
the Gangway, recalled and contrasted the 
old times,^ when, firmly but gracefully 
standing in his chariot Obstruction, he 
drove his irrepressible party, three abreast, 
riding down everything, even Gladstone’s 
overwhelming majority. Now, Qorst was 
on the Treasury Bench, Baleour in the |||i|l||K® 

Cabinet, Wolepie qu the road to Teheran, 

Bradlaugh carrying everything before 
him, and Grandolph stranded on a back 
Bench.^ A dark and troubled outlook. 

Business done. — Bradlaugh’s Oaths 
Bill carried by majority of 100. 

Thursday . — Field positively on again 
with more acres of speech I On Monday, " 

this Ancient Mariner button-holed House 
for upwards of an hour; interrupted by 
stroke of midnight. Now, having, as he 
genially admits, refreshed his memory, pro- 
poses to ^ go on for another hour. Moored 
once again in his favourite anchorage before 
Cross-Benches, having during question time „ j , i • 
beguiled TindaL Robertson into the ‘offing Grandolph taking a Gloomy 
by false signals, towed him into the library Political 

and stranded him there. Situation. 

often get a chance of making a speech,” says Admiral. 

Now I ’ve got it, mean to make most of opportunity.” 

Members cleared out with one accord, leaving Admiral in solitary 
possession of the deck. This had enough in its way, hut worse to - 
follow. The reverberating CoLOMB, who last week desolated House, 
encouraged by Field’s success, positively came to front again. 
Lugged in seven baskets filled with fragments from the feast he had 
^ovided last week. These now scrupulously served out. Unhappy 
House lu ultimate stage of inanition. Almost at last gasp when, 
^mehow, there being literally no one present to object, tumbled into 
Committee. Yoted trifie over Three Millions sterling in trifie over 
three minutes’ time. 

Business done , — In Committee of Supply. 

Friday^ Night , — Osman Digna Morgan ran Marriott to earth 
to-night in matter of brief accepted for Ismail Pasha. Osman has 
had his eye upon Marriott for sometime. Painful to well-regu- 
lated mind to hear of such enormous fee as Marriott got ; a refleo- 
ton on the stay-at-home Bar. Marriott made few jokes in reply • 
Fergusson was very serious; and Attorney- General professionally 
But, on whole, affair rather dragged, and everyone glad 
when Division came. As Plunket says, “ Judge- Advocate-General 
on Judge- Advocate-General is false heraldry.” 

Business Marriott whitewashed by 218 Yotes against 126. 


NURSERY RHYMES. 


{For various 

Tb[Ere was an old woman, 

And what do you think, 

She lived upon nothing 
But victuals and drink, 

PAT-a-eake, pat-a-oake, Baker’s 
man,' [can; 

Pat it and bake it as fast as you 
Bake it and serve it to someone, 
not me, 

For I ’m not allowed to take any 
pastree. 


Sufferers.) 

Yictuals and drink, 

Were the chief of her diet, 
And so she had gout — 

When she had to be quiet. 

Jack and Jill 
Felt rather ill, 

Until they drank hot water. 
It did Jack good 
Before h.is food, 

Bat Jill took tumblers after. 
Merry Andrew. 


MOTTO EOR THE MODERN BRIZE RACE. 

He who won’t fight, but “sprints” away, 

May live to * gas ” another day. 

IWDEED.-The Liberals of tbe Gower Bivision of 
supporters of Mr. Beadlatoh’s 
Hoeace)^’ eveube laduoed to “take their (Sir 


(>3^ hOTX0.fi<, Rejected Commusications or Contributions *p— j Tvrn -n . _ , ' 

in no case be returned, not even when abeomnan'*'’'^ a Mattel, drawings, or Pictures of any description, wil 

there will be no exception. av.ompani.d by a .tamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Y^appsr. To this rbii 
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dazzled— it makes me want to hide my eyes. [Sympathetic murmur 
VOCES POPULl. from Und.) Why, when it ’ s hung it will kill every thing near it I 

QTTnw Rm^nAv [aside to Fair Neighbonr), At all events, it ^s done 

&j±uw bUJNU * nothing to deserve hanging yeti It won’t be hnng till it’s cnt 

ScEiiTE— TAe Studio of that versatile and ambitious young Fainter^ down; and, if it ’s cut down, it’U be cut up ! regular mad Irish bull 

Datjbekbt Stippeel ; usual accessories ; three completed pic- Qf a picture, that I 

tures on effectively draped easels, Stippeel discovered receiving Neighbour [who KasnH an idea what he means). Oh, Mr. 

Sunday visitors^ and trying to conceal his utter unconsciousness Undertone, you’re too hilling I 

of ever having seen any of them before in his whole life* Mrs, Mar* [bringing up her friends). Oh I but I mustn’t forget — 

Model [at the door)* Mrs. Jopper . . . Mr. Bopper . . . Colonel I want to present iHLj:* Dijmmer [in a whisper to S.), the Ddmmbr, 

^ and Mrs. Cropper . . . you know I (S. bows, and tries to look as if this description conveyed 

some definite idea to his mind; Mr. D. and mumbles,) Mrs. 

^ bickFeoppbr . . . Mr. Plummer! (Mrs. P. performs a reverential curtsey, as if she was in 

’AmeCiTON ’Opper ! the presence of a resuscitated Old Master at the very least,) Now 

Stippell [mechanic- [with much tact), do tell them the story of the picture in your own 

ally to each). How are words! [As if she wouldrft spoil it by telling it herself,) 

you? so kind of you to Stip, [who begins to see that it may be as well)* Well, it’s from 

come— you’ll— a Browning, you know— “ Baeaustion reciting the 0/ Euri- 

nervous laugh)— a pedes to the Syracusans on the steps of the Temple of Herakles.” ^ 
picture or two over [ Universal chorus of pleased recognition, 

there. Mrs, Flopper [enthusiamcally). That dear Browning— so like 

\_The Visitors drift him! I do fore recitations. Have you ever heard “ .Tbc ? ” 

vaguely about, shy- Colonel Cropper [to Mrs. Margreen, in a cautious whisper), 
ing nervously at the Might I ask— 1 didn’t quite catch — ^what is the subject supposed 
canvasses, and ex- to be ? 

amining the tapes- Mrs* Mar* [who has a good ear, but a shorty memory). Oh, don’t 


amining the tapes- Mrs* Mar* [who has a good ear, but a shorty memory). Oh, don’t 
try and mirrors, or you know? It ’s “ Euripides inciting the Syracusans 

anything else by to discover a lost tune under the steps of the Temple of ‘ All-kissed- 
preference, us.’ ’* You remember now f 

Model. Mrs. Ard- Col* C* Yes, yes— to be sure ; astonishing how one forgets these 
LEIGH Le Stilton .. . things— so he , ,, , , \ m ^ x. 

Mrs.andMissBosEBERY Mrs, Fosebery Masch [to her daughter)* What is it all about, 
Easch . . . Mrs. Gold- Florida ? 

INGHAM PiNCHBEOR I Miss B, B, I ’m not quite sure, mother ; but I think it ’s Euripides 

Stippell [overjoyed to with his lyre, accusing somebody of exciting the Heraclese by a lost 
find he knows some- tune — out of Browning. 

body)* Mrs. Pinch- Mrs, B, B, [satisfied). Oh I “ The Lost Chord I ” Ah, yes, I see. 
beck! how charming I ’d forgotten that was his. 

of you to firid time to Mr, Bopper [advancing pompously to Steppell). Do you know, my 
look in— I really am dear Sir, that that ’s a very remarkable picture— it— ah— reminds me 

delighted ! of an anecdote I once 

Mrs, Pinchbeck, I Stip, [evading Umblandly)* Then my work has not been 

found I could manage to squeeze you in— so many places one altogethOT wasted. ^ u a • j 7 

must go to, don’t you know ! Jopper [after gazing long at the canvas, to S. tn a deep solemn 

Stiv, iauiltilv ; like a small bov who has just smashed a window)* voice). Allow me to ask— do you er take your own perspectives r 



Kttle farther ofE. ^ • r r * 

lAs she is apparently proceeding to rub noses with the prm 


Mrs, Jop, [profoundly)* Quite right. It is the only way to 
succeed ! [S. retreats, deeply mystified, 

Stip, [to Mrs. Mar.). Oh, are you lookmg at that? that’s in a 


couldn’t have believed it was possible to realise such a situation as is more striking,^ somehow I how siok that monkey looks ! and the 


that — and yet one feels that it must have been just so I 


_ _ child, too— de-lioious I - . / 

Itip, [highly graiified,)^You thick ifteUs^its own story then? . Stip. So glad you like ^ : just au idea of mme [^disparagingly), an 
Mrs. P.%emng her own). Oh, j^-indeed I do 1 Ton can’t help I’m ahttle doubtful what to it-mnst have a good name 


seeing it! , . , i. 

[ Propitiates her conscience by the refiection that she means the 
picture, which, being 10 ft, by 8 , is indeed distinctly visible, 
A crowd gradually collects around the principal canvas in awed 
silence, each person prudently waiting to discover what it is 
intended to represent before risking a remark, 

Mrs, P, [rendered bolder by success,) I don’t think I ever qnite 
felt before how splendid Ancient Borne must have been ! 

Stip, Ah— exactly, yes— hut— [considerately) Sicily was not a. 


for it. Can you suggest a title for me ? 

Und. [as before). Ahem, give a bad picture a good name, and 
they may hang it ! ^ 

Mrs* Mar, [to S., impulsively). Oh! yes! Call it — well [with 
a brilliant inspiration), how would “ The Sick Monkey ” do ? 

Stip, Charming— admirable ! but— just a tride too subtle, eh ? 

Und, Why not “ A Pair of ^JSm ” ? 

Mrs, Mar* [brightly)* No. I 'kuoy;—^ Monkey and ChiW^ \ 
sounds quite Old Mastery.” , . , , , 

Und, [sotto voce). Won’t get beyond sounding ; better label each, 


Roman Provmoe at the time B^psTipisr c^e to Syracuse. to prevent confusion. 

Mrs, P, [plunging more wildly, aided by desperate recollections Well, I must tear myself aw-ay, Mr. Stippell. 

of a course of lectures on Grecian Colonisation.) Oh, no, pi course— >^3 stimulated me ! 

that was later— let me see, wasn’t Baladstion one of the early Not at all. Have you had any coffee ? 

Tyrants? ^ ^ Mrs, Mar* Thanks— not any; good-bye, good-bye! And I’m 


Stip. [in resigned disgust.) You must really excuse me irom ^ those naughty, unkind Bishops would only come and see your 
offering any opinion. v , • 7 pictures, they would understand how far “ Show-Sunday ” is from 

\_The bystanders are much impressed, and Mrs. P., immensely mere pfeirswre- seeking I 

I n-i. . * V V* / J 1 H J. . a \ /H J 1 Cl — 


pleased by her erudifwn, takes her learn, would indeed! [Aloud to S.). Good-bye, Stippell, 

Model, Mr. Moedadnt Httndertone . . . Mrs. Olio Margreen, feUow; you’re going to astonish ns all this time, that’s plain. ' 
and friends. ^ ^ 

Enter Mrs. Margreen with a little run, two friends following reluc- Udtsede. 

tantly in her train. She falls into a pose of rapt adoration Confused Chorus of Departing^ Visitors, Did you ever see such 
before the principal canvas, dreadful things ? What a pity it is, isn’t it ? ” 

Mrs* Margreen. Oh, Mr. Steppell! how could you? What am Mrs, Mar, [to friend), I assure you, my dear, I never found so 
I to say? What a picture I much difficulty in saying anything at all decently civd about a 

Mr. Undertone [from behind.) Ah, she’s right there! what a picture in my Me-reaUy Joo shopkmg— they cant get in! Now, 

pi^e! / » B where shall we go next? It will be quite refreshing to see a 

Mrs* Mar, I mustn’t look, I positively must not ! I ’m blinded, again 1 


VOL. xcrv. 
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“JOSEPH’S SWEETHEAET.” 

{A Fieldingesque Fragment of a Tale of Love and Loyalty, Adapted to the Situation,) 


Showing how otjr Hero rejects with scorn the proebrred 

THE OBJECT OE HIS JlRST 

Joseph was now in what is called'the “ prime of life ” ; he was of 
the highest degree of middle stature ; his hair was smartly and 
smoothly disposed ; his forehead was fairly high, if somewhat narrow, 
his eyes were bold and keen, as fnll of shrewdness as of self-asser- 
tion; his nose a little inclined to what, in vulgar vernacular^ is 
called the Snub, but it is, perhaps, better described by the politer 
term ** Celestial’’ ; his lips were firmly chiselled and closely set ; 
his face was perfectly smooth on the chin and upper lip; his 
countenance had a cold composure joined with a cocksureness 
inexpressible, a Prrr-like combination of power and perkiness. 


Title at the hands op Lady Tory Diplomacy, and olinos to 
Love, Dear Democracy. 

Add to this the most perfect neatness in his dress, an orchid in his 
buttonhole, and an air, which, to those who have not seen mtmy 
noblemen, might |:ive an idea of nobility. I make this qualification 
the more emphatically forasmuch as that to Joseph himself-^if, 
indeed, his own earlier utterances might be trusted — comparison 
with “ the ISTobility ” would seem the reverse of complimentary. 

Such was the person who now appeared before the Lady. “ Come, 
Joey,” says she, “ tell me truly, who is the happy girl whose charms 


Joey,” says she, “ tell me truly, who is the happy gi 
have made a conquest of you 
“ Her name,” answered Joseph, “is Democracy, 
her long, and to her I will be faithful.” 


1 have wooed 
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BRASS.” 

Svmrxahetic Old Lady. “Oh dbar, dear! I do so feel, Mabel, foe that poor Man with the long Tedmpet.”— (SA e mMs* 
mean the TromTxme in this Street “All throtoh the Piece, dear, he’s been tryinq to fix it eight, and he cant do 

IT, POOR Fellow ! 1 ** 


“ Pugh 1 ” cried the Lady ; “ a low-born wench, who is ^ybody’s 
money — whom the whole tag-rag and bob-tail of mediocrities, 
phUosophio pedants and prosperous tradesmen, pigmasters and 
pamphleteers, flatulent agitators, and frothy joiumalists may court 
with equal chance of success. You might look higher. 

“ I think not,” said Joseph, quietly. Not as J see it. 

“ Yes, JoET, yes ; indeed you might,” persisted the Lady. 
me, 3 OEY, in your late travels in my service, is it possible that ideas 
have not struck you, emotions moved you, aspirations stirred you r 
“ Many, Madam,” responded Joseph. , , ^ ^ ,, 

“ Have you no ambition, Joey ? ” asked the Lady, archly. 

“ Much, Madam,” replied Joseph. 

“ Lai ” cried the Lady, with some asperity ; ‘.you answer like a 
catechism rather than like the ingenious and spirited young fellow 
I take you for.” , , _ j » ‘j 

“You have, perhaps, done me too much honour. Madam, said 

the young man, simply. ^ , . „ . , t j uj: au a 

“ Don’t pretend to too much modesty,” said the Lady, for that 
sometimes may be impertiaent; but pray answer me this question : 
Suppose a lady should happen to like you, and admit you to the s^e 
intimacy as you might have hoped for if you had been born m her 
sphere, are you certain that nothing could tempt you to a politic 
transfer of your affections ? Answer me honestly, Joseph ; have you 
no more sense than to make a scruple of sacrificing any little repu- 
tation you may have scraped together in another’s service, in view 
of the splendid possibilities opened up by her condescension and con- 
fidence r Can you keep a secret, my J oey ? ” , 

“ Could I not, Madam, I were ill-fitted for your Ladyship’s semce, 
even temporarily,” answered Joseph. “I hope that on leaving it 
I shall have that character of you.” o a 

** But suppose I do not wish you to leaye it. Jobt r Suppose you 
haye so favourably impressed — well Me, that I desire to retain you 
therein ? ” The Lady spoke softly, but with ^nest sigi^cauM.. 

“ Indeed, Madam,” said Joseph, “ I should be sorry to do anyttog 
to disoblige your Ladyship, whom I highly rMpeot, and m whose 
service I have really had a very good time. But change my ^egiai^, 
transfer my affections, even to you f No, your Ladyship I My 
heart is true to my first, my only love I ” 


L’AHT! C’ESr MOI! 

Kino CoquELiN the First tells us “all about it” in Marker's 
Magazine ; that is, he tells us as much as His Majesty knows, taking 
it pretty well for granted that no English or American actor or autlmr 
has any such acquaintance with the histrionic Art as is possess^ hy 
French actors and playwrights in general, and by lumself, Kmg 
CoQUELiN, in particular. Clever as he undoubtedly is as an all- 
round Actor,— he has been gettmg a trifie more all-round lately, * 7 - 
original and amusing as he is in all his assumptions, yet there is 
one in which he is unapproachable, and that is the assumption that 
nobody knows anything about Dramatio Art out of France. King 
CoquBLiN as Dr, Know-all is admirable and most entertain- 
ing. “Take care,” says he, instructing, as we may suppose, 
Master Henry Irvino and a few more youthful amateurs. “ Take 
care to concentrate your whole being in the eye.” As Don Tooledo 
would observe, “Keep your eye on your audience, and your audi- 
ence will pull you tnrougb,” The Grand Monarque Coguelhst 
continues, “ It is there ” in the eye) “ that the public looks for 
you.” What do the public look for in President CoauELiN’s eye r 
A pupil? So they would naturally expect. Instead of a, pupil 
under the lash, they find a master. A master of what Of his Art. 
Good. Then M. CoauELiN’s Art is “ all his eye ; ” and it is aU JEgo^ 
— ^which is much the same thing. Bon Soir, Signor Cockyiinqo ! 

To a Beady Writer. 

“ Rebel orators are really responsible for disorder in Ireland.”— -JbAn Bright, 

As coming from the Oracle of “ One Ash,” 

Is not this large assumption rather rash ? 

And is it you, my John, who fiing your pebble 
Against “ an orator” because “ a rebel ” ? 

Think what a huge “ glass house,” John, is your own. 

And ask, “ Is mine the hand to cast that stone ? ” 

“ TT-RTR-ff. let us draw a Yeil I ”— as the Huntsman observed, when be 
couldn’t find a fox on the hillside. And they drew a Yale accordingly. 
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VOLUNTEER MANOEUVRE. 

“Left Wheel!” 


“ And that will I also,” I cried. 

“ What, my Solly ! ” she laughed aloud ; “methought 
that thou wouldst naught of length of days piurchased by 

E urging fires, and radical change and revolution. Why, 
ow is this?” X 

“Nay, I know not,” I answered, but there is that 
in my heart that oalleth to me to taste of the fiame and 
live,” 

“That ’s right, Solly my boy,” murmured the faithful 
Job in mine ear. “ A little Radical rejuvenescence will 
do you a world of good, and give you length of days and 
a rare run for your money.” 

“ It is well,” “ She ” said. “ Thou art not altogether 
lost in folly, Solly. See now, 1 will, not for the first 
time, bathe me in this living bath. Fain would 1 add to 
my beauty and my length of days, if it be possible. 
Anyhow, it cannot hurt me, as cynics say of the Homoeo- 
path’s infinitesimals.’’ 

On came the crashing, rolling noise, and ^ sound 
thereof was as the sound of an ancient forest being swept 
flat by a mighty wind, and then tossed up by it like so 
much grass, and thundered down a mountain-side. For 
a moment it came into my mind that some might see 
in the ancient forest. Privilege ; in^ the mighty wmd. 
Popular Franchise ; in the mountain-side, the easily- 
descended Avernus of Old Toryism and the ancient | 
Squirearchy. But I put this aside as fanciful and un- | 
practical. Nearer and nearer it came, the revolving 
pillar of fiame, shaped scroll- wise it seemed, like unto 
the political caricaturist's symbolical representation of a 
Parfiamentary Bill, and in the heart of it appeared to 
burn shifting characters of a runic sort, which now 
seemed to mean one thing, and now another, according 
to the observer’s particular point of view. The letters 
I), E. M. 0. 1 seemed to decipher ; what the others were 
I could not satisfactorily determine ; I caught myself 
hoping that they might not be G. 0. R. G. 0. N. Per- 
chance, however, ’twas all fancy, so suddenly dazzling 
was the flame, so^ swift were its shiftings, so rapid its 
circumgyrations. 

“ She ” turned towards it, and stretched out her arms 
to greet it. On it came very slowly, and lapped her 
round with flame. “She” looked oddly like one of 
Tenkeel’s droll Bill-Babes tinted scarlet— a sketchy 


THE DOOM OE SHE.^^ “ She ” turned towards it, and stretched out her arms 

Feagments of a Romance of Political Adventubb. W* " 

{With ajpologies to Mr, JRider JSCaggctrd,) Tenktel’s droll Bill-Babes tinted scarlet — a sketchy 

[The old Toryism — the high-and-dry Toryism of Privilege, and Prejudice, of Territorial human shape wrapped round with a parchment scroll, 
Autocracy, and anti-popular exclusiveness is dead, swept into the limbo of vanished things tape-oinctured, like unto that inimitable artist’s graphic 
and lost causes by that irresistible Democratic impulse, of whose dominant power this incarnation — say, of some Local Government Bfil, or other 
Conservative Government’s truly Radical “ Local Government Bill ” is the crowning proof, colossal Conservative measure. 

^See I>aih/ Fajpers, pasiim,'] • go did “ She ” stand in the heart of the flaming Revo- 


Thebe came a few moments’ pause during which She^who^was-wonUto-be^ 
obeyed ” seemed to he gathering up her strength for the fiery trial. 


So did “ She ” stand in the heart of the flaming Revo- 
lution. I saw the fire run up her form ; I saw her lift 
it with both hands as though it were water, and ponr 
it over her head. I even saw her open her mouth, and 


At last, from far far away, came the first murmur of sound, the blurred and draw it enjoyingly doTO through her throat, as though 
confused sound as of a distant multitude triumphantly shouting, that grew and it were fine old crusted, tawny Tory Port of Comet 
grew till it began to crash and bellow as though close upon our very ears. As Yintage. And a dread and wonderful sight it was. 
she heard it “ She” threw off her old True-Blue wrapping— that vesture of It paralysed Leo ; it enthralled me; it seemed even to 
which she had for so many generations been as conservatively oarefnl as a startle the stolid Joe. 

fashionable lady of her beauty, as haughtily proud as a parvenu monarch of the # # * ♦ # 

Imperial Purple— she threw it off, I say, with a boldness of abandon that was But suddenly— more suddenly than I can describe or 
absolutely startlmg, and stood before us even as the Revolutionary “ Goddess of even suggest — save by comparing it to the tactical volte^ 
Liberty” might have stood before Robespierre, and the ram|)ant raving /ace off a “ Constitutional ” party in face of a Democratic 
devotees of the Red Terror, clad in nothing but her native loveliness, about TJgly-rushor a Parliamentary majority — a kind of change 
which, at this advanced stage of her amazing existence, opinions, to tell truth, came over her visage. The smile vanished, and in its place 
differed considerably. But to Leo, the British Leo, she flattered herself that there came a dry hard look ; the rounded face seemed to 
she stni looked sweet— even divine. Nearer and nearer came the thunder- wheels ^row pinched, as though some great anxiety were leaving 


of fire, revolving, revolving in a way strongly suggestive— as, indeed, is not its impress upon her. The glorious true-blue eyes, too, 
unnatural with revolving wheels— of Revolution I As they came “She” flung lost their light, and, as I thought, the form its old shape 
one ivory arm (I use this original comparison because the arm in question was, and ancient erectness. 

j-v- A. 1 ^ m-L - n : j. n xt 3 3 


indeed, of the exact tint of an ancient knife-handle or antique Chinese chessmau) 
around Leo’s neck. 


The flaming pillar slowly twisted and thundered off, 
leaving ‘ ‘ She-who-^was - wont -to - be -obeyed ” standing 


“ Oh, my Leo, my British Leo,” she murmured, “ keep your beloved pecker where it had been, 
up. You We aE right.” “ "^^y, what is it— what is it; ? ” she said, confusedly. 

“Perhaps,” muttered Leo, rather suRenly, as I thought. “But how about “I feel dazed. Surely the fire hath not played me a 
yourself ? I doubt me of that raging flame. How do I know that it wiR not trick. Tell me, Leo, my British Leo, is there aught 
utterly destroy you, or, at least, so radically change you that I shan’t know you wrong with my eyes ? I see not clear.” And her face— 
again f ” by Heaven ! — her face was growing old before my eyes ! 

“ Radically f ” murmured “ She,” with slowly curving lips of low derisive I suppose Leo saw it also ; certainly he recoiled a step 
music. “ Why, my foolish faithless Leo, know you not that Conservation is of or two. 

its * very essence.’ Look at me I Do I look eight hun— well, older than Yenus, “ Oh, look ! look J look 1 ” cried Joe, in a shrfll falsetto, 

or more stricken in years than Psyche ? ” his eye-glass dropping out of his ey^ the smug rigidity 

“ Humph 1” muttered Leo. You see he had not beheld her without her leaving his Wemmick-like Rps. Look I look! look! 
ancient azure wrapping before, and he seemed a hit doubtful somehow. she’s shrivelling up I she’s turning into a mummy! ” 

“ She-who-was-wont-to-be-obeyed^^ thought for a moment, and then said — And then he fell upon the ground in a fit — ^whether of 
“It is hardly wonderful that thou shouldst doubt. ^ Tell me, Leo, if thou remorseful horror or of mirth I cannot certainly say. 
seest me stand in the flame and come forth unharmed, wilt thou enter also ? ” True enough — she was shrivelling up ; smaller and 
“ WeR— per— ahem 1 — ^that is— yes, I suppose so,” he answered, smaUer she grew ; she changed colour, changed to a dirty 
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btiff, like unto an old piece of withered parchment^ or the cover of a 
Whig Quarterly. In a few moments there seemed to be hardly any- 
thing left of her, not much more than of the little end of nothing 
after considerable whittling, of Tory objections to the Closure, or of 
the Fourth Party itself. 

And yet think of this — at that very moment I thought of it — it I 
was the same woman! The woman I had loved, and deemed 
immortal, “ S}ie’‘Who-‘Was-wont-to-he^6beyed^^^ and worshipped and 
devoutly-served, by Peer and Peasant, by Parson and by Sguire, by 
Quarter Sessions and by Board of Guardians, by every rank and 
degree of Territorial Toryism, from the Lord-ldeutenant of the 
County to 

* * * ^ m 

“Leo, my British Leo!” she said, in husky, trembling notes, 
“ Forget me not, Leo !— and Solly, forget me not ! Rememler me 
as I was — ‘ She-who-was^wont-io-'be'-dbeyed ’ / OTi-h-h ! ” and 
she fell upon her face, and was still. 

VERY SWEET LAVENDER. 

Deab Mb. Punch, 

I AM such a sincere admirer of the works of Mr. Pinebo, 
that I trust you will allow me to make a few suggestions for his 
benefit d propos of his new piece at Terry’s Theatre. I saw it the 
other evening, and liked it very much, but I should have liked it 

better had it been sub- 
ject to the alterations I 
am about to indicate. 
In the first place I did 
not much care about 
the title, Sweet haven-- 
der — as the name repre- 
sents the daughter of 
a Temple “laundress,” 
to the lay mind it rather 
recalls linen home from 
the wash. But this is 
a matter of small im- 
portance, a remark 
which, however, is un- 
happily not applicable 
to the place in which 
Sweet Lavender is per- 
formed. Mr, Tbbby is 
fi so excellent in bur- 
lesque that it is a thou- 
j . sand pities his theatre 
should be hypothecated 
to any other class of 
entertainment. Mr. 
PiNEBO’S play, I fancy, 
would have been more 
at home (in blank verse) 

. A j -D- i at the Lyceum, or, were 

After a Celebrated Picture. incidents put back 



a century or so, at the Vaudeville. But assuming for the moment 
that Tebby’s Theatre is the best possible house for its introduction, 
I cannot help thinking that it would have been better had the action 
of the piece been laid in any spot other than the Temple. So many 
people nowadays are Barristers themselves, or have friends or rela- 
tives at the Bar, that the ways of lawyers are pretty well known. 
Now the “ Chambers of Mr. Phenyl and Mr. Hale^ No. 3, Brain 
Court,” are really impossible. What would the Benchers say were 
a tenant of the Inner Temple to house his Aunt, his Uncle, to say 
nothing of his pretty Cousin, in his rooms ? lam afraid there would 
be a terrible scandal, and this is only one of the many incongruities 
that are met with on every turn of Mr. PhenyVs staircase. 

But assuming that, after all, there is not much harm in the scene of 
Sweet Lavender* s adventures being laid in the Temple, I cannot con- 
scientiously say that I was altogether satisfied with Sweet Lavender 
herself. In The Schoolmistress Miss Nobbeys was simply delight- 
ful, but she is a little out of her element in a pathetic part. She has 
not physique for the sentimental heroine of domestic drama, and 
would be wiser to follow in the footsteps of Mrs. Banceoet, and 
keep to comedy. But, admitting that Miss Nobbeys was welcome, 
I can scarcely praise Mr. Tebby quite as warmly. The Lessee of 
Terry’s Theatre is most amusing, as I have already hinted, in bur- 
lesque, but he is not quite so pleasing in the part of a drunken, broken 
down, and obtrusive Barrister, running through three Acts. Not 
that he was much like a Barrister, For instance, he put on his bands 
over his scarf, and kept his wig and gown in his Chambers, instead 
of at the Eobing-room at the Law Courts, and was guilty of like 
eccentricities. I admit that these points had their value, as they 
lessened the feeling of repugnance that one felt for him when one 
realised that he was evidently only burlesquing a Barrister, and not 
pretending to represent one. For all that, much as I admire both 


Miss Nobbeys and Mr. Tebby, I cannot help thinking that, had the 
characters they represented been omitted from Sweet Lavender^ the 
piece would have been improved by the alteration. 

Admitting that Sweet Lavender should have been cut out, Mr. 
Clement Hale^ her lover, should also go. This would be a distinct 
advantage, as admirable as Mr. Bebnabd Gould undoubtedly is, he 
rather bored one. Next, I do not think that even Mr, Pinebo would 
seriously object, if anyone suggested to him that the piece would 
play closer were the rather painful incident connected with Jfr. 
Wedderburn's relations with Ruth RoU entirely omitted, I should 
be the last to deny that the situation at the end of the Second Act, 

I which turns upon these relations, is effective ; but is the effective- 
ness of this one situation sufficient compensation for the introduction 
of a story that is not altogether in the best taste ? I question it. 
Cut out the RoU^ Wedderhurn imbroglio, and naturally the cha- 
racters of Mr. Wedderhurn, his sister, her daughter, her lover, 
Rr. Delaney, a fashionable physician, and Ruth Rolt herself must 
go ; and excellently as those characters are played, I cannot help 
believing that the Domestic Drama would be more concentrated in 
iaterest without them. Having dispensed with these members of the 
Dramatis Personce, I find that Mr. Maw, a solicitor, and Mr. Bulger, 
a hairdresser, are the only characters left in the cast. They are 
both well played, but as they have very little to do, and are not 
essential to the reconstructed plot, they might be omitted without 
serious damage to the interests of the piece. 

I have no doubt that my suggestions would cause a radical change 
in the character of Sweet Lavender, but this is a time of radical 
changes. Mr. Phtebo, most probably, will prefer the piece to be 
played as he has written it, and possibly he may be right. After all, 
it is only a matter of opinion. As for myself, I can only say that if 
my proposals are carried out in their entirety, I feel that I could see 
the new piece every night for a year, without experiencing a sense 
of weariness. 

Once more expressing my unqualified admiration for Mr. Pinebo, 
Mr. Tebby, and his entire company in general, and for Sweet Lavender 
in particular, I remain, Yours truly, “ A Nasty One.” 


OXJR BOOKING-OTPICE. 

I AM glad to see that Messrs. Eoutledoe have taken my hint, 
and have brought out a pocket volume of Tales f rom Pichwich. It 

S is a capital traveller’s-companion, and there 
u,, are some good illustrations by F. J. 
YTheeleb, who, strange to say, has not 
Hw found material for a picture in The Baron 
of Grogzwig, the most roUicking of 
Dickens’s Pickwickian Tales. 

. The Prima Donna, by Stjthebland 
Edwabds, is amusing and interesting, but 
it must be read carefully, or many of the 
excellent short anecdotes may be missed, 
jffillll* What reverses these Queens of JSong ex- 
perienced ! CuzzoNi died a jpoor button- 
maker; Faustina, her rival, married a 
Hasse I They were exposed to weat temp- 
tations ; and, as a rule, the earlier Queens 
of Song seem to have yielded to them with a good grace. They 
either suffered from the jealousy of their rich and powerful admirers 
(delicate word “admirers”), or from the brutality of their own 
nusbands. 

Continental Society at the beginning of this century— not much 
better or worse then than now, I suppose— drew the line at “ pro- 
fessional persons,” and if they were ever admitted within the silken 
cordon, it was only on sufferance. Madame Sontao was the brilliant 
exception among foreign artists, and she— Oh! happy termination to 
a virtuous career ! — she married an Italian nobleman, Count Eossi. 
i In England a noble marriage for a Prima Donna was not so very 
remarkable, as on the list we find three who married “ belted Earls,” 
and one Duchess. But Sontag- was in every way a rara avis. The 
stories about Prime Donne, from Gbisi up to the present day, are of 
a less sprightly character than those of their predecessors. Here Mr. 
SuTHEBLAND Edwabds found himself on delicate ground. An 
aneodotist’s motto must be, “ De viventibus nil nisi honum,** or enter 
Mister Libel on the scene, and the author would be annihilated by 
the publisher’s curse. 

Nobody knows better than .Mr. Edwabds what the public expect 
to find in such a book, and, though he is invariably decorous, he is 
never dull. What would Lord Cbables Bebeseobd, or Sir Henby 
Thompson, say to tMs description of the German Prima Donna, 
tvTa^a — “ She had a compass of three octaves ” ? 

A defect in the arrangement of the material is the absence of 
side-headings and dates in the margin.^ When the author brings 
lout his Lives of the Upper Tenors, let him take this suggestion in 
good part, and supply the deficiency acutely felt by his esteemed 
friend, The Babon db Book Wobms. 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Maeoh 31 , 1888 . 



AFRAID OF COMMITTING HIMSELF! 

*‘And, to make a long SroRY SHOBT, Bishop, the Train came to a stand-still in the vert nick of timb, and my dear 
Aunt Jane was sa ved -actually saved! N'ow wasn't that a Mebot, Bishop?” 

‘'"Well, M.RSr Boreham — ^you see— I — A — I don't e:now tour Au^t !'^ 


MASTER RITCHIE’S EASTER-EGG. 

^*Old Tory'^ Tarty^ loquitur : — 

Good gracious! What’s that? Well I 
never I 

Ton ’ve taken mv breath bang away. 

Oh. yon boys ! Yon ’re remarkably clever, 
No donbt, or so all of yon say ; 

And yon fancy me what yon call “ fnnky,” 
And say that my donbts are “all rot ; ” 
Bat if yon ’re not a mischievons monkey 
I don’t know what ’s what. 

Br-r-r-r! Ton’ve npset my nerves alto- 
gether 

With yonr Jack -in -the -Box, yon bad 
boy. 

Yon mi^nt jnst knock me down with a 
feather, 

A feat I daresay yon’d enjoy. 

Not a Jack-in-the-Box, bnt an Egg, Sir ? 

A nice Easter-Egg for old Gran ? 

Do not try on snch gammon, I beg, Sir ; 

Jnst drop it, yonng man I 

Egg, indeed I With that bogey inside it ? 

When 1 was a girl eggs were eggs. 

Bnt sincerity ’s dead^ boys deride it, 

And honesty ’s on its last legs. 

No innocent hen ever laid it, 

That sham, Sir ; no, certainly not ; 

And, as for the rascal who made it, 

He onght to be shot I 

A nice Easter Gift on my word. Sir I 
It isn’t at all to my taste. 

Eh ? Harmless and nsefnl ? Absurd, Sir I 
Do take it away, and make haste. 


Egg ? As big as an Ank’s and more awful ! 

Egg ? Rubbish, Sir, don’t yon tell me. 

If making snch horrors is lawful. 

It onght not to be I 

What is it, that thing that popped out of it ? 

Gr-r-r I It 's an ogre ; ’twUl grow. 

And jnst gobble ns np. There ’s no donbt 
of it. 

Ritchie, how could yon do so ? 

Jnst look at its cap I Did yon dress it ? 

What more could young Radicals do ? 

Oh! I didn’t, dear boy, I confess it, 

Expect this from you / 


A TWISTER BY TRADE. 

A VERT proper example, as far as it goes, 
was made of the savage nndernamed in a 
notice of 

“ The Shocking Treatment op a Child. — 
Felix Rosenberg, a * contortionist,’* was yester- 
day committed to gaol for six months’ hard labour 
by the Manchester stipendiary for brutally ill- 
treating a little boy. The child had been com- 
mitted to his care to be trained, and he was stated 
to have beaten it continually because it could not 
force its limbs into certain forms.” 

It is to he wished that Mr. Felix Rosen- 
berg had been rendered as infelix as he 
deserved to he for his inhumanity to his infant 
charge. Unfortunately, the law did not sub- 
ject him to be so pnnisbed as such a cruel 
“ contortionist” onght to have been ; that is 
to say, adjudged to practise involuntary con- 
tortions under a sufficiency of stripes with the 
cat. 


BOAT AHOY! 

Tell me not, in mournful “ Leaders,” 
Once a week or once a day. 

That the reign of Penny Steamboats 
Has for ever passed away I 

Not this Spring, and not last Winter, 
Have we watched the steamers run ; 
And upon the^ W atery Highway 
Their familiar race seemed done. 

Hope is strong I Bnt grief was stronger 
That no more — or did we dream ? — 

Up to Kew or down to Greenwich 
Should we— could we— swiftly steam. 

Bnt a brand-new Co. has promised 
With luxurious grander craft 
To replace the out- worn cockles, 

And eclipse them fore and aft. 

Let ns, then, he np and booking, 

With a penny for our fare, 

Nor old Father Thames abandon, 

And his lively “ Sun and Air ” ! 

Short Scene after the Boat Race. 

{Mr, Wagstaff^ the Vndefeated JoTcist who never 
can he serious, is about to enter his Club as 
Old Member is stepping imto cab hurriedly, 
in order to catch the train,) 

Wagst, {stopping him), I’ve jnst seen 
Oxford and Cambridge. 

Old Member {delighted to have the news at 
first hand to take into the country with A^m). 
Ah ! Which won ? 

Wagst, Which one? Oh— both. 

\^Exit into Club, 
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THE DRAPERS' SACRIEICE ! 

Me and Bbown was a setting the other night in a cozy littel room, 
which shall he nameless, a finishing of a harf hottel of Clicko’s old 
rich Shampane that two ynng Swells had ordered, on my reckomen- 
dashxin, but had found too sweet for their 
l/<^f,cy xperienced tastes, poor fellers 1 when 
Bnowiir says to me, says he, “ Have you 
/ herd of the hawful noose?” “What 
noose?” says 1. “Well,” says he, “be 
prepared for a real staggerer.” “ I thinks 
as 1 ’m amost prepared for any think,” says 
’ I; “but I’ll take another glass of this 
i! deHshus wine to make sure.” “So do,” 
says he, ‘ ‘ and I ’ll f oiler your good xample.” 
Witchhe did. “Well,” says he, “I hardly 
xpects you to beleeve me, but it’s quite 
trew, as the Honorable and Washupfool 
' Compny of Drapers is about to sell off 

hundreds of dozens of their werry boldest and worry best wine by 
hockshuu I ” I thort as I shood ha’ dropt out of my heasy chair ! 
“G-rayshus goodness I” says I, “what on airth are you a torking 
about?” And then he took out a noosepaper and red me the 
wundrous tail. 

I declare I was that shocked that I scarcely knew what I was 
about, for I emptied the Bottel and rose to leave, when he said, 
“ Don’t go for a few minnits, for here ’s just two or three glasses of ’47 
Port left in this bottel, which I removed for fear it should get into 
them young chaps’ heds.” So I yeelded to my fate and sat down. 
And then he told me as how he ’d bin to the Hockshuneers, and had 
a tork with their hed man about how nessessary it was to have 1 or 
2 werry careful men as was acustomed to such wines as them, to 
know how to handle ’em, and that he had engaged us both for that 
ewentful day. I was that efected by Bkowh’s xtrornary kindness 
that I drunk his elth in a Bumper of ’47, and then sort my sober 
dwelling a wiser but a sadder man. 

Nex day I gos and I calls at Drapers’ All, witch it ’s in Thrug 
Mortem Street, I thinks they calls it, close to the Stock Xohange, 
where I ’m told as all the most piousest and most onerablest men in 
the hole City assembels ewery day, and makes wagers as to who 


shall do the most good, and be the most ginerous, to the poor and 
kneady, and then meets once a month and settles their accounts with 
one another, and pays over their warious ballances, and sends a large 
part on ’em across the way to the Lord Mare for him to distribbute, 
knowing as they does as he ’s just the man for their money. 

Well, fortnitly, my frend, the Under Beedel’s Assistant, was 
in, and jest about having a nice littel snack for lunch, so I jined him. 
and over a glass of, never mind what, we torked^ over the serious 
bizziness of the Hockshun. And wot a rewelation it were I and how 
the scofdng jester would mock at its sollem detales ! It woud appear 
then, that for wery many years past, it has been the speshal dooty 
of the most knowmgest of the four Wardens of the Compny, so far 
as a practical knoUedge of wines was conserned, to lay in a large stock 
of the werry rarest and finest that money could procure, for the use I 
of the thirsty Drapers, and so thoroughly and conseentiously has 
this dooty bin performed, that not only has more than one Wine | 
Warden fallen a Marter in the sacred cause, but the Cellar of the 
lordly Drapers was littorally a busting with their glorious contents I 
and they may be said to have xclaimed allergoUically, Stop it I we 
carn’t hold no more ! My frend told me that for the larst year or 2 
their efforts to make a hole, so to ^eek, in their winous stock was 
most credittable to all conserned, omshals and aU, but in wane I So 
a sollem counsel was called, and stock ordered to be taken of the 
priceless contents of their capaycious cellars. It was a hendless 
task, but it was dun, and in doo time the gigantic cattalog was laid 
before the washupfool Court I 

Experts was then called in, and a calkerlation was made as to how 
long the stock of wine woud last, supposing the konsumption to 
continue as it had been for years past, and the result, after several 
jovial meetings to make sure as there was no mistake in so werry 
himportant a matter, was found to be, that there was quite enuff to 
last ’em another thirty year I 

Then came the most sollemest question of all. Woud the finest of 
all Clarets, and the noblest of all Ports, and the loveliest of all Sham- 
panes, larst another 30 years ? Again was the werry expertest of 
all experienced experts called in to give their unbyassed opinyon, 
and, after several more jovial banquets, as no fine wine can be 
properly tasted except at a scrumptious banquet, and with its proper 
courses, the final decision was given that it woud not I 

So the nessessary sacrifice follered, and such a scene as 1 seed at 
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THIS WEATHER! 

“And how are we to-day, my dear Madam?” 

“ Well, Docior, the Cold I caught the day before yesterday is 

RATHER BETTER ; BUT THE ONE I CAUGHT ON MONDAY WEEK IS EVER SO MUCH 
WORSE— AND I CAUGHT A BRAND NEW ONE LAST NIGHT ! ” 

the Hockshimeer’s on that day I shall not soon forget. Sampels of such Wines 
as most peeple is content ony to dream about, handed round permisoous to a 
thirsty moh. No sipping, oh no, hut everybody emptied his glass like a man, 
so there was no littel heel-taps for the poor porters. Of course Brown and 
me, with our long xperience, took preshus good care not to spile the look of 
the wine by pouring it out too close, suttenly not, not by no means. 

I manidged to git on good terms with the werry obliging Clark who took down 
the names of the buyers, so I knows pretty well where sum of the werry finest 
of the wines is gone to, speshally sum of my hown speshal Brands, so I still 
indulges in the fond hope that, “ sum day, sum day, sum day I shall see them.” 

I suppose it was the werry xciting day as I spent on that Hockshun Day, and 
not the remains of the werry hold bottels of werry hold wine as afected me 
so singulally, but I was suttenly a werry long time getting home, and when 
at length I arrived there, my reoepshun by my best-beloved was of that 
steange character that I never knew ekalled. Of course it was werry kind to 
insist on taking ofi my Wellinton Boots, when I was quite prepared to sleep in 
’em, but why she skood xpress the unkind wish that I shood never attend 
such a Hockshun again, I reelly carn’t emadgin. Egbert, 

Humanity and Macliinery. 

M!r. Leonard Cotjetnet, M,P,, speaking at the Annual Meeting of the 
Charity Organisation Society, said, “You cannot cure the ills of Society by 
philanthropy.” The maxim would have been more epigrammatic, and equally 
true, if he had added, “ nor without it.” It is in the combination of the philan- 
thropic impulse, as motor, with sound organisation, as machinery, that the only 
hope lies of shaping an engine for the real “ elevation of society.” Philan- 
thropy without knowledge is as ineffective as steam without a cylinder. But ' 
knowledge without philanthropy is as inert as the cylinder without steam. The 
"Watt and Stephenson of Social Machinery are sorely wanted and anxiously 
awaited. 


THE COUNTY SQUIEE. 

{A Song in two ^arts, as snng hefore and after the introdiio 
tion of the Local Government Bill * ) 

Air — “ The Soly Friar y 

I. — Before. 

I AM a Squire of the present day, 

To Q^uarter Sessions I take my way. 

County business 1 have in my grip, 

With Peer and Parson I sit and sip, — 

Get on without me the County cau^t, 

When highways they ’d make, or money they want. 
And why I ^m so popular, that I will teU, — 

The rustics do like to he ruled by a Swell. 

No Lord Lieutenant they more admire 
Than a resolute ruddy-faced County Sqnire. 

II, — After. 

But what is this ? ? Is ’t a horrible dream ? 

Are our Tory leaders indeed what they seeml? 

Their stoutest supporters why mortify 
With this blessed big Bill, which is all my eye. 

County Councils to handle the tin ? 

The Squire and the Parson both sack’d— for what^sin ? 
Stuff 1 It ’s a dirty dashed Radical wrong. 

If it passes, my knell wHi be ringing, ding-dong, ^ 

For the power will cease, and the reign will expire 
Of .the resolute, ruddy-faced County Squire ! 


“KEATS AND HIS HAMPSTEAD HOME.” 

Under this beading, the Sunday Times — sprightly 
paper this, nowadays — published a communication, 
signed “B. L. H.,” bewailing the probable demolition 
of Lawn Bank, once the home of the Poet Keats. The 
owner of the property, it appears, hasn’t yet made np 
his mind whether to pull it down, or let it. The devotees 
of Keats cry, “ Let it— alone I ” The owner of the pro- 
perty will probably retort to the devotees, “Then you 
buy it I ” Sentiment is much : but six-per-centiment is 
more. And, on the whole, we should not like to be the 
owner of a Dead Lion’s Den. 

CONYERSION ALL ROUND. 

A Conversion the Nation’s poor creditor rues 
That condemns him great part of his income to lose. 

He must own ’tis all fair, but in heart he repines, 

And, himself unconvertea, accounts it hard lines. 

It is much to he feared that he takes it so ill 
As to harbour a sense the reverse of good will 
To the smiling financiers who bid him be gay. 

Haying known where to put their own pelf safe away. 

By Conversion the Government credit will get 
From the millions aggrieved by the National Debt, 

In i)roportion, of course, to the sum of relief 
Which they gain by so great an assuagement of grief. 

But besides, there ’s another “ Conversion ” than that 
Which will fatten the lean at the cost of the fat ; 

For Conversion the Cabinet mbrit may; claim 
In general— Conversion at large is their game. 

They’ve converted Consols, Three-per-cent., not alone, 
But the views heretofore till in office their own, 

In political faith a conversion indeed ; 

For converted they stand to the Radical creed. 

The Liberals, too, are converted and thrive 
As Unionists, Liberal-Conserya<w?e, 

With Ritchie Gladstonian-Irish are found, 

And so, one may say, there ’s Conversion all round. 

Conservatives— this is conversion-in-chief, — 

Converted by Bradlatjgh I ’tis past all belief I 
I Now, what nave Conservatives left to conserve ? 

Their seats. To do this they will strain every nerve. 


The Read “Mystery of a BUnsom 'Cab.” — ^W hy 
it is that, despite much talk of new patented improve- 
ments, that vehicle is found, in nine cases out of ten, 
to be still a “Little-case” of dirt, damp, and general 
discomfort. Anyone who can solve this mystery will 
doubtless “hear of something to his advantage.” 
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JETouse of Commons^ Monday Nighty March 19, — Foresight of 
Govenunent ia matters of detail strikingly illnstrated to-mght. 
Have got tip most stupendous BUI of modem times ; touches innu- 
merahle interests throughout the coniitry ; takes ten days to print, 
upwards of two hours to describe in outline. Wants a man oi 
corresponding inches to take charge of it. Knsro-HAEMAisr might do, 
hut otherwise engaged. So Eitchie placed in charge of scheme. A. 
monstrous medley of minute multiformity ; but Eitchie managed 
to make it plain. Avoided all effort at oratorical flourish. Got a 
downright hard job on hand, and gr^pled with it in downright 
honest fashion much appreciated by Souse. Gladstohe, who is 
nowadays always blessing the Government, came out with unusual 
fervour, publicly patting Eitchib on the back. Only frigidity of 
the season found on Conservative Benches. 

“Much worse than Duke’s BUI,” Bastteiot whispers to 
Fowlee, “ and you know we would not have that on any account.” 

“Yah I yah I ” murmured the Alderman. “ Only one bright spot 


in Bill. Middlesex Magistrates shall sit as Magistrates for new | 
County of London.” 

“ Not sure, Toby,” said Gladstone, as I crossed the Lobby with 
him when all was over, “ that from our point of view we aren’t doing 
better than if I was in office with a majority of eighty. Never dared 
have brought in such thoroughly Eadical measure as Eitchib’s. If 
we had, would have wasted three Sessions in urging it on. Now we 
go into Opposition, they come into office, and do our work more 
thoroughly and more rapidly than we could.” , 

“ Then, Sir,” I said, “ you won’t go back when the great heart of I 
the people stirs and calls you with peremptory voice ? ” 

“We shaE see, Toby, we shall see,” said the Old Man Eloquent 
tucking his papers under his arm, burying his head in his coEar, and 
setting off at a pace that left me far behind. 

Ejno-Haeman’s Salary BiE on again. Baiting began as before. 
Old MoraEty waited tiE midnight had struck, then, as Cototney 
rose to leave Chair, moved Closure. Tim BEealy and Paknell sprang 
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to their feet and angrily protested that it was too late. Chairman Youth is Henry Manners, now Marquis of Granhy, and Memher 
ruled Motion in order, and Closure carried on division. for Mid Leicestershire. (“ ® Susan Clarke, “ Markis o’ Gf^ranby,” 

** Oh dear, oh dear ! ” cried Old Morality, pinning on his shawl Dorking,’ ” said Plunket ; “ wasn’t that the name and address 
and tucking up his trousers, preparatory to going home through the Sam Weller's father had inserted in the marriage licence? ”) But 
snow, “there^s no pleasing those fellows. On Priday, Dillon late he was Private Secretary to quite another Markiss. Now a 
awfully an§rry because I moved Closure at twenty-five minutes to Markiss himself — at least quite as much as Hartington. The new 
twelve; said it was too early. Now I wait tiU twelve, and Tim Duke watches new Marquis carefully through ceremony. Hears 
He^y says it’s too late. Strike high, strike low, nothing will him cheered by Conservatives, sees him welcomed by Ministers, 

aa+.io'fTr A'KeArtT’Aa Viim "Kaw Iaw attoi* on'fflf.TO+.AVi VioTi/l ori/1 •f'kAn 


satisfy them I ” 

Business done, — ^Local Q-overnment Bid introduced. 

Tuesday/, Things going wrong in the House of Lords. Lord 
Chancellor moved Second Beading of Land Transfer Bdl. Ashe con- 
fessed, expected Noble Lords would iiijgi 

Eords took other view of their duty. 

Arundel of 'Wardour* charged 

amazed Grovernment with advoca- 

ting revolutionary principles. Stan- 
LEY OF Alderley denounced Bid; 

Clifford of Chudlbigh adversely 
criticised it. Strathedkn and ^ 

Campbell magnanimously declined „ . „ „ _ ^ , 

to press tottering C-overnment ; but Charles Bussell, and Henry James. Alter this seems nothing 

Denman came to front, and dealt Jnore to say. Irish thought otherwise. Have long made it a 

staggering blow. Long time since Bpilj'j# grievance that certain English Bills do not extend to Ireland. Now 

such galaxy of hereditary ability ™!ij|l|w/i, weep and wail because Criminal Evidence Bill to run through Q-reat 

shone upon paUid occupant of '{/- iPJi-' iW Britain and Ireland. Debate began at five o’clock. At half -past 

Woolsack. Zetland, looking on, ■ i • ■ l! .' ■ B ' i ten Old Morality pounced ; movement well meant, but par- 

began to think there were insti- .I'l i \lj « / ticularly id chosen. Parnell just risen, and thus promptly shut 

tutions more hopelessly undermined MV/j# Irish howled with rage. Harcourt shaken with indignation, 

even than the Jockey Club. The 'i'tm John Morley terribly indignant. All the fat in the fire; frizzled 

Markiss, with burlesque of audacity, ! i ‘ famously. What with Divisions, crimination and recrimination next 

hinted that the phenomenon was ' : '■L’a and half quickly passed by; twelve o’clock struck, and next 

due to “lack of adequate informa- ' Order barred. 

tion on the part of Noble Lords.” TO Oddly enough next Order was stage of Bill providing salary for 

But Lord Chancellor, supporting ICing-Harman. Strange untoward accident that unexpected and 

his columnar figure against Wool- prolonged debate should have sprung up on inofiensive Bill pre- 
sack, falteringly admitted that “ no ceding it. 

one had said good word for the Bill.” “Tell you what, Ooschen,” said Old Morality, wearily packing 

Accordingly, it was read a Second .. ^ ^ „ up his papers, “ you must somehow provide £1000 a-year for Ejng- 

Tune. Vorse than the Jockey Club ! ” Haemaw, and we 'U give it him to go away. He ’s playing the doose 

Commons had Morning Sitting. Conversion of Debt Bill in Com- with onr prospects. Lost more time over him than on all other 


observes him bow low over Speaker’s outstretched hand, and then 
goes his way, trying to remember his Coleridge — 

Life went a-Maying 
With Nature, Hope, and Poesy, 

When I was young I 
When I was young ? Ah, woful when ! 

Ah, for the change ^twixt now and then ! ” 

Still Constitution attacked hy Irish, undermined by Socialists, ham- 
pered by Grand Old Mannists, is safe. Eor there is yet a Butland 
in the Lords, and a Manners in the Commons. 

Lord John well away from his old quarters on Treasury Bench 
to-night. Never a bed of roses. To-night particularly prickly. 
Crinmal Evidence Bill down for Second Beading. Guite inoffensive 
looking measure. Beceives united blessing ot Attorney- General, 
Charles Bussell, and Hjenby James. After this seems nothinff 

T Af. 1 A - Al • -nr -1 1 ® 


mittee. As, however, only^ trine of some hundreds of millions at debateahle points put together.” 
issue, attendance very thin. Discussion ohiefiy confined to ex- Business done, — KiNG-HiaMi 


Discussion ohiefiy confined to ex- Business King-Harm an’ s Salary BiU postponed over 


Chancellors of the Exchequer, and the present occupant of the another sitting, 
office. Naturally, that great financial authority, Grandolph, came Friday, Br^ 





fOT^^War ^^comhmed^ ^th done, — Inquiry ordered into Pensions. 

those of Eirst Lord of the ■ -- = 

Admiralty. But then he 

knows more about India BITCHIE S DBEAM. 

1^®®’ Magog. O Eitchib, Kitchtb, ne’er can snoli things be ! 

qne^oM of finance .com- Magog. You ’d make us slaves, dependant, Goa and Me. 

^onaCouncUandLienWt’slountyl ’ 

&1ADSTONB IS a folly and Ritchie, Well 

Tet*^T^ • -nrL London is to be “ a County I ” 

P Bztchie, Why not ? You’ve heard of “ County Paris r ” 

even Wond toAKDOiPH’s Jlfapoy and 6?oy. Obi 

-a^ayoy. ^ote SHAKaPBASE to your purpose ? ' Then we know 
dmcW the Navy, What line to take, -from Senry VIII, Act 2. 

Corporation won’t submit to you 1 

ohea^f C ^mot Ww *^®y ’>^® txirled. 

sob§edf LHAPinr “No, notfor alltbeEircHiBs intbe world.” _ 

^ Rusiness done, — Conver- — {.Cfiants vanish, 

sion of Debt Bill passed 
through Committee. 


through Committee. Poor PyrotecHmcs. 

Thursday. — Youth and ‘‘Tp vow Bengal faction,” says the Times, “ have been trying 
Age came down to House jheir hardest to spoil the valedictory ceremonies in connection with 

The New ■DiiirA to-day Mm^-arm. Age the departure of Lord and Lady Duffebxn, and have failed.” Their 

The Hew Duke. to b«^ Youth swear and see Bpgal Inghts,” bke some other fireworks, seem to have begun 

•nr. {r. < 11 , AA 1 . • j bjni. ^6 his Beat. Age sat with a splutter and ended in a fizzle. “ 

our old friend Jo^ MAB^^now^ lev^iTD’n&'TBufc 


“j:' — waja.uo-i4.«wj.cu, iTuuuy-iaijea, pieasami-eyea — 
our old fnend John MAmrans, now seventh Duke of 
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STUDIES FROM MR. PUNCHES STUDIO. 

No. XXXI.— The Gat Goneomee. 

Oh, yes, he is always gay. Yes, eYen when he is “on strike.” 
Yes, certainly, gay. It is his busiaess. The Inglesi expect it. 

To attend the patron who 






» comes with his broad laugh and 

his deei) pocket is the Gondo- 
lier’s oMei ambition in life : so 
he sings in his native tongue 
<‘EYer gay and free, boys. 

That ’s the style for me, boys; 
That’s the style for me ! ” 

The words are classic in the 
Italian, and roll from the 
singer’s mouth in pleasant 
liquid cadence. Alas, our pro- 
> n I saio language is apt to vulga- 
rise^the sentiment of Italian 

j I The Yenetian Gondolier is not 

11 only merry, he is wise; not 
n only gay but learned. His 
1 name is Beppo, and in the 

li gentle undulating navigation 
I i I of the canals and lagoons he 
I ') ^ prefers to have a comrade. 

^ The rich English visitors pre- 
fer it also, it costs more 
money and is distingue^ don’t 
you know— primo gondolero and il secondo. Merry and wise I 
said advisedly. You shall never find Beppo without his ready 
smile, his polite grazie! la ringrazio! Similarly you shall find 
him deeply learned in certain Shakspeare plays, not that he 
knows anything of the hard, who he was, or what he was, but he is 
sceptical as to the authorship of Othello^ The Merchant of Venice, 
He does not venture to imply that Bacok wrote them, as some other 
equally learned commentators do, but when yon suggest to him that 
an Englishman wrote the stories of Othello and Shyloch^ he knows it 
is one of your jokes, and he langhs and sings accordingly for yonr 
divertimento which is the breath of yonr life. At the same time he 
knows exactly what you want to see, you laughing Inglesi, who only 
become serious for a moment over tne woes of Desdemona or the 
Palace and the Prison. He knows the tragic history of Besdemona^ and 
can dwell with enthusiasm upon the thwarted vengeance of Shyloch. 
Pulling up before a battered-looking house in a back canal, he will 
extend his right arm as if he were posing for a picture and exclaim, 
“ Otello, Signore, Otello the great general, where he live, riguar- 
date—}m statue at the door,” 

“Did he place it there himself? ” you ask, for being Inglese, you 
are necessarily witty, 

“ No, after,” the smiling Gondolier replies, and thereupon you 
encourage him to tell the story, which he does very much on the 
familiar Shakspearian lines. 

Again you fire ofi a little joke as to the authorship, and he tells you 
the tragedy is really Yenetian and true, written in the histories. 

“ And there, Signore I ” he exclaims, before yon have time for your 
next witticism, “ Riguardate cib ! JEcco I . The house where Signore 
Cassio lived.” 

You are near the Rialto now, and you ask if the gentleman in the 
Jewish gaberdine going over the bridge, is Mr. Ieviho. He does not 
understand, but yon find yourself suddenly a trifle sentimental as 
you think of the OthelloSj the Shylochs, the Portias, the Desdemonas 
you have known in your time. The Yic., the Princess’s, Saddler’s 
Wells and other happy hunting-grounds of Shakspeaee, fill your 
thoughts and for a little while you make no jokes, you risk no more 
conundrums. The Gay Gondolier knows your symptoms. ^ His 
stories of the unhappy Desdemona^ the brave Othello committing 
suicide always make nis noble English patron a trifle triste, Beppo 
is jubilant but with suppressed force ; in some occult way he may have 
heard of Mr. Coohiah as Shyloch, Alert intellectually as well as 
physically, Beppo fits himseK to your humour. He begins to hum a 
few bars of Garibaldi's Hymn, Me has a good voice, you encourage 
his vocal efEorts. It is evening, in fact the moon has risen while you 
have been smoking and dreaming. 

“ Ah, Signore,” it reminds him of his gallant padrone who died on 
the field. “But here, Signore, here is my comrade Casteiio, he 
fought by Gaeibaij)i’s side; he is covered with wounds more than 
you can count.” 

At this Golondero secondo, nods and smiles and whispers “AA 
poverino ! ” Being an Englishman away from home, yon are syi^a- 
thetic towards all nation^ities, to the Italian in particular. You 
speak of the Crimea, of Za belle Alliance, Primo and Secondo 
hurst out into wild praises of the brave Inglesi, and are both 


supreme^ IiapE^y; QEorhtfiave thesgyajioy other idea than to please the 
noble patromP J)oe 5 =slie » sigbn, Iheeefwesad unto tears ; does he laugh, 
they oveifiow in soDuag: — 

“HETer ^aijr free, boys ! ” 

Donotbe suTrpriseedif zinthlieinaiiillsftst of your reverie, Beppo and his 
Secondo ba sawoiolent quarrel with a rival crew 

who come sudcHenlj;^ ^iheicaijii'floand a corner without sufSieient 
warning; motfc-hattiilieLfincidBLent kiia endangered the safety of their 
navigation, kb itfcliasft give'll aILl|j»aTties an opportunity for one of 
those^tremen(ioxjisdLIstiir“’?Daii 03 es, vnC(s.eh on a first experience yon con- 
clude will end Lznthe<ii 8 ©«of ^Ibnt wdj dagger which you feel sure is 
in the belt cf e’W'ery Bepi:*po a:-id GStHtfibaldim in Italy. 

“Whatisthema“-ttflr r” :yoa. UiU excitedly, when the feud is at 
its height, or tb-atthiiere aiallJlie BOinimstake, you speak in Italian (for 
being English y^ouajaie a: Jiatnrzally Che cosa c'Sf'' 

Beppo will taLrn t«-o yor«ii gajuy ^januiling to remark there is^ nothing i 

the matter, oroutonipoLflitenj-^Bs ta^^our choice Italian, he will reply, 

“ iVbw c’d tibese returning to the fray of words 

with renewed .the ioe of hearing, the foe doing like- 

wise until Bepe»o is oat =of iigh'J I He is ready to laugh the next 
moment at you*: ligUkitesfcrtiok:*-«, nawillill even smile upon the new steam- 
boat, for he knoiB titlie egfondvoU voitl’last his time, and that no Inglesi 
win ever patromise sayeeasel ttht » a common to all the city ; yet he is 
free to confess fclat" thepy vexice gUlciwus days when the palaces were i 
occupied with the grmftioldL. fanoBiiliews, each family with its company 
of Gondoliers, saTi(lt±liereaeveMrB in-.tri|tgues and assassinations and affairs 
and great bioHdl ^ys, aai - csp'S'tixesatom over the seas, and Yenice was 
queen of tlxe world. SigiJ(3nr*{,,8, those days are past, hut Tnglese 

they come t:oVe6iiezic_a,tlncieyU<iV0 tticsBGlrand Canal, the Balazzio Pizarro, 
Saint Marc o, Otek - • , i^und they have large heart and much 

la huonamatmf ” 

“Addio, ] 8 ee>to 1 » 

His hat is m !lis hziaiii.l, Tlliesre is i a tear in his eye. Secondo watches 
and imitates kis ohnief, Ttfaey a picture. Beppo tall, erect, in 
blue cloth, Tests opexmat • the leoks^^hroidered sash, broad sailor-hat. 
Secondo, stiort, hrosadofltfoli^st, vKnihiakled face, crimson sash, and cut- 
throat grim; brcit eoqnalllly sr.inaew inh his regrets at your departure, 
equally apprecssiati^we ot»f yc3ar ♦•Jrimik-nioney, both thinking of the 
polento and fisZhjaand 1*5 a:.“io eigars they will enjoy while you 
arepeltkg awsay hoomewwardBj ormOena hot railway in the stuffy car- 
riages. Yonbie honuaesoxatepotes^asant memories, you have bought 
the right to b-e cmkrxlabociLfc sataliflies of Yenice at the Academy and 
the Grosvenor 5 anodwbcaeii X30»ti Wamine your banking acooxint, you 
find that you b^ave j yaii 1 noboly fa^o»our privileges. 


C3IIBSB’ OOniCNG-OFTICE. 


“ This 2Zim» ITlfot any^Ihra, hdhut now or never ; that is. Time 
for this month— IS no one h& if|^l t put you up to Time, I will do so 
- now. ' fitiuue was made for slaves, by those 

w1u.<i ^amnasake Time, and this Magazine— I 

J foprgofc • iJ (Bsay that I am speaking of Time, 

thesMai ine — was made for those who have 

TimetM^are, and of such persons, Time 
/ uflBWy, yon can borrow Time, though. 

' rs&J This Time, you will have made 

' aa Bjo# 4 *ci 4 t Time bargain, and if yon can’t 

k::y it.- , Wien in the meantime, get Time 
^ Bocoebowfi ' in order to read Mr. Chables 
diary of his travels abroad. 
HesapjoUB-e never to have been so much at 
I ^ kiiiie eeatTwhen abroad, and he has returned 
decorous, with Miss Mooee the 
Merrier, to Mas own naeatw^ laouii That his notes are entertaining 
you may take p^our Mmjs D ft evy — Suaheice, of course— and perhaps be 
may contiriue ‘C^lieiiLaneoKcTiiia.e. 

There ar-e BO-sre rvery - inter re-stLjg'nreminiscences of the late Mr. J ovjsr 
CxATTOE, in ir*h TThmUrt; al&ooaig portrait of him in All for Her — 
the play io whJLolibfaenLnostodisttag^iiiiiished himself as a serious actor. 

Iheartlnere isto • be a.fi.n 0 \^Mi£litrtry monthly publication. I should 
suggest the titHe of - Magazine, It’s a little late in 

the year, but trhe Srit nuooiber nigight date from the “ March Past.” 
There woTildl>e plenty - of HBerieieffjfr and Pictures could he inspected 
by distin^nistied « lop-al A^til!J^^fV-men. The Chaplain- General’s 
Charges^ “that is, z if!LjQ 0 “odia.ri^^'‘'” like a Bishop, would find an 
appropriatsepL^fiiiorintlilese imUuitttTJT Yours, ever, 

* The Bahoh he Booh Woems. 

The CEiftiMBBERTAUs — ffej Gracious and Imperial 

Majesty 'woul.dlisaYeipief^k^neS^'iresenting the Right Hon. Josephc 
with an Tn diarm gliEBafL Boat whiut • oonld he have done with it ? So 
the duEEis’ ma--dflitzl;aprft]ioto^i vlmili ,, whatever its positive or negative 
value ori^inaULy. cmiiiBfelfc now beeso^oDtiisidered as not exactly priceless, 
hut well wortha ‘a - Jorsi” 


for this month— IS no 


TOL. XCOCV. 


P 
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A PLEA POE POOR "GOLDIE.^' 

[It is said that, chiefly in consequence of the 
female fashion for feather-trimmiags, our Grold- 
finches are nearly exterminated.] 

WwEJSf lovely Womaii stoops to folly, 

And wears bird-featliers on her head, 

The oonseqnenoe is melancholy* 
pur “ Goldies ” nearly all are dead 1 
Fie I How can female bosoms harbour 
Such cruelty, at such a cost ? 

JPoU Swedlempe, the gentle barber, 

, Might well return, a mournful ghost, 

I And haunt reproachfully each daughter 
Degenerate of Mother Eye. 

Consent to such a ruthless slaughter ? 

Funch finds it hard, dears, to belieye. 
Have you not heard their mellow whistles ? 

Descried their darting red and gold ? 
Beheld them stripping seeding thistles, 
With eyes so innocently bold. 


And tails so brisk and beaks so nimble ? 

Ah, surely any human she. 

With heart less hard than her own thimble, 
Will sigh out, “ Let poor ‘ Goldie ’ be I ” 


HUSBANDS AND HUSBANDRY. 

( Vide Mr, Walter Besard's Article in the April 
Nwmber of Longman* called The Bm- 
dowment of the Daughter,**) 

In England Trade is dull and slow. 

And girls are portionless, and so 
Unto the altar men won’t go 
Of Hymen, burning uselessly. 

But Besant sees a novel way 
Of making marriage brisk and gay, 
Commanding British sires to slay 
The Demon of Celibacy. 

In that good time, as Waltee B. 
Explains, all maids shall wedded be. 


And hardened bachelors with glee 
Shall join in amorous rivalry. 

He tells us of the plight we ’re in 
When girls who wish to, cannot spin, 
And hundreds madly strive to win, 

Each post of well-paid drudgery. 

And fiercer still that fight shall glow, 
While youths hold back, and ‘^have’ no 
go,” 

Because the maidens have no “ 

So much for modern chivalry 1 

And more and more will suitors bold 
The offer of their hands withhold, 

Until their sweethearts they behold 
Endowed with a sufiflciency.j 

The dulness deepens. On, ye Sires, — 
Whoe’er to sons-in-law aspires— 

And save your girls from fruitless fires 
By saving half your salary I 
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ENCUMBERED! 

Brovm (with expectations^ to his Landlady ^ who had just hrought m a telegram), “Feom my Father, Mrs. Wilkin’s,** (Reads,) 
* Your Aunt Thompson died last bveninq aged Eighty-Eight, and in poll possession op all her Faottlties.* *’ 

Mrs, WilJcins, ‘*Ah, Sir! I remember it was just the same in my own Family, only” — (regretfully) — **my Aunt had 
*BAVY Mortgages on *bm, Sir ! ! ** 


BELOW THE HORIZON; 

OB, CELESTIAL CYNICS IN COUNCIL. 

[A conjunction of Mercury and Venus occurred, 
before the rising of the planets, in the early morn- 
ing of Wednesday, March 28.] 

Venus, Well, how fare you, god of thieves? 
Mercury, That old scandal who believes ? 

I ’m reformed, and a fair-dealer ; 

You are still the true (heart) stealer I 
Venus. That ’s a fad, and not a crime. 

Where the heart that ’s worth a dime ? 

If on earth I could descry it, 

I ’d not steaWAai heart, — I ’d buy it ! 
Mercury. Cynic I 

Venus. Why, of course I I ’d blush 

If thought capable of gush. 

Cynic calm is all the fashion. 

E’en in what the world calls “ passion.” 
Mercury. Happy world! 

Venus. Oh, well, I guess 

What was once termed “ happiness ” 

Is a thing too queer and queasy : 

Free and— what is better— easy 
Is the present “ form” of Love. 

Mercury, You had better sack your dove I 
Venus. Not at aU I— trust Cy therea I 
You have really no idea 
What an artful bird it is, — 

Fly^ to “ trap ” and up to “ biz.” 

Twigs a “ plant” in half a minute. 

Serpent really isn’t in it. 

Mercury, Humph I J thought myself astute! 




Venus. Bather ! — or there ’d be a term 
To his interest in our firm. 


If that boy went soft or stupid. 

Well, — ^it would be, exit Cupid I 
Mercury, Bless my heart I — I mean, my soul. 
Things seem tending to a goal 
Whither even I scarce follow. 

Ha ! and how about Apollo ? 

Venus, Oh, he thrums the same old strains: 
But there ’s nobody— with brains — 

Listens to his antique twangling. 

And, besides, he ’s always wrangling 
With the Yankees — they are bright ! 
Mercury, What about ? 

Venus. Oh, Copyright ! 

Mercury. And the ladies ; do they like 
This new style of things, or strike — 

Like the miners — ^in a body ? 

Venus, Mercury, you must be a noddy I 
Don’t you better know the Sex ? 

A new mode may gall or vex ; 

But they’ll follow it with passion, 

Just because it is the fashion. 

Mercury, Oh !^ ah ! quite so ! Yes, I see. 

So, whereas it used -to be. 

In Life’s game, that “hearts are trumps,” 
Hearts are now 

Venus. Pneumatic pumps I 

Fact I And do you reaUy think 
I have any cause to shrink 
From your hasty charge of stealing 
Things like these, devoid of feeling 
As of value ? 

Mercury, As a crime, 

No I But don’t you waste your time ? 
Venus. Hardly! it is rather fun ! 

But, I think I see the Sun. 

Mercury. Well, before we meet again, 


I must, as the Pugs say, “train” 

For this reign of the cheap Timon ; 

Now I feel a Simple Simon. 

Venus, You are out of it, indeed ! 

Well, you ’ve only got to read 
Q-ossip in which Jenkins grovels. 

And the best Society novels ; 

Then you’ll learn my modern function. 
Ta-ta I till our next Conjunction ! 


FAREWELL, OLD FRIEND! | 

Last week died Mr. Thomas Herman Reed, 
who, with his clever wife, originated the 
celebrated Entertainment which for ever so 
many years filled the Hallery of Illustration 
in Regent Street. With sporting tastes that 
would have guahfied him for a Dolly Spanker 
of private life, and with a knowledge of sail- 
ing a yacht that would have entitled him to 
the degree of Past Master of any small craft, 
he passed the greater part of his existence in 
what was to all intents and purposes a Theatre, 
appearing several times in the co’orse of an 
evening as somebody else, hut invariably 
being found ont^ as the ^nuine Herman 
Reed, and as himself “ra’ Reed” was 
really amusing. Mr. Punch has a kindly 
recollection of the “ Old HaHery Days,” and 
dedicates this “par” to the pleasant memory 
of “Pa’ Reed.” 

Heoege John’s Latest,—* * Yes : five shil- 
lings per dozen on champagne, all superior 
bottled wines, and Mock genus omneP 
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pretending (he is always “pertending” like children at play) to 
N(3 ROBERTS sing his part out of a folio of the Cod& Napoleon^ which he gravely 

oc.c.ii^va tenor as if it contained the words and music of an 

The other night I witnessed the 165th performance of The Old Oratorio, — to see him doing all this, and ever so much more which I 
Guard at the Avenue Theatre. Where would The Old Guard he have forgotten, is so irresistibly comic, house cries with 

without Mr. Aethuk Eobeets ? Nowhere. Certainly not at the laughter, and no one cares whether it be Old Ouard, or the 

Avenue Theatre. . Young (S-uard, or Singing Guards, or Hoarse Guards, White Gimrds, 

Mr. Joseph Tablet is a pleasing tenor, and has as much acting or The Other Guards, so long as .^thub Eobests is not absent 

J in him, as, in from the stage for more than five minutes. In a funny duet, where 

✓ the ordinary there is just a chance for the otherwise partially but unavoidably 

way of busi- suppressed Dallas, Aethue Eobbets shows how he can f enc^ And | 
ness, can be of this art he certainly should be a master, as the Avenue Theatre 
got out of a provides him not with a single stick, but with an entire set of most 
^ tenor; and, brilliant foils. Jack lst the Box. 

whea he has p_s__j oaanot offer any opinion on the merits of the mnsio, as, 

sometning x-i 'KDincr t nonld n-nlvfiud a seat on the windv 



General Arthur Eoberts coming to the support of the 
Old Guard. 


has composed with so free hand, that I was compelled to beat a 
A retreat at the end of the Second Act, and of course I subsequently 

make" * your AiiTHtJa is at his funniest in the Third. 

Mark,^^ Tap- = 

p rV’s’e n t VOCES POPULI. | 

SCEHB— ih^enbr of Third Class Smoking Compartment. First 
TaStot Passenger, apparently a small Suburban Tradesman, of a full 

and comfortable habit, seated by window. To him enters a 
^ Stranger, in a state of muzzy affabthfy, with an 

and a vigorous under-suggestion of quarrelsomeness. 

-baritone, and The Stranger (leaning forward mysteriously'). Yer saw that 
the Capitaine gentleman I was a’ torkin’ to as I got in r* Did yer know “*00 he was f 
suits his mar- First Passenger (without hauteur, but^ with the air of a Person 
shal bearing, who sets a certain value on his conversation). Well, he didn’t look 


suits his mar- First Passenger (without hauteur, but^ % 
shal bearing, who sets a certain value on his conversation 
Miss Maeioh much like the Archbishop of Cahteebtjet. 


Edgouhbe has a pretty face and a pretty mezzo voice, which should The S. He ’s a better man than Hml That was Brashbe, the 
be her fortune. Miss Fakkt Wentwoeth is a lively soprano, middhng weight I he giv me the orfice straight about Hillivah and 
Miss Heneiette Polak, alluded to by Shakspbaee as the “ sledded Smipion, Ae did I _ , ^ x7 ^ ^ ^ cr 7^ n 

infl.kAa an unoommonlv snrightlv Bualer — a sort of First P. (interested, fis^a lover of the Is oble A.rt of Self Defence). 


y sprightly Bugler — a sort of First P. (inter ested,^jasl a lover of the Noble Art of Self Defence), 
Miss Claea Geahamb only fails Aid did h^ though ? 

with the remarkably trying part The S. He did; I went up to him, and I sez, “Excuse me,” I 
pure oonsideratiou for the public, sez, like that, I sez, “ hut are you an American, or a German r 
ould be sorry to lose sight entirely First P. (^with superiority). He wouldn’t like that^being taken 

for a German, , , 

T, Dallas would not he more at The S. (solemnly). Those were my very words I And he sez, 


Polak” — makes an uncommonly sprightly Bugler — a sort of 
Cherubino in French uniform. Miss Claea Geahamb omy fails 
of completely identifying herself with the remarkably t^mg part 
of Lieutenant Vigoreux, out of pure consideration for ^^e pnbho, 
who, it evidently occurs to her, would be sorry to lose sight entirely 
of Miss Claea Geahamb, 

It is a question whether Mr. J, T, Dallas would not he more at 


home in serious Opera, than in these light French frivolities, which “ No, I’m a Yank,” and then I knoo ’00 ’e was, d ’ye see ? and so 
offer hut' little scope to the magnificeut quality of his voice, seldom (hazily) one word brought up another, and we got a torkin. It i 
bfiflrd but alwavs thorouffhlv aDpreciated, or to his remarkable was to tell you I’d seen Kellivak, I should be telliu yer a lie I 


and the elder Kbah — that is, if anyone wished to recall them. The S. (firmly). Nor I wouldn’t. But ytm ve ony to look at 

Finally, the clever young lady, whom, for the nonce, I will call Smietoh to see ^e ’s never ’ad a smack on the ’ed. I^ow, there s 
Ikcogjstta, as her name was] not in the playbill (a rare instance of Sxtltoh— ’ e ’s a good man, ’e is— ’e is a good man I Look ow^ that 
seff-effaoement, seeing that she represented Miss Ph-ll-s Be-ght-k feller knocks ’isself about ! But if I was to pass my opinion, it nd 
in the part of Follow-the-Drurn), played and danced— she may be this— K illivah’s m it for science, he ain’t in it to anythmg; 
have sung, too, but, if so, her voice escaped me — capitally, and was you may take that from me I --xtj.* xx-ljsx 

of considerable assistance to the General, Aethue Robeets, to whom, First P. (objecting to he treated as an ingenn). It’s not the first 
after all said and snug, I must return, because, despite this brilliant time I ^ve heard of it, by along way. ^ 

ensemble, the audience languished when their favourite— the “droE The S. Ah I and it’s the truth, the Bible truth (putting hxs hand 
creature,” as the ladies oaE him— is not on the stage. He certainly is on First P.’s knee). Now, yon b’leeve what I ’m a’goin’ to tell yer r 
wonderful. I confess I laugh directly he is “heard without;” I FirstP. ( a I wiU— if it’s any thing m reason, 

laugh when he winks ; I laugh more when he>peaks, and, no matter The 8. It ’s this : My opinion of Killivah and Sultoh’s this— 

what is going on upon the stage— and I am** bound to say I don’t Sttltoh brought Killivah out. I ’m on’y tellin’ yer from ’earsay, 
think there is at anytime any thriOingly interesting action in The like; but Iknow this myself— one lived in’Oxton, and the other 
Old Guard— \hQ audience, on the grin, follow the eccentric comedian down Bermondsey way, ’E ’s got a\nice little butcher’s busmess 
with their eyes everywhere, so as not to lose whatever he may take there at this present moment ; and ’e ’s a mug if ’e turns it up I 
it into his head to do next. First P. (axiomatically). Every man’s a mug who turns a good 

Like the Old Woman who “had so many children, she didn’t business up. . . ^ 77 , -.li. xi. j. 

know what to do,” Mr. Aethde Eobbets, whose children are his The 8. Yer right ! And (moralising) it ain’t all ’oney with that 
quaint ideas, “can never be quiet.” He is never in repose: sort 0 ’ people, neither, I can teE yer ! I dessay, now, when all’s put 
always wide awake and up to the time of day. Yet, for all this, his to'the test, you’re not a moneyed man — ^no more than I am myself r 
fun is distinctly quiet, so quiet (indeed, that I fancy the Soprano or First P. (not altogether flattered). Well— that ’s as may be. 

Contralto, or whoever might have been singing her solo on the stage, The 8. But I h’ieeve yer to be a man 0 ’ the world, although I 

did not at first notice her companion’s unobtrusive business, of sewing don’t yer. 


reminds me of the Comic Countryman who pretended to < 
fiy while Mrs. Crummies was makmg her most telling effect. 


like they do ’ere I 


To see Mr. Aethuk Eobbets pretend to brush the crnshed Mr. First P. (sympathetically). There jon^ave touched a point — ^we^ re 
DALLAs’shairby machinery, to see him pretend to sew,witb invisible taxed past all common sense. Why, this very tobacco I’m smoking ; 

thread and needle, to see him struggling with a sneeze, to see him now is charged-; . 7 , . . i •xi. 

imitating the customer at the jug department of a large bar, instruct- The 8. Talkin’ of terbacoer, I don’t mmd ’avmg a pipe along witfi 
ing the maid in drawing beer, and tnen giving his life-like present- yer myself. ^ , .. - 7 . 7 .. 

I ment of a superior ’ Aeky on familiar terms with the har-maid — ^to First P. (handing his pouch with a happy mixture of cordiality 

see reacung a letter, taking part in a concerted piece and and condescension.) There you are, then. 
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The [afflicted hy sudden compunction as he fills his pipe,] 1 
'ope I 'm not takin' a libbaty in askin' yer ? 

First P. Liberty? rubbish I I'm not one to make distinctions 
where I go. I'd. as soon talk to one man as I would another— 
you're setting your coat alight. 

The S, I set fire to myself once, and I never live in 'o^es of doing 
so agen! It's a funny thing with me, I can smoke a cigar just as 
well as I could a short pipe, I 'm no lover of a cigar, if you under- 
stand me ; but I can go into company where they are, d'ye see f 

First P. [shortly) I see. 

The S, [with fresh misgivings,) You'll excuse me if I 've taken a 
libbaty with yer ? 

First P. [with a stately air,) We settled all that just now. 

The S, [after a scrutiny,) I tell yer what my idear of you is— 
that you're a Toff ! ^ 

First P. [disclaiming this distinction a little uneasily,) l^^o, no — 
there 's nothing of the tofi about me ! 

The S, [defiantly,)^ WeU, you're a gentleman, anyway? 

First P. [aphoristic, hut uncomfortable,) We can all of us be that, 
so long as we behave ourselves. 

The 8, [much pleased hy this sentiment,) Right agenl give us yer 
'and— if it 's not t^in' a libbaty, I 'm one of them as can’t bear 
to take a libbaty with no matter 'oo. Yer know it 's a real pleasure 
to me to be settin' 'ere torkin' comfortably to you, without no 
thought of either of us failin’ out. There 's some people as wouldn't 
feel 'appy, not without they was 'aving a row. IsTow you and me 
ain't like that 1 

First P, [shifting about,) Quite so— quite so, of course ! 

The 8, Not but what it it was to come to a row between ns, I 
could take my part I 

First P. [wishing there was somebody else in the compartment,) 
I— I hope we '11 keep ofi that. 

The 8, [devoutly,) So do 1 1 J’ope we '11 keej) off o’ that. But yer 
never know what may bring it on— and there it is, d'ye see I You 
and me might fall out without intending it. I've bin a bit of a 
boxer in my day. Do you doubt my word ?— if so, say it to my face I 

First P, I 've no wish to offend you, I'm sure. 

The 8, I never take a lie straight from any man, and there you 
'ave me in a word ! If you're bent on a row, you'll find me a glut- 
ton, that 's all I can tell you ! 

First P, [giving himself up for lost). But I'm not bent on a row 
— qu— quite otherwise ! 

The 8, You should ha’ said so afore, because, when my back's 
once put up, I'm— 'ello I we're stopping, I get out 'ere, don't I ? 

First P, [eagerly). Yes— make haste, they don't stay long any- j 
where on this line I 

The S, [completely mollified). Then I'll say good-bye to yer. 
[Tenderly,) P'raps we may meet agen, some day. 

First P, We— we '11 hope so — ^good day to you, wish you luck I 

The 8, [solemnly). Lord hve yer I [PausingZat door,) I 'ope you 

don’t think me the man to fall out with nobody, I never fall out 

{^Falls out into the arms of a Porter, whom he pummels as" the 
train moves on, and ^First Passenger settles into a corner 
with a sigh of relief, 

DIARY OP A PESSIMIST. 

Down to breakfast. Tea and dry toast. Couldn't manage egg. 
Afraid of indigestion. 

Looked over the morning papers. Read through the “ Deaths.” 
Skipped “ Births ” and “Marriages.” Never care to read them. 
Only want to know who 's dead, and what 's to pay, which I may be 
the worse for. No hope of a legacy. 

No news.^ That is good news, danced over the debates with fear 
and trembling, in dread of the proposal of some new tax or privation 
of liberty and property. Police Reports uninteresting. Accidents 
and offences ditto. Sad sameness, dulness, and want of originality 
m robberies, suicides, and murders. 

Bell, What 's that ? Rates and taxes, I expect. No. Another 
Circular. Hal Prospectus of the Huggery-Muggery Gold Mining 
Company. Trap to catch an investment. Glad it 's prepaid. Hate 
all Circulars. 

Out for a constitutional. Obstruction. Crowd of people in the way. 
Horse down, I suppose, or somebody in a fit. Gave it a wide berth. 
No business of mine. Hate being hustled, and perhaps implicated 
somehow or other. 

Irritated by the flaming pictorial advertisements, especially the 
theatrical groups in attitudes of bogus emotion. Detest sensational 
dramas. They aU end happily, that is, in marriage, of which 
experience in real life proves the reverse. 

Home to dinner. No appetite. Been recommended Gulliver’s 
Dinner Pills. Shall recommend them to somebody else; shan’t 
take 'em myself. 

BeU and knock; Shall have knocker removed. This time, tele- 
gram. Somebody dead, I suppose, to my expense or trouble. Not 


quite so bad. Invitation to an evening party, which I shall have to 
answer, and of course decline. I 'm not an evening party. 

Af fcer dinner smoke a pipe, and meditate precautions to avert 
the troubles and misfortunes which I anticipate, and so up to bed 
after a dose of morphia with a view to get a little sleep in spite of 
them, if I can. 

ROBERT AT THE BOAT-RACE. 

The wether was not werry attempting for a water xcurshun, but 
the hoffer of a outside seat on a. Steam Boat with plenty of refresh- 
„ ments and nothink to pay, was too 
t • . grate for me to resist, speshally on a 

I I}''! Batterday, which is aRers a slack day 

grate drawback was 

“ burly hour. I hates with a dedly 

hatred hurly rising! As late as you 
|- m. likes at nite, and as late as you likes 
in the morning, but 

l|p. lit ' ■ ■ Hurly to bed and hurly to rise, 

If I said as I liked, I shood tell great lies ! 

as the Poet says, or if he didn't like 
to say so, I 've no dowt he thought so. 

1 ^ ^ aboard by & sharp, 

! * I HUri SI ^ PTiiikshal to the minuet, 

's . I sharp set that dreckly as 

IK''* started from the Loryers Peer at 

Temple, me and my pal we de- 
scended quite natral like into the 
^ Cabbin, which, being jest a leetle bit 

scrowged, my frend, who is a Littery man, like myself, said as we 
was not only Cabbin'd, but] Cribbed and Confined. I don’t at all 
know what he meant, but as he said it no less than three times, I 
persumes as it's a wery good joke, tho I don't see it. 

The Brekfus was that scrumpshus, that, if it hadn't bin for the 
nesessity of seeing the Bote Race, I think as we shood have stopt 
down there till Lunch-time, and so have kept a good place, but 
common desency took us on deck, and uncommon kuriosity kep us 
there. We wos jest in time to squeege through Putney Bridge afore 
it was stopt up, by border of the Terns Conserwatives, I was told, 
witch I dessay was quite right, for if ewerybody had been left to do 
as they liked, there wouldn’t have been much room for the race. I 
begs thus publickly to thank 'em for so thortfully having the Bridge 
washed and polished. It reeUy made it look amost as good as new. 

The River wasn't a bit ruff j so I didn’t feel my ushal inconwenienoe, 
but my frend, who 's a old sailor, made me take jest a nip of whisky, 
as he called it, so as to make sure, and then took wun hisself, jest to 
kindly keep me cumpny. 

We had a bootifool site of the grate Race, at least we shood have 
had one if it hadn't bin for the Fog, which shut all the boats out of 
site till they wos close hup to us, but we seed enuff of 'em to see how 
wunderfoolly British pluck can beat meer Sience. I scarcely expeos 
to be beleeved when 1 says that the two little Botes with only about 
nine young gentlemen in wite close a pulling of each on 'em, acshally 
beat the four big Steam Boats as tried in wane to owertake 'em, and 
wun in a canter, as my frend told me, with both hands down. 

Dreckly as the Race was over, me and my frend found ourselves, 
promiskus as it were, in the little Cabin agen, and there was lade 
out, as if by incharntment, sitch a moddel Lunshun as I have seldum 
seen xcelled, and, as common perliteness dicktated, we at wunce set 
to work agen with inwigorated happytites, thanks to the xcitement 
of the great Race and the fine North-Easter that rattled so merrily 
among our bowlines, as my friend said. 

I don't kno when I’ve tasted a finer peace of Sammon, nor a 
lovelier Pidgen Pie, with reel Pidgens in it too, nor a tenderer com- 
binashun of chickins and Tung. The Stuard kept a looking at us 
with mingled surprize and hadmirashun, and I 've no dowt reported 
of us most favorable to his imployers, as having dun full justice to 
his wittels and his drink. Wen we assended on Deck agane, the 
Howses of Parlyment was a standing up boldly in the brite sunUte, 
in the near distance, looking as i£ ewerythink was always as carm 
and as peaoefool within as it snttenly looked without, and, as the 
Poet sings, “We stood on the Bridge (Westminster) by midday, as 
the ClocK was striking the our,” (of twelve), and the fust thort as 
struck me after my frend had left me was, what a deal can be dun 
in a short time if you ony nose how to do it. 

Here had I bin and had a most scrumpshus Brekfust with amost 
ewery dellicassy of the season, had seen the werry finest Bote Race 
as ever was run, in which British Pluck licked British Science into a 
Cooked At, and had then had a noble Lunshon, as included all the 
other delicassys as had nessessaryly bin left out at Brekfust, and 
thoroly injoyed all three, and all in the coarse of three short ours ! 

The moral as I draws from the grate race is, that as Maulburugw 
said as how the Battel of Warterloo was won at Heton, so I says as 
the Battel of Trafalger was won at Barnes I Robert, 
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SIE ROGER DE COYERLET ON THE SITUATION. 

CommunicaUd ly the STiade of the ** Spectator,^* 

[** "WTien the estahlishment of County Boards has reduced the administra- 
tive powder of the Justices to zero, the ancient glory of Quarter Sessions will 
be gone, undone of the main reasons of the applications now made to the 
Lord Lieutenant of the County for the Commission of the Peace will be 

found to hare disappeared "When Magistrates cease to manage the 

business of their County, they will cease also to care for its official honours,’' 
Escott’s England (Ed. 1881), Oh. iv. p. 47.] 

“ S<Be meminii et mctumfrustrd contendere Thyrsin?^ 

Yirgil, Buool. Eel. vii. 69. 

“The whole debate in memory I retain, 

When Thyrsis argued warmly, but in vain.” 

To revisit— as our great Dramatist expressetli it— “ the glimpses 
of the moon,” is a pri^ege which, though it hath its pleasures, yet ' 
assuredly is attended at times by a certain drawback of spiritnal 
pain at once poignant and pathetic. 

Of all the ancient hatmts which I love, when permitted, to return 
to, the dearest to me is that long walk of ancient elms, at a little 
distance from what was once Sir Roger’s house, among the still 
standiag rums of an old abbey, and amidst whose lofty tops the i 
rooks and crows of another generation still, as of old, ** seem to be 
cawing in another region,” It still lies — and now, perhaps, it must 
be allowed with greater show of reason— under the ill report of being 
haunted. 

I was taking a walk— the natural language of embodied humanity 
comes spontaneously to shadowy lips— in this place, the other 
ni^ht, between the hours of nine and ten, and could not but agree 
with my old and fleshy self of the dear days of the— alas !— departed 
Queen Aiote, that it was one of the most proper scenes in the world 
for a ghost to appear in. The walk of elms, with the croaking of the 
ravens which from time to time are heard from the tops of them, 
looks exoeedmgly solemn and venerable. One might almost fancy 
that, like their human analogues and counterparts, they were croaking 
mournfully at the prospect of the destruction and disappearance of 
things more venerable even than themselves, and at least as solemn. 

As I was walking in this solitude, I became aware of the fact that 


it was a solitude no longer. The shade of my friend, Sir Roger de 
Coverlet, was at my side, making his proximity known by a low 
sigh, soft as the rustling of spring leaves, sad as the scarcely audible 
voice of the gentle night- wind which stirs them. 

The good old Enight was musing upon the same subject that at 
the moment absorbed my own meditations. 

You once ppposed, M!r, Spectator,” said he, “that the honest 
men of all parties should enter into a kind of association for the 
defence of one another, and the confusion of their common enemies. 
Of late, sensible men and sober citizens of all parties have been 
rejoicing that your scheme seemed nearer than ever before in pros- 
pect of realisation. And with what result ? 

I understood the drift of the worthy Knight’s thoughts, and the 
point of his piteous question, “ You have been perusing,” said I, 
with respectful sympathy, “the ingenious Mr. Ritchie’s new- 
fangled scheme of County Administration as set forth in his Local 
Government Bill ? ” 

“ Indeed, yes,” sighed Sir Roger. “ And what is it — ^to adopt 
your own comparison borrowed from Diodorits SicuLUS—but a poli- 
tical crocodile-egg, the egg of Revolution? Would,” he added 
bitterly, “that some parliamentary ichneumon could be found to 
break it, ere it be hatched into the horrid and edacious monster 
which it bids fair to bring forth ! ” 

“ If we look into the behaviour of ordinary partisans,” I replied, 
in the same tone, “ we shaR find them now, as m our time, far from 
resemblmg this disinterested animal.” 

“Disinterested! ” cried the Knight, indignantly, “ Disinterested- 
ness is as dead as her Most Gracious M^esty Queen Anne herself.” 

I observed of old that I found the Knight a much stronger Tory 
in the country than in the town. I find him a much stronger Tory 
in the Shades than even in the country. 

“ Sir Andrew Freeport/’ pursued Sir Roger, “ would doubt- 
less welcome this curious birth of an insincere Coalition. He was 
ever more inclined to the moneyed than to the landed interest. I 
know, Mr. Spectator, that you are a wary man, and do not care 
to talk of public matters. But doth not this monstrous menace 
to the established repute and time-honoured infiuence of the Country 
Gentleman move even you to indignant revolt ? ” 

I was ever more desirous to soothe than to excite, to compose party 
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and polemic difEerences, than to aggravate them. There are some 
opinions in which a man should stand neuter, without engaging his 
assent to one side or the other. Such a hovering faith as this, wmch 
refuses to settle upon any determination, is absolutely necessary in a 
mind that is oaretul to avoid errors and prepossessions. It is with 
this temper of mind, that I consider the subject which so aroused my 
friend Sir Eogee’s not unnatural wrath. 

“ I remember,’^ said I, “ listening to the proceedings of the County 
Sessions with much attention, and being infinitely pleased with that 
great appearance and solemnity which so properly accompanies such 
a pubhc administration of our laws,” , , . 

“ And all that,” cried the worthy Knight, hotly, “ aU that is to be 
changed, subverted, revolutionised, without reason, and, as the 
JSt, James's Gazette— slU admirable journal. Sir, <iuite after my own 
heart! — ^rightly asserts, without necessity, and in the absolute 
absence of any call from the Country. Preposterous I Infamous I 
Unprecedentedly, wantonly gratuitous I ” 

‘^If I mistake not. Sir Eooeb,” I pursued, in the same conciha- 
tory tone, “you yourself were called upon to serve as SherifE of the 
County when in your twenty-third year.” 

“ I was,” replied Sir Eogee ; “ and I indulged the pleasure of a 
young man (wno did not think iU of his own person), in taking that 

f ublic occasion of showing my figure and behaviour to advantage, 
should not do so now. Sir. I should not do so now.” 

“Nay, Sir,” said I, “it^may well be that this Eevolution, like 
some others, will be less in reality than m appearance, or .will be 
limited and ameliorated by conditions and innuenoes none the less 
potent and permanent because subtle, and, to the vulgar eye, per- 
chance, invisible. The rascally red face of Eevolution, like that of 
a blustering Bardol^^ is often more threatening than formidable.” 

“ Sir,” cried the Knight, “ a Country Gentleman of good descent 
and substantial estate, might of old, creditably and without loss of 
dignity, become a Justice of the duorum, fill the Chair at Quarter 
Sessions, co-operate in County administration with his peers and the 
parson. But sit on these new-fangled County Councils cheek-by- 
jowl with the Tom Totjchies, the republican Scribblers, the revolu- 
tionary Cobblers, and other the tagrag and bobtail of Mob-election ? 
Never, Sir I Sir Aoteew FBEEP9ET, with his trade instincts and 
republican doctrines, might find himself at home in such company, 
not a true Tory Squire, or sound Anglican divine.” 

“ But surely, Sir Eogee,” said I, “ a patriot’s duty is to serve his 
misguided country in the worst pinch of her misfortunes, even at the 
cost of discomfort to himself. Could such an one as yourself for 
instance, be present at one of these projected^ County Councils, and 

B ’ ance make such an impressive and inspiring harangue as I once 
you deliver at the County Assizes, how would he inform the 
assembly, give himself a figure in the public eye, keep up his credit 
in the County, abash parvenu insolence, crush crude conceit, and 
consequently checkmate and countervail the very dangers and disasters 
which your patriotic prevision marks from afar ! Eeinember, Sir, 
what we agreed upon of old, that a Member of the Society we pro- 
jected ‘ who 'should carefully employ himself in making room for 
merit by throwing down the worthless and depraved part of man- 
kind from the conspicuous station of life to which they have some- 
times been advanced, and aU this without regard to his private 
interest,’ would be no small benefactor to his Country.” ^ 

Sir Eogee fetched a deep sigh, and fell into a fit of musing. 

“You know, Sir,” I pursued, “ that feuds between the wealthy 
and well-placed, though too frequent in this country, are very fatal 
to the ordinary people, who are so used to be dazzled with riches, 
that they pay as much deference to the understanding of a man of 
an estate, as of a man of learning; and are so hardly brought to 
regard any truth, however important soever it may be, that is 

E reached to them, when they know there are several men of five 
undred a year who do not believe in it.” , 

My friend’s speaking countenance softened until it was scarcely 
more recognisable as the indignant visage I had lately looked upon 
than was the frowning and staring paint-transformed sign of the 
“ Saracen’s Head,” as his own benign physiognomy. He was about 
to break forth into a discourse consonant, I am sure, with his 
changed expression, when the clarion of chanticleer welcoming the 
first glimmer of dawn that broke through the thick brcmches of the 
aged elms rendered necessary what, in parliamentary diction, would 
be designated an adjournment of the debate. 

“ Yeaet Yiatoe” writes: — “Sir, — ^The other day, walking in 
the neighbourhood of Waltham Cross, I came suddenly upon the 
historic stones of Temple Bar, erected at the entrance of Theobald’s 
Park. I have ascertained that this situation for our lumbering old 
obstructionist friend pleases some folks, bu^ for my part, I can only 
look upon its present position as ‘ Faute de Meux 


Call this a “ Pleasure Horse ! ’ 


QEORGE JOKIN. 

(Chez Lui , ) 

“ I XM very glad to see you,” says the Comic Chancellor, as you 
enter his sanctum, “When you were ushered in you scarcely 
expected me to be a peer — I mean to 
appear?” 

Ih gravely, while the Eight 

^ Hon. Gentleman rings for one of his 

Jsubordinates. 

■ .lilt “My Laughing Secretary,” he ex- 
plains, when the young gentleman 
c, '/ ft ©Inters. “This kindly individual ap- i 
my jokes. I said to my visitor 
scarcely expected me to be a peer — 1 
^ mistake for to appear. You see the 

Call this a “ Pleasure Horse ! ” , challenged, the new-comer 

bursts into a shout of merriment, and 
says the jest is of first-rate quality. On his retirement the 
Chancellor informs you that it is his employes duty to listen to and 
applaud his jokes. For this he receives a princely salary. 

“ No sinecure post, I can assure you, although there ’s no writing 
about it, in spite of its being called sign^ cure I Perhaps you would 
not mind smiling yourself at my jokes in the absence of my Laughing 
Secretary. Thank you.” 

Then the Cabinet Minister becomes graver as he removes a cover- 
ing from what appears to be a framed sampler. 

“ Here is my celebrated joke about Gaeeick being on the Spree 
when Mr. Wyndmam, of the Criterion Theatre, was in Berlin. 

“ Bat have you not made another joke about Mr, Wtndham ? ” 

“I have,” returns the Comic Chancellor, modestly; “I said that 
although Mr. Wyndham was greatly liked at the Court Theatre in 
the Prussian capital, that might be said to be no Criterion,” 

“ The Criterion is the name of Mr. Wyndham’s London theatre, 
is it not ? ” 

“ Yes ; and that was the pith of my pleasantry. Had Mr. 
Wyndham been the lessee, for instance, of the Haymarket, I should 
have been unable to have given so much point to my jest.” 

“ How ever do you think of such clever thmgs, with so many other 
matters to attend to— for instance the Budget and the Conversion 
Bill?” 

“ I really cannot tell you. They come to me spontaneously. I 
believe I have a gift for waggery.” 

“ Have you any works of reference ? ” 

I “ A great many— but my favourite assistant is Joseph ” 

“ Chambeelaht ? ” 

“ No, Miller, dear old Joe I ” and here the Comic Chancellor took 
down a well-worn volume labelled “ Joe Miller, 

“ Have you made any recent puns ? ” 

“ Oh, yes. Only the other day when something was said about 
my taking a penny off the Income Tax, I observed I thought it 
ought to be called the Outgo Impost, as everyone had to pay it I 
I 0 ^ t^k^toee days in contriving that impromptu,” 

At this point a servant gives the Comic Chancellor a card, 

“ Dear me, I am afraid I can afford you no more of my time. I 
have a pupil waiting for me— a well-known divine. I am sure you 
will excuse me.” Then turning to the messenger, he adds, “ Show 
his Grace into the study, and ask my Laughing Secretary to accom- 
pany me.” 

And as you leave this Home of Wit, you hear the grave tones of 
the Chancellor and his pupil, followed at intervals by the rather 
forced merriment of the Laughing Secretary. 

THEEE’S COMPANY. 

ler this month’s Men and Women of the Day, Messrs. BAEEAxri) 
give, as the three “ Contemporary Portraits,” Miss Elleh Teeey 
(first-rate— as always, either in or out of a picture), between the j 
Eight Hon. Joseph CpciMBEELAur and the eminent' metaphysician 
Mr. Heebeet Spencee. Our Joseph looks gLuite the Eight Hon- 
ourable, but unfortunately he is somewhat in the shade, which is | 
most unusual for him ; perhaps Messrs. Baeeatjb wanted to give his : 
otherwise life-like portrait a touch of novelty. The Metaphysical 
Third Party looks exactly what he is, a hard-headed, determined 
speculator— in the domain of psychology, 2. propos of speculation, 
Mr. Spencbe himself records how, having dropped £4000 in bringing 
out his work on Soiology, he was compelled to stop it at Part YIIL 
He works for love, not gain, and from this portrait it may be gathered 
that there is not much Cupidity about this lover of Psych§. 


Questioit to be put by Me. Chaplut to tttr Chan’Celloe oe the “Mavoe” Eeviseb by Goschen*. — “ The Horse is a noble animal 
Exchequee.— “ Are Towel-horses and Clothes-horses to be taxed ? ” and very useful to ’’—the Exchequer. 
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AN ADMIEALTT DITTY. 

(Re-written up to Rate,') 

When Britain first at Heaven’s command 
Arose from out the azore main, 

No doubt she did not understand 
She soon might sing the sad refrain— 

“What? Britannia? Britannia rule the waves ? 
Not while Britons trust to fools or knaves I ” 

When, spite the stock-prepared replies. 

In practice everything goes wrong. 

It cannot cause thee much surprise 
To hear thus sung thy famous song— 

“ Poor Britannia !— she’ll never rule the waves, 
Till the Board fill their official graves ! ” 

When ugly facts are hid away. 

And half on paper sails thy fleet ; 

When published figures lead astray. 

Who ’U not thy new refrain repeats?— 

“ Blind Britannia ! How can she rule the waves ? 
While to systems Britons will be slaves ! ” 

And so, when foes, long watching thee, 

Comoined, together on thee fall, 

Although “ My Lords” may go scot free, 

’Twill then be little use to bawl, 

“What? Britannia? Britannia rule the waves ? 
Not while Britons swear by fools or knaves I ” 

C. B-r-se-rd. 


“Eabxt Services.” — According to a recent official 
circular, the L. C. & D. Company^^are setting a brilliant 
example to the clergy of all denominations by the earli- 
ness and frequency of their services at St. Paul’s, — ^the 
Station not the Cathedral. The services to Camberwell, 
and a lot of places along that line, including Walworth — 
“ the Company,” says an American friend, “ having found 
the experiment Wal worth the trouble ’’—commence at 
4 15 A.H. And from Herne Hill to St. Paul’s there ’s a 
service at 3*30 a.m:. TJp with the lark, forsooth I Why, 
the Lark’s not “ in it ” with the L. C. & D. Co. I WeU, 
well, we are but worms of the earth, and therefore bound 
to be caught and picked up by such an Early Bird as the 
I L. C. & D. Co. These Early Services are indeed worthy 
of the very Earliest Christians. 


ADAPTED TO CIECUMSTANCES. 

Sir,— I am watching the case of “ Little Lord Fauntleroy ” with 
some anxiety, as, if it goes against the defendant, I shall find 
myself in an awkward predicament. I happen to have adapted for 
stage purposes, without asking the permission of the author, a 
popular Three- volume Novel. I must honestly say I think, in my 
own opinion, I have vastly improved it ; but if, in spite of this, the 
decision now pending is given in favour of the originator of the 
work, what, I ask, is to become of me ? For it seems that, though 
my right to dramatise the Novel will not be questioned, any attempt 
made by me to distribute their respective parts to the actors will be 
held illegal, and the sending a copy to the Lord Chamberlain will 
be absolutely forbidden. Tms, Sir, will place me under the necessity 
not only of teaching the actors orally, but oblige me to get hold of 
the Lord Chamberlain, and, whether he will or no, read the enfee 
piece aloud to him. Now, how am I to execute the first portion of 
this task ? Am I to button-hole first this actor and then that, and 
continue dinning their parts into their ears, until I think I have 
succeeded in leaving at least some of their words in their heads ? 
What of the actor who is accustomed to study in bed in the morn- 
ing ? Am I to pounce on him before he gets up, and refuse to let 
him stir till he has heard me go through his part several times ? 
The entire matter is beset with difficulties. Could I take the entire 
company on a pic-nic in an omnibu^ and read the play to them the 
whole way there and back, or could I ask them all to dinner every 
day for a month, and get through as much as they would stand of 
it at a time at dessert? 

Then as to the Licenser— how should I manage him ? He, I fear, 
would be sure to resent a three-hours’ reading. Would it be better 
to rush in, take him by storm, lock his door, and saying boldly, 
“No, it’s no use calling for help; you are going to hear it,” fire 
away, ^d get through it at one sitting as fast as 1 could, or should 
I drop in on him at odd moments like a sort of Paul Pry^ and remark- 
ing pleasantly, “ Now you ’Uhear a little bit more to-day, won’tyou?” 
get through the matter in mstalments by sheer force of pushing, and 
taking him at a disadvantage when he ’s not expecting it ? 


But to teU you the truth, I am not at all sanguine about my 
success with the Licenser, even if I am able, which I don’t exactly 
see how I shall be, to carry matters through successfully with the 
company. Perhaps though, the pending decision may not involve a 
recourse to some of the above suggestions. If, however, it does, 
I assure you. Sir, I shall think twice before I again meddle with the 
work of the mere Novelist, and invest it unsolicited with the dignity 
and origmaKty that can alone be imparted to it by 

Yours, at present in some dilemma, 

The Dramatic Adabter. 

ON THE LAWN. 

(By a Puzzled Wooer,) 


She ’s really very pretty 
And graceful— not a doubt ; 
She ’s clever, too, and witty. 

But I can’t quite make her out. 

Lam her great admirer ; 

I think 1 could be more. 

But I ’m half afraid I tire her, 
And she ’s thinking me a bore. 

We ’re sitting here together ; 

To leave she’s just refused. 

So I think I ’ll ask her whether— 
No— why ’s she so amused ? 

Her red lips, pursed demurely. 
Enclose a smile within ; 

And levity is surely 
Shown in her quivering chin. 

Blue eyes, so bright and clever, 
Sparkle beneath her hat— 


I wonder now what ever^. 

She can be laughing at 

Her soft tones are delicious 
As she turns again to speak;; 
But really I ’m suspicious 
Of that dimple iu her cheek. 

Her face is sweet, and round it 
Fair hair twines (o’er her brow) 
Like softest— there, confound it I 
What can amuse her now ? 

Now she looks somewhat grander, 
Which gives an added charm. 
Who cares to understand her ? 
For laughter does no harm. 

’Tis her saucy nature merely; 

From mischief laughter fiows, 

I love her ? Ah, how dearly I 
Then shall I ? Yes, here goes I 


“ OssmcATiON OE THE DramaI”— T he revival of the sporting 
racing play, The Run of Luck^ at Drury Lane. 
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Souse of Commons^ Monday^ Nighty March 26. — Budget Night. 
GoscHBisr explained little provisions of Ids plan in speech, three hours 
and three-quarters long. - To be precise, speech took three hours and 
a quarter. Additional half-hour occupied by succession of apologies 
for length of speech. Brought down notes of his address in series of 
volumes of manuscript. At end of first three hours Members anx- 
iously regarded diminishmg pile on left hand of orator. Much cheered 
by discovery that there did not appear to be more than four volumes 
left. Some revulsion of feeling created by Ashmeau-Babtlett at 
this moment bringing in fresh glass of water, making the sixth. 
But this happily proved to be excess of zeal. Ashmead remembers 
how, in far-off days, when he was about to make a speech, he used 
to smuggle in glasses of water in his hat. Never makes a speech 
now : draws .quarterly salary instead. Has, therefore, no occasion 
for drawing water. But when let loose in service oi Eight Hon. 
friend, assiduity amazing. Jacxsoet brought in supplies from other 




side ; but Ashmead gave him a tumbler to start with, and then beat 
him. Goscheit mopped it all up with avidity, first one side, then the 1 
other. Looked as if he were going to put tax on table water, and 
was laying in considerable stores at old rates. 

A prodigious speech ! half as long again as Eitchie’s, and twice 
as intricate. Glai>st0]O! enjoyed himself accordingly. Only, as 
after disclosure of principles of Local Government Bill, half afraid 
he 's played out. 

“ They won’t want me any more, Toby,” he said, when I saw him 
home as usual after an important speech; ‘‘and fact is, 1 should 
be afraid to go back. They are spoilmg my hand by playing more 
boldly than! dare do. One week we have a Eadical Local Govern- 
ment Bill, the next a Democratic Budget. When a Tory Chancellor 
of the Exchequer takes off the Hawkers’ Licence and claps five 
shillings on champagne, he ’s what you may call burning the candle 
of Democracy at both ends.” 
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T. B. Potter interested auditor. When Goschen came to ^ction 
of his speech where he frothed np champagne sixpence a bottle, 
the countenance of roysterers sitting near fell. Potter s face, on 
contrary, illumined by sunny smile ^at ; 
oast roseate hue over broad folds of white ; 

“ Do you like to see champagne put up ?” 

FARaUHAESON, ■ 

sion of Morning Sitting. Quite a heavy debate on work of Land 
Commission in Ireland. Randolph: said a few last words before 
Recess to comfort Ministry. So did Gladstone. This opened fresh 
opportunity for Arthur Balfour to show his profound scorn for 
Ireland and the Irish. 

At last Orders run through, and. Motion for Adjournment over 
Holidays made. Then Irish Question' broke out in fresh place. That 
pink of Irish chivalry, Tay Pay, came to the front, and bludgeoned 
Balpoub. 

J. F. X. O’Brien fixed Chief Secretary with his fiashing eye. 
(Dick Power — Where is Dick 

Power, by the way ?~-onee told me 

that X. in these initials stands 

for Executioner, O’Brien having 

twenty years ago, been sentenced 

to death for high treason.) Talk 

went on to half-past six,^ ten 

minutes to seven, if debate still in Vi ^ 

progress, House must needs meet Q yTi 

again at nine. Easter Holidays in 

danger. House in such emergency ^ 

looks trustfully to Old Morality. ^ 

Evidently on tne pounce this hour 

past. Came down at half-past jHh|L 

six, William Redmond just risen Mg Mmmmi 

to supplement Tay Pay’s exhibi- 

tion of what Ireland can produce 

in these degenerate days. Old 

Morality’s extinguisher promptly WM 

popped ou, and expectant holiday- 

makers breathed again. IlMMPlMflL 

From beneath extinguisher, mmSmlmi 

truculent voice of Redmond ex- 
claiming, “ Why don’t you let me f///l 

answer the Chief Secretary?” 

Pretty to see Old Morality wink. ^ 

Not used to indulge in such exM- >V/«7 

hitions of levity. But W. Redmond Jm/' cJy' 

under extinguisher had so exactly 

hit the point. “Let him answer Lookine Daffeers.” 

the Chief Secretary!” Why if ^ ^ ^ ^ 

opportunity had been supplied. Chief Secretary would have been 
shattered. Government would have toppled down, and chaos would 
have come, 

“ Not if we know it,” said Old Morality’s wink, as plainly as if it 
spoke. 

Closure carried. Motion for Adjournment agreed to. House went 
o£E for Easter Holidays. 

Novelty in “Petit Pain.”— Boulanger’s New B.ole, Apply t 
the Boulangerie Co., Limited. 

THE BUDGET. 

Mb. Puncih, Sir, — H aving devoted one whole day to endeayonring to 
cathom the numerous mysteries of the last new Budget, which reqairea 
more than four hours’ elaborate descrip- , 

iion by its talented and knowing author I 

;o explain to an entranced House of Com- ' | 

tnons, I can now, Sir, in accordance with 1 

^our suggestion, explain the whole mat- 
;er so clearly and so explicitly, that the 

sonventional Schoolboy can thorougmy y\ 

comprehend it. The whole secret of its ■ 

>rilliant success is its simplicity; It was 1 ^ ^ '' " 

preceded, as we all know, especially un- - i | - 'j , f 

brtunate Bondholders, by the attempt to ' i"' - 

make the simplicity of the 3 per cents. . 

more simple by reducing them to the still sweeter simpliciw ot 2f , 
and the success of this brilliant idea being once assured, the rest 
followed as a matter of course. . ^ /.nr • • 

First came the startling announcement that the great Magician 
from the land of Goshen- had to deal with an enormous surplus of 
no less than £2,165,000 I^and the delighted House prepared to listen 
with rapture to the announcement of the many nuwances in the 
shape of taxes that were about to be ' remitted. But the great 
Magician waved his wand, and .behold the whole of this enorinous 
surplus, and something more, was to be deyot^ to the reliei ot 
something or somebody that his colleague, Mr. Ritchie, had tried 
to explain a few nights previously, though with only very partial 

SUCCGBS* 

Having thus satisfactorily cleared the ground, first by creating an 
enormous surplus, and then by bidding it vanish into tbm air, tne 
political IProspero again set to work to conjnre up an ^aginary 
surplus to replace that so curiously disposed of, and here his genius 
for simplicity had full play. He first began by introducing the , 
novel idea that all carts should be charged by weight, and proposed 

25. per cwt. as an experiment ; but the Agricultural party groaning 
at this kindly suggestion, he at once consented to except ^ agricul- 
tural carts, this distinction to be^ ascertained by the inscription^ on 
such carts in black letters on a white gronnd. “ This heije Cart is a 
agricultural one principally confined to Taters and Tnrmuts.’ 
This I was told in confidence by an Irish Member. ^ 

Another new idea had dawned npon the financial Wizard, so having 
taxed carts, he next proceeded to tax wheels, and that too at the 
rate of 25 . 6c?. a wheel, if over 2 cwt. I am not a very experienced 
judge in these matters, but I sbonld have thought that few cart- 
wheels would weigh over 2 cwt., but of course be knows what he was 
talking about. Brewers are to be treated rather severely, as they 
will be taxed both for weight and wheels, and will have to pay about 
£300,000 1 Poor Brewers I The next brilliant idea was to tax aU 
pleasure horses 205. each, and all racehorses £5 each; so racing 
Butcher boys will have to lie careful. I am glad to see that the tax 
upon Hawking is to be altogether abolished, but I do pity the poor 
Duke of St. Albans, as I reallydo not see how they can continue his 
salary after that. Why poor W ine Merchants should have to pay 

55 . per dozen on wine, it sold in bottles, and nothing at all if^ sold in 
flagons or hogsheads, I caimot understand, but rich financiers are 
always hard npon poor retailers. 

The one point in the whole mysterious matter that I do understand 
thoroughly is that the Income Tax is to be reduced to the sweet 
simplicity of 6^. in the pound, which I am very much pleased with, 
as it makes the calculation of how much one has to pay so much more 
simple. I do not sufficiently understand about companies’ registra- 
tion fees, or stamps on foreign securities, to know how they will 
operate and on whom, hut having devoted two hours to calculating 
how the new Budget will affect me, I arrive at the following result. 

I possess £20,000 in the simple 3 per cents,, which have produced 
me during the last twenty years £600 per annum, I will therefore say, 

Income £600 0 0 

Loss on Conversion . . . 50 0 0 

Tax on 1 Horse . , . . 10 0 

,, ,, 1 Carriage . . . . 10 0 

,, ,, 4 Wheels, at 25. 6c?. . . 0 10 0 

„ „ Wine, at 65 . per dozen, say 1 10 0 

54 0 0 

Saving Ic?. in the Pound, Income Tax 2 5 10 

J Nett Loss . . . £51 14 2 

With this startling resnlt staring me in the face, I feel considerable 
^ difficulty in joining heartily in the chorus of praise of the Budget, 
that it took its author nearly four hours to explain, and the evil 
effects of which he could, of course, easily avoid by selling out hisi 
Consols a month ago, and laying in a heavy stock of bottled wine. 

Joseph Greenhorn. 


I^OTIOE. — Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case ho retT:p:hed, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
tiiefe will be no exception. 



April 14, 1888.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 



Op one Ezekiel Smith 
I have a tale to tell ; 

A man of parts and pith ; 

I knew him well. 

Ko man was more alert, 

Or talkier, or gayer. 

Of Dee^dene-in-the-Birt 
District Surveyor. 

Ezekiel had two eyes. 

One blue, the other brown, 

One seemed to scan the skies. 

And one looked down. 

A curious kind of squint ! 

And of these optics twain, 

One read the smallest print 
Without a strain ! 

The other had the range 
Of a race-glassj hut close 
Saw nothing (which was strange) 
Beneath his nose. 

Odd-eyed Ezekiel 
Inspected and surveyed, 

And did it passing well ; 

Or so men said. 

Local Authorities 
Are men of nerve and phlegm ; 
The inan of the odd eyes 
Satisded them^ 

The builders also thrived, 
Exceedingly content. 

So with the men who lived 
Upon Ground Rent. 

The tenants only — such 
Are tenants ! — did not smile. 
They murmured very much. 

And all the while. 

They said the drains would smell, 
They said the floors]would creak. 
They said the doors would swell, 
The roofs would leak. 

They are a cross-grained lot, 

Are tenants. Smith, muchbored, 
Pooh-pooh’dtheicplaints as ‘ ‘ rot,” 
Their woes ignored. 

At last a tenant came 
To Deepdene-in-the-Dirt, 


“3ut if he had two eyes 
Of quite unequal range, 
’TwouLd lessen one’s surprise, 
’Twould seem less strange. 

“ An eagle orb applied 
(Unblinkered by a fee) 

To plaster gaping wide 
Is hound to see. 

“ A wall not underpinned, 
Foundations of foul slime, 

Such eye is, .sure to find, 

In proper time. 

“ But if the mole-eye ’s used 
On Jerry- work (of him 
Who ‘ tips ’ hath not refused) 

Its vision’s dim. 

“Muck-mortar, crumbling brick. 
Bad drainage, fetid nook, 

A sight not long or quick 
May overlook. 

“Whilst it, perchance, perceives 
The fee which— unawares — 


The Jerry-builder leaves 
Upon the stairs. 

“Nature, my worthy friends. 
Will join the bat and lynx 
To gain her wondrous ends. 
A3 i ! she ’s a sphinx. 

“ I know a man but stay ! 

My dear Ezekiel. 

What %8 the matter, pray_? 
You don’t look welL” 


You don’t look well.’ ’ 

The Odd-Eyed One, indeed, 

Had fallen in a fit. 

This broke up Burt’s Big Feed, 
His guests did fiit. 

Ezekiel “ came round,” 

But what struck some as strange, 

His health, he straightway found. 
Required a change. 

He was not long a stayer 
At Deepdene-in-the Dirt, 

And— well, its new Surveyor 
Is Peter Burt. 


A humorist, his name 
Was Peter, Burt. 

He very soon made friends 
With everybody round. 

A smiling wit — who spends — 

Is seldom found. 

He had a genial face, 

Inclining men to chat, 

He soon had all the place 
Beneath his hat. 

One day he gave a feed. 

Churchwarden Michael Pott 
Said, “ This ’ere chap indeed 
Well knows wot’s wot.” 

“ An excellent repast ! ” 

Said Mr. Roach, the Rector. 

“ A 1,” said Lemuel Last, 
Nuisance Inspector. 

As for the Odd-Eyed One, 

He, with a swelling shirt. 
Proposed — ’twas neatly done — 
The health of Burt, 

He, toying with a peach, 

Said, ‘ ‘ Thanks 1 It is my glory 
Never to make a speech. 

I ’ll teU a story. 

“ Nature has wondrous ways ; 

In her all wit ’s embodied,” 

He said, and fixed his gaze 
Upon the Odd-Eyed. 

‘ ‘ A man is not a fiy , 

Or so says Mr. Pope, 

(Whose poems, by the bye, 

You read, I hope,) 

“ But Nature can adjust 
Man’s vision to, his need, 

, (You, all of you, I trust, 

, Your Darwih read,) 

“ You possibly might think 
That man an optic ninny 
Who could not see — ^that shrink, 

, And cowZiZ— this guinea.” 

(He pointed to the door 
Whereon a yawning crack 
G^ed half an inch, or more. 

In zig-zag track.) 


AUSTRALIA VICTRIX. 

Victoria is starting its own Fleet, with a line-of-battle ship, 
several gunboats, a cruiser or two, and torpedo craft. Very crafty 
—and very pretty too I More power to her elbow— also her Mel- 
bourne ! England and Australia will in the future have a sort of 
dual control of the Southern Seas. Perhaps in our European wars, 
if we have any, we shall be aided by an Australian naval contingent, 
as well as a milita^ one — only can a thing which exists be called 
contingent f And if some of the ships were sunk, would the rest 
be styled a “ contingent remainder ” ? Naturally the biggest island 
in the world has the biggest coast-line, and so needs the largest 
fieet. Then will foRow a healthy rivalry — ^New South Wales wiR 
try to vie with Victoria- Queensland will try to out-torpedo both. 
Federation is the thing — to prevent the different Australian Colonies 
from being at Southern Cross-purposes when they aR have their 
own navies, 

The Cry of the Connoisseur. 

I LIKE a good Jan Van Beers, I do, 

I ’m partial to true Jan Van Beers ; 

But when I ’m informed that his pictures in hosts 

Are signed by his Valet and painted by “ ghosts,” 

I cry out on false Jan Van Beers I 

Tout de Sweet.— -Mr. Phtero, the clever author of Sweet Zaven^ 
der, complains, in a letter to Mr. Mot Thomas, who commands the 
Daily News Theatrical Column, that our genial contributor, “A 


Nasty Oke,” has found a fault with his play because Mr, Terry, as a 
Barrister, robes in his Chambers in the Inner Temple, and wears his 
bands, or “band” (as Mr. Pxntbro prefers to call them) over his 


scarf. Mr. Pinero suggests that now the Law Courts are moved 
from Westminster to the Strand all the Chancery men robe in 
Chambers, and only a few Common Law men use the robing-room. 
Mr. Pinero is wrong. Long before Westminster {qua Law Courts) 
was abolished, the Equity men, having to practise in Lincoln’s 
Inn, robed in their Chambers, but the vast majority of the Common 
Law men on the active list then, as now, assumed their wigs and 
gowns in the Courts of Justice. But this is a very smaR matter. 
“ Surely,” adds our genial contributor, himself a barrister with a 
rare practice, “Mr. Pinero should be satisfied with my unqualified 


approval of his capital Comedy— a piece which, it wiR be seen (by 
reference to “ A Nasty One’s” notice of the play), only requires a 
Rttle re-arrangement to become practicaRy perfect.” 


Pbttino at Petty Sessions. — According to the JSssex County' 
Chronicle, the Brentwood,’Magistrates must be amusing persons, A 
few days since a labourer was brought up before tluree of them, 
Messrs. Petrb (in the chair), Ind, and Lescher, charged with 
stealing six pounds'tof beef, and dismissed. To quote our contem- 
porary, the Bench “ gave him the benefit of the doubt, the Chairman 
warning him to be more careful in the future.” No doubt, in 
“reported oases ” this decision wiR rank with the celebrated verdict, , 
“Not guilty, but don’t do it again.” From his proneneas to blow; 
people up it might be thought that the full name of the Chairman 
should be Salt Petbe, were it not evident that Simple Petrb or 
Petre Simple would be equaRy appropriate. 
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HAT KIND 


TO OUR YOLUNTEER3. 

' Eobm, form, RiRemen, form I 

Form, and prepare to protect yonr Qtteen I ” 

But not upon Wimbledon Common, dear boys, 

For Yilladom’s big-wigs it greatly aunoys. 

And moveth Q-eobgb Rahgek to spleen. 

Spite of stinginess, snub, and official rebuke. 

Form ! — It ^s your duty to Country and dueen. 

But if you seek aid from a great Royal Duke, 

By George, you must be jolly green ! 

Ho, shift the rifle-range, pack up the tent : 

You might fight the Russian, you cannot fight Rent I 


A YOICE FROM PATNA. 

“ Justice to ” — ^no, not Ireland, though there is a Pat 
in Patna— but justice to Mr. Tatiee, of Patna, is what 
every Englishman must demand of the Government. 
The Times^ in the course of a powerful article, stating 
the case clearly last Friday, told us that Mr. Commis- 
sioner Taylbe is now eighty-one years of age, and, on 
the principle “It is never too late to mend,” appeals 
to the Government to remove the stigma on Mr. Taylee, 
and “redress the great and scandalous injustice of 
which,” for thirty years, “he has been the victim.” 
All who have read the narrative will say the same; 
and Mr, Punch trusts that the present Government will 
lose no time in giving us a splendid illustration of 
“ Sartor PesartusP 

A REMINISCENCE. 

Champagne Goschen is my name ! 
Champagne Goschen is my name ! 

Good for any sort of tax, dear boys. 

Put it on to wheels and pleasure hacks, my boys. 
Champagne Goschen is my name I 
Beautiful to look on is my game 1 
Good for any sort of tax, my boys ! 

Oh, that ’s the little game of Jokin’ G. I 

“Happy Retuens.”— Mr, Heney Ieting and Miss 
Ellen Teeey reappear on Saturday next at the Lyceum. 
They have come back in excellent health and spirits, 
although he is feeling uncommonly doUarous. Miss Ellen 
is brimming over with good stories about aR parts, even 
the wildest, of America. In fact she is quite a new 
edition of Backwoods Misselleny, 


MADAME LA RlPUBLiaUE. 

{Imitated^ at a respectful distance, from Owen MereditNs Madame La 
Marquise,’') 

The folds of her short-skirted latter-day dress 
Spread over her chaise-longue^ fall on fall, 

AlS she lounges in languorous loveliness. 

With a smile— and a frown — for all. 

On her petulant face there ’s a boding shade. 

As her Phrygian cap in the air she flings. I 

She is hardly at home with herself, I ’m afraid : 

In the firelight sparkle her rings. 

As she lolls, — ^peevish fire in her Pompadour eyes 
The long, sleepy, soft silken lashes beneath ; 

Through her Rahab-thread lips, stirred to pettish replies, 
Breaks the gleam of white tigerish teeth. 

As she lolls,— where your eye, by her beauty subdued, 

Droops — ^from under the drapery scanty and slight 

The neatest of feet, sa&o^-slipper’d, protrude, 

Till one shoe she flings off — ^as in spite. 

As one bends o|er her bosom to tell her the news, I 

A moue nmtine she makes ; she is charmingly chic, \ 

But what, had she really the power to choose, 

She would fix upon, vainly you ’ll seek. 

So she sits in the fire’s swiftly-flickering light, 

With a flickering smile, like Spring sunshine on flowers ; 

Brmuyee to death, you would say, weary quite 
Of ufe and its pleasures and powers. 

Wl^t next ? ^ What new amant or mode may she try P 
W^hat fashion for her has a permanent filmy m p 


The purple, the tricolor ? Peace will^she cry, 

Or rouse atjthe summons to arm P 

Attractive she is to the coldest beholder, 

A beauty to fascinate even her foes ; 

But that fi.dgety foot, and that petulant shoulder. 

Speak much more of pique than repose. 

For Imperial sunlight some swear she is made, 

To loll upon purple with insolent smile ; 

Yet fanatics of freedom and servants of trade 
Have successfully wooed— for a while. 

Can you find out her heart through that silk or that lace ? 

You have seen her in every description of dress ; 

She ’ll show Amazon bosom, or Bacchanal face, 

But what her heart ’s like can you guess ? 

She has tried every man, every mode in her world. 

Soft Imperial sin, fierce Republican passion ; 

Still her weary red lips are with discontent curled ; 

Is she thinking of changing the fashion ? 

She is fair I— but, when angered, she yearns to taste blood ; 
She is sweet — ^but there ’s flame in her Lamia kiss. 

Will Mars or will Maenad next master her mood ? 

Is it worth while to guess at all this P 

The Geammae oe Dissent.— The Scotch Professor— there is only 
one, and his name is Blackie — ^has broken out again ; thi« time on 
the rabject of grammar. He says, “ Everybody who was ever 
worth anything ” wrote bad grammar — which is quite true. There 
are lots of men worth thousands who have risen— risen from the 
ranks- far above Lindley Mtjeeay. The Professor doesn’t believe 
m grammar— he “believes in soul.” This is really spirited. Evi- 
dently Dr. Blackie is the grandly contradictory sort of personage 
who would prefer the “ three are note ” to the “ three R’s.” 
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MOST IMPOETANT; 

OE, HOW WB INTBEVIEW NOW. 

[Des;patch from our Extra- Special Sigh-Tres- 
sure CorrespondenU) 

Paris, April 1. 

I AM writing this, hurriedly, in a dark 
and draughty corner of General Botjlan- 
gee’s corridor. I am writing it on a pecu- 
liar page— I may say a page of history. In 
other words, one of the General’s pages, a 
little Hebrew in buttons, is ‘‘making a 
back” for me, upon which I write, as on a 
table. Should this* MS. be difficult to 
decipher, you will understand that it is 
because the page’s back is not so steady as it 
might be. It is, in fact, queerly conyulsed 
at irregular intervals, almost as though the 
little Hebrew in buttons were laughing at 
me ! But that, of course, cannot be I 
The General receives in single file, as 
though his interviewers were Casuals, or 
applicants at a Soup Kitchen. To each 
visitor he accords a special tete-d-tete. But 
with those he receives first he converses 
for a longer period than with others. I 
was not among those he received first. 

When I passed into the salon, I found the 
General alone, standing looking at a lot of 
photographs of himself. His motto is evi- 
dently Nosce teipsum» His back was turned 
towards me as I entered. He did not change 
his position while I remained. He simply 
glanced over his left shoulder at me now 
and again, almost with courtesy* His back 
is a very striding one, singularly expres- 
sive in its shrugs j emphatically the back 
of a Frenchman with a future in front of 
him, and an interviewer behind him. 

“ Shall you go to the Nord yourself, M. le 
G^n§ral ? ” I began. 

“Ah,” with a shrug of the shoulder, 

“ that is my aSair. It is a great principle 
on which I take my stand. That principle 
may or may not require my presence. If I 
go, I go. Otherwise, not.” 

I bowed my thanks for this important 
confidence. “May I ask you to define a 
principle?” I pursued. 

“He who can rightly divide and define, 
is a god,” said the General, oracularly. 
“Some Greek philosopher said so, did he 
not ? lam not a god.” 

“Ah, General!” I cried, deprecatingly, 
“ the people axe of a different opinion. At 
least you are an idol* Anyhow, can you 
give me your idea of Revision ? ” 

(With explosive animation.) “That is 
my secret. I keep it to myself. Don’t 
you wish you may get it ? ” 

Again I thanked him with effusion for 
his exceeding[ candour. The General 
seemed more Interested in the toe of his 
boot than in me. I hoped there was no 
connection in his mind between the two 
subjects. But, from prudential motives, 
I backed nearer to the door. I proceeded. 

“ Can you at least tell me ££ you con- 
template abolition of the Senate, or any 
chaise in the constitution of that body ? ” 

“ I am constitutionally contemplative,” 
he replied, looking at his plain honest 
bourgeois face in a mirror, Make what 
you can of that. I can’t tell you any 
more.” 

“ Pardon me, M. le G^n^ral, if I say that 
your attitude — a very fine one, and most 
military, I am sure— reminds me of Mr, 
Gladstone when people try to draw him 
with regard to Home Rule plans. He says 
he won’t be led into a trap.” 

“ The Old Parliamentary Hand is right,” 
said the General. “I’m only a Young 
Parliamentary Hand, but you won’t play 
the political palmist with me, I can tell you. 















r: ^ 


BISMARCK FORBIDS THE BANNS! 

I’m not going to give myself away” (with growing animation, and swinging 
almost excitedly). ” Why should I? If you declare your plans, they are nddled_^fore 
they are ripe. I shall unriddle them myself —when the time comes. I prefer to play CEdipus 
to my own Sphinx. I’ve already put my policy into a nutshell, which let them orwk who 
can. “ If I claimed to be the Saviour ot Society I should he a madman; if I didn’t make 


“ Subject tabooed I ” said the General, curtly. Besides, I m a civilian now, you know. 

“ On only the retired list, M. le General,” said I, with native archness. Free to play 
the Gambetxa in Politics ; free also, at a military crisis, to play the Napoleon in the field. 
I think you’ve scored twice there.” ^ . • -u-iv j a i. 

“ Got ’em both,” said the General, epigrammaticaUy, looking at a comic biUiard-sketch on 
the w^all. 

“ And meanwhile, M. le General,” said I, insinuatingly, “what shall you dof ” ^ 

“I shall reserve my plans, and I shall wait* You needn't he added, with emphasis, 
turning towards me, for the first time, right foot foremost* 1 didn’t I 

Elementaet Teachers, — ^Bitter Easterly winds. Blackthorn winter, cold, frost, snow, 
and hailstorms, sleet, cyclones, and blizzards. 
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MR. PUNCHES VERY QUEER STORIES. 

PBOFESSOR aHINEAFArS FIRST LECTURE. 

It was a pleasant and select party that was assembled at the 
Shambles. The occasion was a remarkable one. Professor SiLMBO 

^ Gitinbaj'a.t, the newly-appointed 

Oxford Leotnrer, was to deliver on 
morrow Ms first popular address 
, 1 neighbouring market town of 

Now tfe Professor was altogether a 
‘ distinguished and notable personage. 

■' Born in Africa, he had fallen early 
: into the clutches of a troupe of wan- 

’ . , dering Negro Minstrels, who brought 

him to tMs country as a speculation, 
and all the impressions of Ms earlier i 
years were ac<inired in the company of these musical children of Ms 
race, in whose performances he had taken a part, and whose lot, 
oast as it was in the rambling life of the caravan, he had shared. 

From this, though, it must be added, at the time somewhat against 
Ms will, he was rescued by an enterprising agent of a local School 
Board, who, attracted by Ms pecnuarly rich laugh and singular 
power of repartee, as evinced in Ms introduced conversations with 
the Banjo Man in the entertainment, foresaw how, if these gifts 
were properly utilised, they might be made to subserve the noblest 
purposes of educational advancement. Nor was the agent disap- 
pointed. Si-MBo GhuiNEAFiLT rapidly distinguished himself, and, 
securing a Triple First at Durham, in a very short time attracted 
the notice of the older University. The Chair of PMebotomy fell 
vacant. The authorities offered it to Mm. He accepted it with 
alacrity, and was installed forthwith. 

So Sambo Q-uiweafat, M.A., filled the Oxford Chair, and as Sir 
Chivet and Lady Shivers introduced Mm to the select circle 
assembled to meet him in the great drawing-room at the Shambles, 
and they surveyed his dignified bearing, his faultless black suit, 
gold eye-glasses, carefully-brushed hair, and general professorial 
completeness, they could not but admit that, but for his rich black 
colour, he was as good and real a Don as any who at that moment 
happened to be parading the High Street of the great University 
town itself. 

“You win take Miss Flttb in to dinner, Professor,” remarked 
Lady Shivers, with an arch smile. 

The Professor, who was discussing some abstruse theories of 
evolution with a scientific celebrity, gave a courtly bow, and 
offered the middle-aged lady referred to Ms arm. She had been 
standing coyly by, listening in rapt attention to Ms learned dis- 
course, and blushed as she accepted the preferred gallantry. TMs 
fair though washed-out creature was the Q-overness of the house- 
hold, and, during the Professor’s short stay, had assisted him in his 
search for books in the library. He had spoken to her enthusiasti- 
cally of Ms early African experiences. So the charm had been 
wrought. The swarthy University Othello had captivated the 
worshipping, scantily aubum-haired Desdemona, She felt! that, 
were he to ask her, she could share with him Ms Professorial chair. 

Only that very morning, when handing him a volume of JSlair^s 
Sermons^ he had said, “Why, Missie, why do you call ^im ‘Pro- 
fessor^? Why do you not caU ’im ‘Sambo’?” She had only 
replied, “Oh, Mister Sambo, how can you go on so! ” and he had 
laughed a low rich guttural “ Yeogh, yeogh, yeogh ! ” in response. 
She knew from, that hour, if she so willed it, she could win him. 
So, when Lady Shivers, whose q.uick feminine instmct had divined 
in which quarter the wind was blowing, had consigned her to his 
charge at dinner with a significant nod, she blushed. 

“ You are not nervous about to-morrow’s lecture ? ” she asked, 
looking up at him with what was intended to be a little moue, 

“No, Missie, ’im berry fit! ’Im never was more fit, Missie. 
Yeogh I yeogh I yeogh ! ” And he laughed again richly and deeply. 
Then they went in to dinner. 

The entertainment went off as such entertainments generally do. 
There were awkward pauses at first. Still, as the “tinned” oysters and 
salmon and “ canned rabbit,” began to be washed down by the sweet, 
cheap, but rather head 3 r, champagne, upon wMoh Sir Chivet haa 
not scrupled to regale his guests, the conversation gradually became 
general, and the Politics of the country, the state of the crops, the 
sporting prospects, the forthcoming Lecture, were all tossed helter- 
skelter together in the general onflow of the talk. Suddenly there 
came a pause, wMch left Lady Psxche Raffraii, in complete pos- 


sne naa seen at tne u air at JJuiKbury tnat very aiternoon. 

“ You really must see them, Captain,” she .was saying. “ They 
are far and away the best Niggers I have ever seen. You know I 
go in for the^ banjo a little bit, but their right-hand man was so 
I splendid on it that, really, he has quite taken the conceit out 
I of me. I don’t tMnk I shall ever try to touch it again.” 


“By Jove!” responded the Captain gallantly. And then the 
interrupted flow of conversation again burst out on all sides, and was 
about to rattle on as merrily as ever, when it was suddenly arrested 
by the general attention being called in the direction of the Professor, 

; xmo, with a dazed far-off stare, gazed, as if in some absorbed trance, 
at the Lady PsrcHis, and then, as if overmastering some powerful 
inward emotion, he addressed her in a husky voice — 

“You saw dem Niggers playing at de fair, MaarmP” he asked, 
in a voice trembling with smothered emotion. 

“ Oh ! yes, Professor, and very good they were, and they are going 
on with their performances now, no doubt ; though I hear the Fair 
closes to-night,” she added, with an inconsequent little laugh. 

Then the conversation once more became general. The Professor, 
however, took no part in it. He sat in his seat as one thunderstruck, 
overwhelmed as if with some resistless inward reflection that com- i 
peUed him to silence. Amidst the general hilarity of the table Ms j 
condition passed unnoticed, hut Miss Fbttb had quickly detected it. | 
She endeavoured to rouse him by directing Ms attention to the 
aspic of turkey’s eggs that the servant was handing him. He i 
made no reply, but, with his eyes steadily fixed before him, kept 
mumbling to himself. 

Miss Flttb listened. She thought she caught the words, “ Oh'I 
Q-oUy ! Golly I Oh ! Jehoshaphat I ’Im a berry good corner-man,” 
Then she grew alarmed. She connected the weird change that had 
come over Mm with the mention of the Nigger Minstrels, and an 
unaccountable sickening sense of fear possessed her. At that 
moment the ladies rose. He was still mumbling “Oh! Golly! 
GoUy ! ” absently to himself, and did not even notice her departure. 

Cigars were produced. The smoke seemed at length to rouse the | 
Professor from Ms reverie. He rose, and addressed Ms host. j 

“I think, Saar, I will just take a turn on the terrace. ’Im 
berry fine evening,” he continued, approaching the window. i 

“ Do, by all means,” responded the genial Sir Chtvet, hospitably 
shutting out Ms University guest in the bleak and sleet-ariying | 
October night. j 

In another minute the Professor was darting over the flower-beds 
in the -.direction of the Great Park Gates. At length these were 
passed. The lights of the market town shone in the near distance, 

“ Oh, Golly I Golly! oh, Jehoshaphat I ” he cried, throwing up Ms 
arms wildly. “ How ’im ’ab longed to meet dem Niggers ; but ’im i 
will to-night. Yeogh! Yeogh! Yeogh! But ’im will to-night.” 

Then, in leaps and bounds, dashing over ditches, past copses, and 
throuirh hedgerows, the newly-elected Oxford Professor flew on 
the wings of the night, and, with eager gaze, |in breatMess haste, 
made straightway for the Market Fair at Bnlkbnry. 

# # # # # # 

It was late in the evening now. There were shouts of uproarious 
merriment issuing from the principal booth, the crowded approaches 
to wMch showed that some nnusnal attraction within had evidently 
succeeded in suiting the public taste, A pale lady, with scanty 
auburn hair, whose dinner-dress was concealed by an old ulster, had 
just paid her two-pence at the doors, and entered the hack of the 
reserved seats. This was Miss Flttb. When the gentlemen had 
joined the ladies the Professor had been missed, and the incident of the 
Terrace having been mentioned, she had, with a terrible instinct, con- 
jectured where she should Jind him. She had crept out of the house, 
and, to verify her worst suspicions, made for the Christy Minstrel 
Show. With a terrible sense of shame and fear she cast her eyes 
towards the platform. She knew the worst. There, partly disguised 
with a huge burlesque white tie and collar, a long swallow-tailed 
wMte and red striped coat trimmed with buttons as large as muffins, 
0 :oin^ through frantic 'gesticulations and antics with the bones, so 
inspired with frenzy that they seemed to work up Ms audience to 
uncontrollable heights of enthusiasm, in the corner seat sat the Pro- 
fessor of Phlebotomy, And the whole forces of his nature, pent up 1 
for years in artificial restraints, appeared to have broken loose at last 
in one gigantic rush. The trainia^ of his early youth triumphantly | 
vindicated itself. His bursts of wild and exuberant humour knew i 
no bounds. 

As Miss Fltte leant pale and staggering for support against the 
damp canvas back of the tent, he again broke into a rich chuckle 
and interrogated one of Ms brother minstrels with a banjo. 

“When, Massa,” he asked, “am a pigeon, not a pigeon? Yon 
give ’im up ? Den I tell you. Yeogh 1 yeogh ! yeogh It is when 
’im am, Saar, a pigeon-pie ! ” 

Thunders of applause followed this sally. Then he seemed fairly 
possessed. But matters culminated at last. At a caU from the 
audience he threw Mmself into the fantastic extravagances of an 
impromptu clog-dance with such unrestrained gusto and aplomb, 
that he regularly brought down the house. After tMs Miss Flttb 
could witness the terrible sight no longer. She crept back to her 
room at the Shambles by a back way, but she knew that she had lost 
her Professor for ever. 

When inquiries were made for Mm next morning at breakfast, 
she kept her secret. Meantime, the troupe of Christy Minstrels 
had moved on to another and a distant market-town with their 
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new reornit. At eleven o’clock the Town Hall was packed with, an designing- Kabx, the executors (of the Wrms), L. md H. 
pxnfirtant iihronff but tii6 Professor did not put in an appeajance. costumiers, CoLiJNSOif Lo^ the Pompadour upholsterers, Katm 
T here was search and inquiry for him, but the Committee were Lajsote the danoin^-mistr^, Claekson the great ^g Mmi^er, 
reluctantly compelled to admit that they “did not know what had the Ji^chinist,, Mr. g^ant little Waxes, 

h“7him?’ . “It’s very awkwid.” they said; and the 


au(Hence had sulkily to disperse. 

And so ended what should ha'^ 
Lecture. 


have been Professor Ghtneaeat’s First 


HAY MARKET POMP-ADORERS. 


of the first-night audience on their individual and combined success. 

Barely has such a series of Pompadour pictures been seen on the 
stage. I question whether the courtier on the left side of & the stage 
is wearing quite the right sort of buckle in his left shoe, and I 
should be disposed to doubt the strict accuracy of an inch of the 
trimming worn by the lady who stands at the back of the stage, 
almost hidden by Miss Ross LEcnEEcq, who is the most winning 


It is not an easy matter to exactly classify ITAe Pompadour and charmingly graceful figure, and the one experienced ac^ssin 
amongst the entertainments of the present itime. it I think I should aUJthat crowd. I ventine to draw ^e atteidion of Messrs. H. and 
not be very wide of the mark in describinglt as “.an'almost extinct L.^Nathan to thelthird button of QxlUfB^ no, I meani Ko^- 


OperaBouffe'' 
—that is, an^^,^^ 
Opera Bouffe 
from which 
some violent 
convulsion, 
caused by the 
strongly anta- , 
gonistic dra- ' 
matic forces 
known as 
Wills and 
G-eundt, had 
expelled near- 
ly all the 
sprightly ^ 
dialogue, the 
flowing 
rhythm, the (' '% 
comic coup- V 
lets, th.e^r-.^ 
choruses and^^ 
dances, and 
left only some 
broken poetry a-: 
and ancient M , 
witticisms, the 
remains of a 






--v • 










mmjim 








i^taire^s — Fb?- 
taire, mind, 

" not VoUaire^ 
^ — otherwise 
absolutelyjper- 
feet waistcoat. 
T Evidently the 
proverbial 
politesse de 
Louis Quin%ei' 
,, was' only a 
f;. satirical 
phrase for the 
f rudeness with 
V, which the 
^ courtiers 
^ treated one 
^ another at 
^ that period, 
" ^ that is, if the 
5 picture of life 
and manners, 
sayings and 




doing s of 


P Ft ft eentK* 

Haymarket, 
are to be 


(S'^fertrae- « A faithful picture of the manner, of a period iu French History” as preiented on Uie stage of the Haymarket. to be 

serration), one Opira Bouffe monarch, Louis-AsMey-the-Fifteenth taken as seriously representing history. But I don’t helieye it 

struggling for existence, the damaged materials of a comic trio called does : ^ I am still inclined to my first expressed opinions, that tnese 

Broohfield- Voltaire^ Diderot-^ Pollaire^ and Grimm-aldi'-^llan^ one materials are the remains of ^ ^ 

lonely, plaintive air trying to bloom alone in the Third Act, and a an extinct Opera Bouffe, 

few shreds of*Mr, Hamilton Claexb’s melodramatic orchestration, and shonld there he any . i , 

However, if this description be deemed inad^nate, then I shonld doubt in Mr. Tebe’s mmd as ^ V ' 

call thift piece of powder and patchwork not an effect of collaboration, to the lasting^ attraction ^ . * 

but the result of a compromise between Messrs. Wills and Geundt, The Compromise— there can r 

Mr. Beeebobm Teee cannot he too heartily congratulated on his be none as to the durability 

treatment of this Compromise of the stuffs, ".which are of - 
when it was once in his hands, the richest and finest quality ^ 

BHHhHV Poet and Humorist had done —one move is open to him, - 

^ their work, — all the difference and it is this : let him call in -- 

d between “work” and “play,” Mr. Doro^Ay.." Stephenson, 

f ’ — there was some tall writing, andMr.CELLiEE,wholhasun- ^ - 

jMt ^ rather poetic than otherwise, published operas in his head, ^ 

JjBk and there were some rare old or in his desk, — not that I ' ^ ^ \ V\(^" 

u C jokes, — one of them at all would intentionally suggest ^ 

\l Q HDT events older even than Yol- any comparison between the 

W ^ fwrr himself, into whose two receptacles, — ^lethimen- 

\\ month it is put, and which, gageAETHUBRoBEETSfinthe 

\ \ during his visit to England, he prob- absence of Mr. Feed. Leslie, 

ably heard told as a good story of to play Narcisse - on ~ the^ 

what Lord Rochbstee once said to Grin~goire, and with Miss lllk 

\\” Bing Chablbs, when the latter spoke Flobencb St, John for 

^ W of himself as “the Father of his La Plumpadour, the merry The Queen of Prance and fffMBmmS 
ML people,” and which, perhaps, Messrs. Opera Bouffe would run “ it Diamonds. 

\ Wills and Geundt may have re- might be for years, it might he for ever I/’ A propqs 

\ membered as always welcome when- of musical treatment, the prettiest thing in the piece is 

-ra IV ever the play of Charles the Second the song charmingly and most pathetically warbled by 
Colley-Cibber-Yoltaire.Brookfield.(^]3iQ]j ^ great favourite Mrs. Tbee in the Third Act. Jack-in-the-Box. 




with amateurs, Captain Copp being a highly popular character), ^ 

was performed. Tne work also offered a fair chance of arriving xi. -ijs 

somehow or other at a striking tahhau at the end of each Act. Jokinana.— Geob(^ Joeen (who has been to see the revival of 

While Mr. Teee was thinking it over, there came a knock at the the Bun of Luck at Drury Lane), is greatly pleased jnth the per- 

door. “Come ins,CAEEl” exdaimed the humorous Lessee of the formancesat the National Theatre. He says that Hot o:dy are 

Haymarket, andCoM-XNS Caee did. In a second this astute ex- the cheaper parts of the house full every night, hut also, as 

governor of the Grosvenor saw what to do with The Compromise, and might have been expected, the dearer portions. The horses were of 

those who were to be the real collaborators were summoned. To work course sure to look after their own stalls and boxes / He added, ; 
they went, and, at the descent of the curtain on the premiere, all the “ Yon may well call it JjTwry Lane, as I never was more delighted 
coUahorators, Messrs. Tblbin and Johnstone, scene-painters, the in my life P'* | 
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THE WORST OF BEING TOO FUNNY. 

^temoroKs «wm). “I sar, Old Man, that was a STrcK-UP sbt of Pbigs at Old BiiowN’s last 

NIGHT I By JoVB, though— I DID MANAGE TO SCORE OFE THEM A BIT, EH?*' » UAS>i 

B“Lijip: TOD, MT Boy! Thst all said what a bbastlt little Cad tod were WHsaf tod ’d 
TO ,E7o/r-OD^or^ Mindtbs later, tod’d have had a essdiar TR/DM-ff-iroR Old Beowk was qoiko 


MY PLAY. 

Sir, Havings for some time past been devoting the whole of my 
time to the writing of a work intended for production on the stage, 
It IS, I confess with some chagrin and no little astonishment, that I 
hnd l am unable to meet with a single. Manager who is ”v^ng to 
accept it. And what makes this reluctance the more remarkable is 
the testimony borne almost universally to the excellence of my play 
W the leading Actos and Managers to whom I have submitted it. 
lou can see from the following specimens which I subjoin, with what 
a general ehoras of welcome and approval they have hailed my .work. 
If, after reading these yon are able to furnish me with any explana- 
tion to account for the fact that I have not only not been set upon 
on all Bides with a view to the nrodnotion of Tnv 'niPP.A. bnf llciTro -rirkf 


RucuvcAjr avLU x BUtUi ue giau tO 

receive it. I herewith also enclose the plot in full as I think it may 
interest yon.* Begging your attentive perusal of the highly flattering 
opinions of my work which I append hereto, I desire to subscribe 
myself, Your much-surprised and disappointed correspondent, 

Ben-Bhinslet Shakspeahb. 

mJ* ^ your piece, and have been quite carried away by it. 

The^itmg^is magnificent. What a part, too, is that Policeman’s I ” 
— WusoN Barrett. 

“A fine play. You ought to meet with no difficulty in finding 
some one ready to build you a theatre to produce it.”— Henry 

fHEVILI.E. 

Subtle, majestic, ^d immensely humorous. If it were not for 
that procession of elephsmts in the Seventh Act, I might have looked 
-^®-bian thimble-rigging fellow myself.” — J. L. 

this, not wishing to discount the delight that 
the Pubhc will probably feel on seeing the play when it is produced.— Ed, 


11**1 heroines are charming. I should like to play them 

all,”— Madge Kendad. 

“I never read such a piece in my life. Take my advice-write 
another.” — ^Willie Edouin, 

xx**?^j character of the Doge is grandly conceived, and his death in 
^hydraulic machme ingenious. I congratulate you,”— Beerbohm 

**i 4 ^^v certainly can write, Ycur dialogue alone 

ought to bring any house down.” — ^Arthur Cecil. 

“ I ’m sure it ’s quite splendid.”— L ottie Venn. 

to go with a roar.”— I^-ellie Barren. 
Wm?lL°L”?0L^T ^ impressed me.”- 

Aets^ bS^x*Patot*'* * ^ 

it ®®®“ ®^“® ^ 

Strong in sittmtion, terse in diction, and eminently dramatic, it 
ought to make the fortunes of ha£ 0 -a-dozen Managers. I regret, 
however, I can not produce it at the Lyceum,”— Henry Irving. 

An excellent play. Altogether a very high-class piece of work. 
There are heaps I am afraid, though, it is not suited 

to our requirements.”— W. H. Kendal. ’ ® 

Drama, the takings of which, I should say, would be 
tremendous. I am sorry, thoug^ I can’t see my way to putting it 
up^ at Drury Lane.” — ^Augustus Harris. ^ ® . 

, “Re-written, ^considered, and reconstructed, it ought to cut up 
I into at least five Comic Operas. I enjoyed it much.”— Carl Rosa.^ 

a great and umqne chance. Why not take a theatre, and 

produce it yourself? Shall I see you on the subject. There’s a 
part in it which, worked up a bit, might suit me,”— Hilbert Far- 
qUHAR. 

Mb. goscHiai’s Homi-Edle Poeict.— H is Plan of Champagne. 
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THE CHURCH AND THE STAGE. 

It is expected that Convocation will be specially snmmoned, and as soon as possible, the 
case being urgent, to consider the sadden appearance of open heresy in the theatrical world. 
The statute de kceretico comhurendo having been long ago repesded, application will be made 
to Parliament for leave to invent a second act— a very strong dramatic one — to meet the 
present sitnation. It appears that the contagion is spreading in the Strand, where it first 
attracted considerable attention at the Opera Comique Theatre, when Mrs. Bebnahd Beebe 
introduced Ariane to the public. Subseguently it cropped up in a fresh place on the opposite 
Bide of the road at the Strand Theatre, where it called itself Airey Annie, The Biabops, 
therefore, will probably consult together with a view to putting down this alarming growth 
of -4nane-wm on the stage. The Two Houses of Convocation will visit officially the two 
houses of entertainment above-mentioned, — Opera Comique first and Strand the next 
evening,— in order to pronounce upon the merits of the question as a whole. 

Holiday Motto eob Snt Jora Lubbock.— “ Shut up I ” 


HOW IT STRIKES THE CLOCK. 

A Clock sees a lot who discreetly 
Keeps his hands well in front of his face, 
While the dancers are footing it featly, 

Or resting securely and sweetly 
In the hoUy-hung nook, which so neatly 
Is not quite fiUed up by the case. 

The candles stand straight in the sconces, 

The boards like a looking-glass shine. 

And lovingly rubicund Jomsr^ sees 
To detaus of supper and wine. 

An early arrival is taken 
By radiant hostess in tow, 

And, with confidence shamefully shaken, 

He stands face to face with a row 
Of fiotsam and jetsam forsaken. 

Whose heyday is gone long ago. 

Who now lie in wait, like the Kraken, 

To drag buoyant hopes down below. 

There ’s a youth who would gladly annul it, 
Though he sticks, now he ’s here, to his tryst, 
With a collar that presses his gullet, 

And a glove that is strained by his fist, 
While the other, however he pull it, 

All efforts is fain to resist. 

And he knows he is certain to mull it. 

As he gives a last desperate twist. 

And the button flies off like a bullet, 

And the glove curls away from his wrist. 

There ’s a moody man out on the landing 
Who bites his moustaches and swears. 

For he is in solitude standing. 

And sAe ^s sitting up on the stairs, 

And without any glass he can well see 
The story so prettily told. 

That somebody else’s is Elseb, 

As dainty in manner and mould 
As a shepherdess fashion’d at Chelsea 
In charming choice china of old. 

And the well-polished floor waxes shinier, 
And feet that were tiny look tinier, 

Like the white rose’s wind-driven petals, 

Or the lawn by the blown apple-tree ; 

And the band to its business settles. 

And the dance is all glory and glee, 

And rubicund John ’s getting winier, 

And smiles with a courtesy free. 

Like a heavenly dredger the ’cello 
Scoops all the soul out of a fellow. 

Till wildly he worships the snowy-neck’d fay 
^ her TOginal the blossoming May, 

More precious than spelL-guarded metals, * 
More bright than the eye of the day. 

Then supper, with cracker and motto— 

Oh, the power of those sibylline leaves — 
When you say what it’s much safer not to, 
In an ear that too gladly receives. 

And two surreptitious young creatures, 

With the backs of their heads for their fea- 
Like a Janus admiring himself, [tores, 
Turn years to a moment of blisses, 

Of heart-breaking, heavenly kisses, 
Regardless of prudence’s preachers, 

Papas, and position, and pelf. 

And I turn on my time very slowly, 

I To give the young couple a chance, 

1 For there ’s something in sorrow that ’s holy, 
To a soft-hearted Clock at a dance. 

Then the chaperone yawn, and regard me 
With wistM and sleep-reddened eyes, 

And the youngsters would gladly retard me, 
As if it’s my fault that time flies. 

And dreaming of dances and marriages, 

Of rivals, tobacco, or bed. 

They seek in instalments their carriages. 

And the vision of pleasure has fled. 

And, quiet as the chamber of illness, 

The ball-room grows dim and forlorn. 

And I tick once again in the stillness, 

As’the wind brings the rain with the morn. 
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POEMS PEOM THE POLICE COUETS. 

No. I.— FEEDBRICK, EICHAED, AND EGBERT. 

It was an Easter Tuesday, and little Bob and Dick 
Fared forth to take a holiday with Brother Fkbdbeick ; 

Now Bichajbld, in the rash resolve more gilded youths to ape, 

Came out incongruously garbed in a loose and ample cape. 

(Full strangely clad was the simple lad in his aristocratic cape I) 

“ The Tower we will visit,” they vowed, in eager tones ; 

“ And read the lesson of the Past from its grim histone stones I 
We’ll press around the fatal block, and feel the dinted axe, 

And study the construction of the thumbscrews and the racks I ” 
(For these, in sooth, thrill gentle youth— especially the racks I) 

So on their way they wended, from Southwark to the Tower, 

And heedf d not the changing moods of sleet, and shine, and shower ; 
Until, in Q;Ueen Yiotoria Street, they halted at the doors 
Of that august establishment— the Civil Service Stores. 

(“ What if,” they cried, “we went inside these celebrated Stores.”) 

Into the Stores they sauntered— and Robbst’s eyes are round. 

While RiCHiJaB’s mouth is open wide in wonderment profound ; 
Their artless prattle wins a smile from hardened men who list 
Where’er they pass they leave behind a sense of something — ^missed. 
(As if the joys of happy boys those Civil Servants missed I) 

They cannot bear to lose them, and so detain the three : ^ 

Which, for some reason, seems to cast a gloom upon their glee. 


Toys rattle out of Robert fast— while up the sleeve of Dick | 

Is ineffectually concealed— a silver-mounted stick I 

(Now, the deepest sleeve can ne’er deceive by harbouring a stick.) 

A model locomotive bad Bob disgorges next ; 

By which good Brother Fbbbbeick is sore surprised— and vext. 

But Frebebick’s fraternal heart sustains a final shock 
When from the folds of Richaeb’s cape they extricate— a clock I 
(Eight pounds and more was its price at Store,— he was quite a 
judge of a clock I) 

See, from his shameless pocket bulges a pint bot-tel— 

’TU lavender— though he protests he can’t endure the smell I 
And the lad’s ill-gotten gains include— Ay, nobody can think — 

An unassuming china-pot, labelled “ Pomade of Zinc ! ” 

(What boyish eyes see aught to prize in ointments made of zinc f) 

Next Febbeeick, all contrition, sobs how he, too, has sinned, 

In se-creting a box of sweets, and oysters — only tinned ! 

And here they fancy they have probed the limits of his shame ; 

But, diving deeper, disinter a photographic frame I 
(And he pulls a face— for a pencil-case has followed the photo- 
frame.) 

The Mansion House they’ve entered, these young reluctant rips, 

To hear their awful doom pronounced by Aldermanic lips 
Their bad behaviour is described in terms extremely candid. 

Anil Bob and Dick are both discharged- but Febbeeick is 
remanded 1 , 

(Should you care to seek, by to-morrow week, you will hear where 
Feebbbick’s landed.) 
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Mouse of Commons^ Thursday, April S.—Commons met again to-day after 
Easter holidays— at least, some did. 

“Meeting of the Commons doesn’t seem so common as commonly,” said 
Goschek, whose jokes daily assume increased vigour and freshness. 

Only three Questions on paper. But half-a-dozen Amendments on going 
into Committee of Supply. Most probable the whole of sitting would be appro- 
priated to Amendments. Perhaps if Old Morality pounced at a few minutes to 
twelve, might get Committee stage pro for^nd. But that the utmost hope. 
W. Eedmond’s Amendment about King Ja Ja enough to occupy sitting. Was 
reported that, since he had put Motion down, Redmond had ascertained who 
King Ja Ja is, where he lives, and what ’s the matter with him. Might conse- 
quently be able to say something on subject ; though, as Goest says, that not 
necessary condition with Redmond of delivering a long speech. 

However, things dispose 
^ themselves differenfly. Coxtet- 

U looks in at Question Time. 

\ Shan’t he wanted in Chair, at 

before dinner-time, so 
/rvM turns np in morning dress. 

Seated on Front Cpposition 
^ Bench thinking of long nights 

m to come in comuany with Local 

Government Bui, when (as dis- 

writes) b I a strange thing hap- 
pened. Three questions on the 
paper disposed of in twice as 
minutes. Orders of the 

headed list of Amend- 
ments. Speaeee called on 
hasn’t quite ready. Let 
M^ 5 nwi> opportunity slip. Ho one else 

in his place. Redmond proved 
\ 4 faithless to Foreign Potentate. 

^ Before House could say W. H. 

v-v Smith, it was in Committee, 

^ ^dCoTJETNEXin Chair mmorw- 

Speakee hastily fled from 
Courtney’s “ Quick Change.” desecrated scene. Mace under 

the table distinctly seen to turn 
m its groove* ' Sergeant-at- Arms’ amazed sword rattled in its scabbard all 

aghast. Cry of “ The Constitution in danger I ” quivered 
on pallid lips. Hever before was Chairman of Com- 
mittees seen in Chair without a white neck-tie and 
swallow-tailed coat. Great opportunity for Coxtetney. 
Would he be equal to it P He was. 

Had heard or read somewhere of what is called at 
Theatres and Music Halls “the quick change” trick, 
nothing yet done equalled feat now performed before 
excited House of Commons. Beckoning to Goest to 
take Committee Chair, Couetney slipped out behind 
Speakee’s Chair’' in morning dress, whilst House still 
wondering what this agility might portend, he emerged 
from other side of Chair in evening dress. How it was 
done, whether single-handed, or with assistance, not 
known, and doesn’t matter. That it was done was clear 
enough, for there was Couetney, white neck-tied and 
shirt-fronted, in seat oC Chairman of Committees, and 
the Constitution was saved, 

“Most remarkable illustration of the working of 
Proportional Representation scheme I ever saw,” said 
PxuNKET. “Much better than the elaborate experiment 
the other night. Through one proportion of sitting 
Couetney represents GenUeman of the period in morn- 
ing dress ; throughout another proportion he represents 
ditto ditto in evening dress. Begin at last to see what 
Proportional Representation means.’’ 

Business done, — Civil Service Estimates voted. 

Friday, — Another night of real work. Hot particu- 
larly lively, but exceedingly useful. House tumbled 
into Committee after Questions, 
j^&t as happened last night. 
Crowd of Members came in to 
see Couetney do the quick 
change trick again. Another 
^ success, hut repetition had na- 

tural consequence of palling 
appetite. The audience quickly 
dispersed, and the few present 
began to vote money. Money 
being someone else's, most gene- 
rous spirit prevailed. Gean- 
dolph;. has quietly hut sternly 
rebuked .absentees by being 
present since business was re- 
sumed. All very well for young 
fellows like Gladstone to be 
taking French leave in exten- 
sion of ordinary holiday. The 
'WML star of Geandolph’s life is 

Duty. Led him straight to 
^^7 House of Commons as soon as 

doors were open. To-night pro- 
posed new Committee to inquire 
iuto expenditure of Houses of 
mm Parliament. Old^Mprality 

0 eagerly assented. 

** Committee, more or less,” 
XT. ^ -r. -ni -1 ke says, “ is nothing. HGean- 

Head of the Dodd Family, jqolph will be quiet on condi- 

tion we feed him with Committees, provender shan’t 
be lacking.” 

Dodds ^ been roaming" about all I'night, anxious'^'for ; 
opportunity^ of repeating "Jiis like success of yesterday. ^ 
Suddenly, in middle of sitting, d propos of nothing, 
moved to Report Progress. Didn’t mean anything. At ^ 
once mthdrew Amendment, hut felt he ’a created a j 
sensation, ^d done something to spread fame of i 
Dodd Family Abroad, Deferred action too long. At • 
Eleven o’ Clock, Committee, astonished at extent of its l 
labours, reported Progress. House immediately thereafter j 
Counted Out. | 

‘‘ This is a Montagu | 

"Williams Shaxspeabb, | 

Me. Montagu Williams, though suffering at one time 1 
from extinction of voice, and even now not speaking in i 
the full tone of yore, has contrived, since taking his seat 
on the Magisterial Bench, to “speak out” in such a 
manner as to make his voice heard throughout the length 
and breadth of the Metropolis, and, indeed, of the United 
Kingdom. The great orator, Bossuet, was known as the 
Eagle of Meaux, Mr. Montagu Williams will be^ 
remembered— especially by the Police of his district— as ! 
the Eagle Beak of Wandsworth. 1 


^ KOTICE.~-Eejected .Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned,^ not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
tttieye wil l be no e:seeption* 
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•‘THE WIFE’S SECRET.” 

The Lessees i in answer to numerous inquiries, leg to state thai '^The 
Wife* 8 Secret** will be strictly heft at the St, James*$i and they 
ca/imot consent to let it out ** even for one night, 

ACT I. The Old “ Bower Saloon,*^ 

Bnter Lady Eveltn, loohing perfectly charming. 

Lady Bv. Joy I I expect my hnsbaiid, Sir Walter Idtott, 

the Paritan Cap- 
tain, home every 
minute. Oh joy I 
Music. Enter 
ird Arden hy 
window.') Ah I 

my brother 1 1 
Lord Arden 
{gaily). Let the 
audience know 
clearly that I am 
—your Brother ! 
Good. Now, look 
here. A price is 
set on my wigr, I 
mean on my head. 
My wig may he 
brought to the 
block. I must 
stay here. 



£ 


Lady Ev. {Joy-- 
hus- 


be 


My 
will 

delighted. 

Lord Arden 
{with stern gai- 
ety), No, he won’t. 
I am a gay Cava- 
lier. He is a 
stern Puritan. I 
must emphasise 
this, as, when he 
Little Lord Kendal Fauntleroy’a delight at seeing a comes on he has 

Punch and Judy Show for the first tune in his life. such a stwtlingly 
..brilliant costume, that the audience will make a mistake. 

Lady Ev. (hesitatingly). ^ Oh — ^no 

Lord Ar^n {a trifle irritated by contradiction). They will. He ’s 
a stem Puritan. I ’m a gay Cavalier. He ’H have me shot. 

Lady Ev. (tenderly^ hut without conviction). Not if I ask him not to. 

Lord Arden (more annoyed than ever). Yes, he will. He’s a 
hard ’un— so am I. 

Lady Ev. (sadly). You are— an ’Arden. 

Lord Arden. Take your oath not to tell him I ’m here. 

Lady Ev. I ’d rather not,— but I will. There ! ( Takes her oath. 
Music. Shouts without, “ Welcome to Sir Walter Idyott I ”) Here 
he is I {Joyomly rushing to window.) Oh, what fun I 

Lord Arden. Where shall I hide ? 

Lady Ev, Hide ? Oh. I ’d quite forgotten all about you ! 

Comic Chambermaid {who has witnessed all the previous Scene). 
Hide ? Where ? Why, as usual, hehind the curtain. 

Lord Arden {superciliously). Oh, that ’s been done so often. 

Lady Ev. {struck by an original idea). Why not in the chimney ? 

Comic Ch. {decidedly). No; only Low Comedians hide np the 
chimney, and then come down with their faces all over soot. 

Lord Arden (resignedly). Well then, behind the tapestry. Don’t 
forget you’ve taken your oath. 

{JDisapfears behind curtain. Music, suggestive of hiding behind 
tapestry, changing to something joyous. Shouts outside. 

Enter Sir Walter Idyott, bravely attired^ 

Sir Walter. Dear wife ! 

Lady Ev. Dear husband I 

Sir Walter. Dear wife I When in the camp, &o., &o., when on 
the battlefield, &c,, &c., the thought of thy sweet face {and so forth 
or something very like it). You look ill ? I 

Comic Ch, (promptly). Missus wants change of air, and the sooner | 
this room ’s shut up and the key lost, the better for the piece. 

Sir Walter. Goodl 

[ They adopt Comic Chambermaid’s advice. Exeunt Sir Walter 
and La(^ Evelyn, lovingly. Comic Chambermaid shows 
key to Lord Arden, who comes gaily out from behind 
curtain. End of Act. \ 

ACT IL Scene 1. Outside.*^ 

Jabez Sneed. I am a wicked Puritan. Also I am Sir Walter 
•Idyott’s Steward. I hate My Lady because she has locked nig my 
cooked accounts in the Bower Saloon. I must obtain them. How ? 
it is locked. Ha 1 the window. {Exit. 


voi..xcrv. 


Scene 2.'’ Bower Saloon as before, 

Cay Cavalier {fo Comic Chambermaid). Being a gay Cavalier, I 
must, of course, snatch a iiss from the Comic Chamb#‘rmaid. 

[About to embrace her. Wicked Puritan Steward's head 
appears at window. She screams. Wicked Puritan 
^ Steward's head disappears. 

Comic CA. It was a man. (Opens window.) No it wasn’t. I’ll 
go and see. [Exit, End of Scene. 

ACT III. View of Bower Saloon window. Night. 

Sir Walter Idyott (to Jabez Sneed, who has been telling him that 
there is a man locked up in the Bower Saloon). Villain — ha I 

[Half strangles him. 

Jabez Sneed {in a corner). Look there I Who right now f 
[Points to Bower Saloon window. Sir Idyott’s Wife enters with 
candle. Lord Arden ardently embraces her. 

Sir Walter Idyott (wildly). Ah! 

[Guggle, gug gle--^ whack ; and he tumbles down, being literally 
^"utterly knocked over'' by the discovery. Wicked Puritan 
Steward gives a half-strangled chuckle. Curtain. 

ACT lY. The Poetic Justice Boom. 

Sir Walter Idyott (io himself). I didn’t break into the room, I 
didn’t go and collar my wife’s lover. No. I only went indoors, and 
put on a different costume. That’s all. Both costumes suit me 
uncommonly well, but in this I am told I look like Little Lord 
Fauntleroy. 

Lady Ev. {aside). My husband doesn’t know anything about my 
brother being in the Bower Saloon. 

Sir Walter Idyott {aside). I won’t teU her what I saw. If I do — 
there’s an end of the play. [Long scene between them about nothing. 

Comic Chambermaid {entering). The house is surrounded I 

Enter Soldiers and Rude Officer. Another long scene about nothing. 

Sir Walter (expressing the general opinion). We’re all getting 
tired of this, (To Rude Officer.} Read this paper. I can do what 
I like with anybody. 

Bude Officer ^fter reading the paper). You can. 

Sir Walter. Then you get out. 

Bude Officer. I will. (Scowling.') But a time will come ! 

[Exit Rude Officer, with Soldiers. 

Sir Walter {fo his Wife and the Comic Chambermaid). Leave me! 
— ^f or ever I ^ 

Lady Ev. and Comic Chambermaid (surprised). For ever! 

Lady Ev. Just as we wpre getting along so nicely too. 

Sir Walter (writing). Here is a pass for two— for the front. 

Lady Ev. (examining it). You haven’t signed it. 

Sir Walter (with a sickly smile). Always clear-headed. (Signs and 
gives it to her,) How> that for Huy? — ^I am alluding to the Acting 
Manager, It admits two. 

Lady Ev. Good! (Aside to Comic Chambermaid.) Give this to 
my brother. You can go together. 

[Exit Comic Chambermaid, Shouts. Noise generally. 

Lady Ev. Ha ! There he is 

Sir Walter. Who ? I didn’t mean it for him. (He shouts to 
somebody from window). Stop thief 1 [Bang— bang ! heard without. 

Lady Ev. Ah I (Enter Servants with Lord Arden.) Alive I 

[Staggers about anyhow. 

Sir Walter {pleasantly astonished). Lord Arden! ! 

Lord Arden (sprightly as ever). Yes ; some fool fired — off went the 
horser— off I went — and here I am I duite the gay Cavalier ! 

Sir Walter, It was only her brother, after all. {To his Wife, 
reproachfully.) Why didn’t you say so before ? 

Lady Ev. {deprecatingly). Not my fault— the author’s. 

Sir Walter. True. (To Lord dioBN). Your hand. And now 
(turning to his Wife) I will ask you 

Lady Ev. And you (to audience) will ask me too — ^why I induced 
the Managers, Messrs. Hare and Kendal, to produce this piece ? 
Well — {all listen intently ) — ^well— the reason why I did so, to our 
kind friends in front, and even to my husband, and our rightful 
BLare, will ever remain— The Wire’s Secret 1 

Curtain. 


New Reading: for Next Time. 

Should anything further happen to the ceiling- in the Queen’s 
Bench Division when the Last of the Barons is sitting, the scene, 
now thoroughly rehearsed, will be thus enacted : — 

Last of the Barons, En iterum Crispinusl"* Gentlemen, I 
will restate the old quotation thus, giving my ’ own translation : 
“ Buat Justitia " — let every one engaged in the ease get out as quick 
as possible— coslum''— the ceiling be mended; and, to 
avoid having to send for Court Plaster to mend broken heads, let us 
send at once for the Law Court Plasterer. Buamus ! 

[Exeunt omnes. 

* Here the name of any leading Barrister will be substituted, B, JS. 
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^Empress {sings). What shall we do with our danehter P 

Bismarck, Don^t know. If the wedding 's to he, 

When over yon hand her 
To Prince Alexander, 

Yon ^11 then have to do without me / 

Bnsemhle, 

Empress, J What shall we do with onr daughter ? 

Bismarck, { What will they do with their daughter ? 

0 TempijerI 0 Mores I — Mr, Bunch thought so. He said so. 
The Major is a Q-ood Templer, and not a Knight Errant. Perfectly 
satisfactory as far as the Major premiss is concerned. But how 
about ‘‘ the Involved Muddle,” ie,^ The Departments, and the con- 
clusion? How is the time for the Questioners Q-randolph and 
Charles to rise as one man, and insist on being supplied with 
“ farther information.” 


{Spoken,) 

Bismarck, I think your Majesty is singing a little out of tune. 

Empress, Pardon me, Prince ; but it is you who are a great deal 
too sharp. 

Bismarck. Um— well— we ’ll take two bars’ rest, and then sing 
together ® 

Both {in unison), Vaterland I mein Vaterland I 

La Li-e-ty I La Li-e-ty I 

ILeftJodelling* 

“Be IK Time!” — The Last of the Modes Amhrosiance'*^ will 
take place when Mesdames Albaki, Antoinette STEBiiNe, Messrs. 
Sims Beeves, Lloyd, and Santlex, and other eminent songsters, 
unite together to give Mr._ Ambrose Austin a Testimonial Concert on 
his retiring from i)rofessional ^e. He has aU his life been giving 
Concerts, so now it is but fair that one should be given to biTYi. 

; This IS good notice beforehand, as the Concert is not till June. 
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TOCES POPULI. 

AT A TURKISH BATH. 

Scene— TA e Middle Room of a Turkish Bath, Subdued 
light. On benches, and in folding-chairs, Bathers 
are vaguely seen extended in various stages of limp- 
ness, The usual Turkish Bathing Bore is heard 
discoursing to anyone he can induce to listen. In 
a remote corner is a Somnolent Bather who knows 
him, hut trusts, by lying low, to evade recognition, if} 

The B, B, Yes— (more thoughtfully ) — ^y-yes. Extra- 
ordinary the freedom with which my pores act I I assure 

you, I ’m not here one minute before 

{^Proceeds to describe result in detail. 

Enter an Elderly ISTeophyte ; Ae feels shy and strange, 
it being his first appearance, and, owing to the gloom, 
and his own short-sightedness, seats himself upon the 
Somnolent Bather’s legs. 

The S, B, [roused), Coi3 HeaJly, Sir, I think you ’ll 

he more comfortable somewhere else I 

The B, B, Why, bless my; soul, I ought to know that 
voice— it is Dormer I To think of our being in the same 
room all this while, and never suspecting it I Wish I ’d 
known before— makes it so much less tedious, meeting 
with someone you know, eh ? 

8, B, [yawning). Exactly — oh, very much so. 

[ Crosses hands behind head, and closes eyes, 

B, B, Difficulty is to recognise fellows here, y’know. 

8, B, [to himself). Can’t button-hole ’em, at any 
rate I [To the B. B.) You seem to manage it ! 

B, B, Oh, I knew your voice in a minute — “ That’s 
Dormer’s voice, I’ll lay a hundred-pound note I” I 
thought. The wonder is, you didn’t recognise mme— 
I’ve been talking all the time, more or less. 

8, B, (guardedly). Have you, though? It is odd, as 
you say. 

B, B, I ’ve often found that some people’s ears have 
an astonishing lack of delicate perception. For instance, 
there’s a very dear and old friend of mine— you may 
know him 

\^Tells him a long history about his Friend* s aural 
deficiencies. In the meantime the Elderly Neophyte 
has established himself, in some trepidation, on a 
bench, with Ms head resting on a little wooden block, 
which he tries hard to think comfortable. He has 
a dry roof to^ his mouth, a tickling nose, and a 
general sensation of singeing. As the Bore’s voice 
ceases, a silence falls, which the E. N. finds depres- 
sing, A 8tout Gentleman observes *'Phew!** 
occasionally, A clock ticks, and water drips in the 
distance, A head close to the E, H.’s sighs in a 
heart-broken manner, and a Restless Bather rises, 
and begins to prowl up and down like a caged 
wolf. 

Enter an Attendant with pewter cups of water ; the 
E. H. drains one greedily, like a shipwrecked mariner, 
and then has another. 

The B, B, [for the general benefit), Never drink when 
I ’m in the bath. Rinse the mouth out, yes ; but drink ? 
no, I had an old aunt— 

"[Relates a fearful story of the effect of cold water 
taken internally upon an old aunt— the E. N. 
begins to be alarmed. 

The B, B, [taking advantage of another silence), 
’Nother thing man ought to be most careful about, and 
that is — ^never take Turkish Bath ’cept under medical 
advice. Now when I went to my medical man — [describes 
interview at length. The E, N. reflects, with terror, that 
he has omitted to consult his Doctor,) Dormer, my dear 
fellow, you’re getting drowsy— very dangerous practice 
that, slightest thing the matter with your heart, and phit 
—it ’s all over with you I Why, J knew a man once— 
[gives an account of a man who nearly died, which 
decides the E. N., who has been just dropping off, to 
keep awake at all hazards,) You can always tell if it 
aprees with you— if you’ve any singing: in the ears, or 
dizziness, or labouring of breath, or faintness, anything 
of that sort— well, the sooner you ’re out, the better — 
that’s aRl 

E, H, Jfy symptoms 1 [Thinks he would be sham- 
pooed at once, if he was a little more sure what it was like; 
decides to let someone else be operated on first,) 

8hampooer [drawing curtain at arch, with a certain 
grimness). Ready for two gentlemen now. 



PICTURE SUNDAY. 

“Don’t run away yet. You ’vb given me no Ceiticism, I have a few 
Days still before mb — time to make any Alteration, you know,” 

“Oh, ah — ^BUT NOT time to Paint your Picture all over again 1” 

[Two Bathers rise, with the air of d-devants*^ summoned to the Con- 
ciergerie, and pass between the curtains ; the E. N. listens anxiously 
for what can be heard, 

First 8hampooer [apparently an austere character). On that slab, Sir, if you 
please I Lay right down. 

The Subject \of a chatty disposition). Eh? oh, yes, I see; to be sure, 'yes, 
yes. [A dull hissing is heard,) 

The Chatty 8, Soon have summer on us now, I— a— was noticing only 

yesterday how (Ai> voice u suddenly extinguished by what seems to be a 

bucket of water splashing over him — splutters and gasps. Uneasiness on part of 
B, N., who longs to hear him speak again) 

Aust, Shamp, [ignoring this conversational opening). On your back, Sir ; 
it ’s your right leg I want I 

Second Shamp, [a talkative Rerson, to his Subject, who seems slightly 
reserved). You’ve ’ad a reg’lar fine turn of it to-day. Sir— cornin’ off o’ you 
beautiful I [Reluctant growl of assent from Subject,) Now over. Sir, please. 
Bin to this noo Panorammer — ^Niagrer, Sir? They tell me it’s fust-rate. 
[Inarticulate grunt from S.) Water too ’ot for you. Sir? [Tremendous 
splashing, with some puffing and blowing) No time for goin’ sightseein’ 
myself, Sir ; got enough to do ’ere. Sir ! . . Looks a little tender, that foot, 
Sir— chiropodist on the premises. Sir, send him to you? No, Sir? Yery good, 
Sir — ^Now ou your face, if you ’ll he so good I 

The Chatty, 8, [iridistinctly), I— er— ha, suppose you’re pretty f-fuH just 
now, eh ? 

Aust, Shamp, [shortly). Always busy ’ere. Sir. Sit up I 

Talk, Shamp, [affectionately), ’Ave a little soap on your ’ed, Sir ? Some of 
our gentlemen don’t care for soap on their ’eds, Sing’ler, isn’t it ? 

The B, B, [bursting out again suddenly). Capital cold plunge they’ve got 
here 1 one of the longest in London — go in directly they ’re done shampoomg 
you, swim across, and close your pores, come out the other side fresh as a daisy 
— ^that ’s what I do I 

E, N, [to himself). Cold water— and I can’t swim, oh. Lor’ ! 

[From the Shampooing Chamber are now proceeding sounds more alarming 
than ever, as of a lively tune being vigorously thumped with fists upon an 
unprotected body, followed by what is apparently a smart castigation. 

The B, B, [meditatively). You’d think a man would be black and blue all 
over, after that, wouldn’t you ? But, except in a very few cases, I don’t know 
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that such an ejSeot ever actually follows. 1 ’m 
not sure, though, that the pressure on the 
ribs— 

Th^ Prowling Bather claps Ms hands suddenly, 
First Shampooer appears, “ Lemon 
Squash f — I^ll order it, Sir,^\ Stout 
Gentleman calls for water, and is served 
hy Second Shampooer, Cries of distress 
are heard frojn the Shampooing Cham^ 
her, ^ The E. N., drawn hy a horrible 
fascination, approaches the arch, and hohs 
in. The interior presents a Morqtie-like 
appearance, and on a grey marble slab 
the Eeserved Subject is sitting, soaped 
from head to foot, awaiting the return of 
the Operator in sullen resignation. The 
Chatty Person is also neglected for the 
moment, and may be faintly perceived 
under the douche, staggering blindly, and 
gasping out — “ That will do /” 

The Two Shampooer s [returning ly different 
doors). Called away for a moment, Sir. 
[They perceive the E, N. standing petrified 
in centre of floor,) Take you next, Sir ? In 
another minute, Sir. 

The E, N, [feebly], Er— very well [with a 
desperate resolution), I — I’m going upstairs 
to get my watch— I mean, my eye-glasses— 
back again presently ! ^ ^ 

l^Eushes upstairs, flies into his box, and 
dresses for dear life as scene closes %n. 


Just One More. 

Says Oeoeob Joecet, “I call the Income 
Tax the ‘ tin tacks,’ and, permit me to add, 
i it ought to be paid on the nail,” [Thanks. 
Can’t put any more of yours in this week, — 
iEn.] 


JAPAN IN LONDON. 

(with apologies to BRET HARTB.) 
Which I wish to impart 
And I make no mistake. 

That for Japanese Art, 

By towm mountain, or lake— 

This new Japanee is peculiar. 

And takes, as you may say, the cake. 
Mbh-Pes is his name. 

And also Moe-Ti-Mee, 

With regard to that same 
You could hardly infer 
That his smile was so childlike and wily, 
As I frequent remarked to Whist-Lee, 
For in Bond Street were shows 
By Wdhst-Lee, a great man, 

Who, as everyone knows. 

Holds the cult of the Fan, 

And is nothing if not Japanesy — 

Though he has not been to Japan. 

But Meh-Pes has been there, 

And from famed Tokio 
Has brought back very rare 


Here are dainty and delicate dry-points— 
A thoroughly Japanese Show. 

There ’s a Japanese bloom 
In a Japanese frame. 

And a Japanese room, 

And a Japanese game j 
There are almond-eyed Japanese beauties. 




This is why I remark, 

That Meh-Pes sure must be 
Just as fond of a lark 
As the Heathen Chinee : 

And if anyone ventures to doubt it, 

Just drop into Dowebswell’s and see. 


TAKEN BY SUBPEISE. | 

Ail the pleasure, with none of the dis- 
comfort and a saving of 99 per cent, I I In- 
tending visitors to Paris who are going there 
merely to see Les Surprises du Divorce, will 
avoid sea-sickness and other miseries of 
travelling by taking a ticket for The Eoyalfy 
Theatre, Soho, where M, Coquehh is this 
week playing in the above-mentioned laugh- 
able farce, which is just now the success in 
Paris, lijoviodjmotgeite^fauteuild'orchestre, 
or balcon, or any logs, ask for a Boite d Sur-^ 
prise ! Only a few nights more, so hurry up I 
And then bon soir, M. CoquEUisr, et au revoir, 

A Song of the Lost Season. 

[A Long Way after the Laureate,) 

WiNTEE hath us in his net, 

Will he pass, and we forget ? 

April suns arise and set. 

But we have not seen one yet. i 

Spring the gift is Spring the debt ; 

Even so ! | 

Spring it is for which we fret— 
Spring— ’tis but a vague regret. 

Still ’tis dark, and cold, ana wet ; 
Winter habits garb us yet. 

What is Spring ?— f or we forget : 

Ah ! woe, woe ! 

Meeelt a Suggestion,— a Conference of 
the Women’s Committee of the International 
Arbitration and Peace Association is an- 
nounced, at which the following question will 
be discussed “ By what Method can Women 
best Promote the Cause of International Con- 
cord ? ” How would it be if they tried holding 
their tongues? 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Loag-expeoted come at last, and » 

« M^ter and Mrs. Bancroft both On and Off the Stage. 

Two Yolumes, on their pages will all eyes be fixed intently. 

The binding ii eccentric, Ind the Publisher is Bentley. 

I DEOPPED into pootey qnite natnraHy, be sat^r^ 

rom the easy flow of the verse and facile rhythm, but woa, 



sensational as the title would lead yon to suppose. But it is a good story 

& “STS £ §.r£ 

xrritfr • ^dl Zi Qui park, protest against our. fan^y totle being 

®^^Mob 4 to l^aSffiuSr oeletoted ever^toe as 

^e P^oeum. hfy mother was the ebarming,.sevOTe]y oritiod, 
accomplished CEcophoba PsETOOSPEEisauA, with Gr^k and Hebrew bi 

most valuable works on navigation and naturd history. H the W OTtab 


I ' M I 
1 in 


« Turn and Turn about.*’ 

Pegasus!” or, if he doesn’t “ Woa,” he may come to grief. 
FMS.4ng book Zes Baitoeopt have produced. The 
ment is excellent. It remmds me of one of those duologue 
Sitertainments where the lady comes on the stage first, ^d 
does her speech, and solo; thenM:i« . She,, auditor on the 
other side ‘‘He,” who immediately gives his speech, ms wlo, 
fftoen “He.” Be-enter She; to Her enter He: 
dialogue, duet, dance, and exit one of them, and so on, until 
tbe -fiTml duet, and curtain. Most of it is mirth-moving ; 
here and there is a touch of genuine pathos ; all is interesting, 
^dtS nSi? 7 ek du^^^ by the best possible 

taste. To quote one of our national modern baliaas,— 

“ They wouldn’t hurt a baby, 

They ’re a pair as you can trust. 

But the pubUcation of this book is a death-blow *«> a peat 
many theatrical raconteur ». It gives to the world nearly ^ 
the tees which were the property of .a select few, ajjd ^ 
annuity to their privileged possMsors m 
narties for many years past. Directly that storehoime of 
professional anecdote, MnoanfS MoMtemiok, sl^ at My 
time hereafter commence one of his many exoeflent atones 
about the amusing Comedian Bob Ro^,. he wfll be i^e- 

dktelyintermpted byhm Tw’i. 

ves we ’ve read that in the Baeceopis’ Book. There is omy 
one Xnce left for him, and ttot is to i^^diioe to sto^-m- 
trade by first mentioning the. Busy B. s Book, md then grmg 
his own version of their stories, ^eotmg to set 
various points. The Banoeopts’ remiMoenoM have alre^y 
^ to ^ editions. Who started the Bei^seensmg 
Craze ? Settle began it ’’—that is EraruEEPS Mtotdi, and 
his volumes went off like steam. There were many others : 
Md oame Fbieh’s. Now I hew ^t fc. Toole mgmg 
to publish to reminte^oes, which Mr. 

Boswelling for him. The publishing season of 1887 and 1888 
win he known as “ Baored to the Memones. B. Coehet 

toAiE has just oonduded a Aort senes of entertau^ auto- 
hiographici aneedotes in Mu^ay's M^amne. Mxr^x 
come up, forsooth 1 goto!” ^by M he.bnng ttxem to m 
abrupt a termination ? But perhaps he did it on Jlfr. ^Mer » 
epistolaryprinciple of “ pulling up wto a jerk, and then the 

reader ‘‘wishes as there were more of It. . rni .Ia 

I mentioned Joseph Boswell-Haitoh inst now ; 1 .11 do 
80 again ; for the sake of telling anyone who may he go^K | 
railTOy journey, that he will get .quite .sixty pw of 
interew out of his outlay of one shilling m purehs^g 2^ 
Mbejf Murder, at W. H. Smeeh’s booMtalL It is not so 



Worms had been the enemies of books, where would have been ike 
Papyri now? I enclose my photo, taken of me time sinoe by 

Dr.^iEus SAMBOEEI0S, and am. 

liEWS OF THE HOUSE OF BA.YOY. 

It was recently rumoured that Mr. GEOEaB Geossmtot, so long onte 
the ‘‘prop?’’ and^ornameuts of the Savoy The^te, was about to wito^w 
CAETE’s Company. Md take » Theatie tor ^^-Md for 

Gbb-Q-bb, and so the tax would not apply. Handshaking all round, and 
everyone satifiied. 
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MYSTERIES OF HUMAN GROWTH. (THREE CHAPTERS IN PUBLIC SCHOOL LIFE.) 




188S. 1884. 1888. 

^ Jimmy JoTies, Ullo, Billy Brown! Billy Brown. ‘Ullo, Jimmy Jones! you Jimmy JoTies, ^‘Ullo, Billy Brown! 
\ ou 're cheeky 1 It strikes me you Kiokeu me Two Years ago 1 It strikes about that Kicking 1 It strikes mb my 
WANT Kicking!” [Kicks him, \tai& it's Turn!'' [TakesU, JTurn's comb round AGAm/^* [dSrc., A:c, 


PERILS OP A PLEASXJRE-HORSE. 

A Q-ilpinesgub Ballad. 

J, 0OSCHEN is a patriot 
Of credit and renown ; 

A Bold dnancier eke is he, 

Trusted by London Town, 

He is a brave equestrian, 

As all the world doth know ; 

And when he mounted his new steed, 

The world expected “ go.” 

But saddle-tree scarce reached had he 
His journey to begin. 

When turning round his head he saw 
That boy—an imp of sin I 

That boy perceived him mounted fair 
Upon his gallant steed, i 

Slow pacing o’er the party-stones ' 

With caution and good heed. 

But finding soon a smoother road 
Beneath nis well-shod feet, 

The horse began to trot, and all 
Admired J. Uoschen’s seat. 

Gee-up 1 ” he cried. The horse gee-up’d, 
To gallant Goschbn’s joy ; 

And ful might have gone passing well, 


That boy at first appeared to be 
Upon his best behaviour ; 

Row he waved like a semaphore, 
And pounded like a paviour. 


So “Fair and softly I ” Goschen cried ; 
But Goschen cried in vain. 

Ah I now he ’ll need a steady seat — 

A firm hand on the rein. 

“ Yah I ” cries the youth, and also “ Boo ! ” 
Irrelevant and rude. 

What wonder if the charger shied. 

Or if the rider slew’d ? 

Like some young rascal in the Row 
Who waves his arms in air, 

A swell equestrian to rile. 

His gallant steed to scare ; 

jSo William stands right in the way, 

And Goschen can but feel 

He next may raise a hideous yell, 

Or turn a “ Catherine-wheel.” 

Steady, good Goschen I Keep your seat I 
Remonstrances are idle ; 

W i lli a m means mischief ; spare the spur. 
And don’t forget the bridle. 

The perils of your Pleasure-Horse 
Are scarcely yet begun ; 

And lots of other urchins rude 
Stand by to watch the fun. 

Oh yes, no doubt, to scare your nag 
In this way is a sin. 

Fie on such horrid little boys I 
They ought to be run in. 

Bi^ such is the equestrian’s fate. 

Upon park-hacK or hobby ; 

Prey to the ever-present boy, 

The ever-absent Bobby. 


If you ’re a Johnny Gilpin^ blest 
With more of pluck than skill I 
There probably will be a bolt, 

And possibly a spill. 

But if you keep your nerve, and seat, 
You ’ll add to your renown ; 

And Will will have to take great care 
That he is not— run down I 


Another One! 

A HATtn-woEEiNG Government Cl^k has 
been ordered equestrian exercise. “ I shan’t 
mind your tax so much, Mr. Goschen,” said 
the ofacial to the C. C., “if the Government 
will raise my salary.” “ I ’ll inquire in the 
Department about it,” replied the kind- 
hearted Geo. Jokin’ ; “but, in any case, your 
pleasure in riding will depend upon the sort 
of ‘ screw ’ you get.” 

The ‘^Robert’’ (Or Shilling) Dinner. 

Memo. 

Potage a la Robert. 

Whitebait a la Robert le Diable. 

Robert Dory. 

Pig’s Cheek with “ Sauce Robert.” 

Kibob Kurry. 

Welsh Robert. 

Dessert— Bob Cherry. 

Excuse eoe Drinking beeorb Dinner.— 
To Whet the Appetite. 
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MY PRINCE! 

(^5 mng quite recemtly at Cfharlottenbwrg,) 

Wheeb and how shall I manage to meet him P 
What are the words they will make me say r ^ 

Shall I have with a shake of the head to greet him, — 
Tell him to oaU another day ? 

Will the Chancellor, trne love scorning, 

Stand in the path, and never wince ? 

Must all my joy be tnrned to mourning, 

Must I lose for ever My Prince I My Prince I 

I will not dream of him crowned and ruling, 

Mounting his late Bulgarian throne. 

In Russian guile he has had some schooling : 

He only asks to be let alone ! 

They talk to me of their “ strained relations,”^ 

Of the Czar who has hated, him some time since. 

But my heart is my own, and not the nation’s ; — 

And I ’ll give it to him, My Prince I My Prince I 

So it ’s only a matter of patient waiting, 

And whatever scheme the Chancellor hatch 

For him, since her strength he ’s under-rating. 

He ’ll find that Mamma is fully a match. 

And, though he may growl, she ’ll manage to tame him, 
And tell him out straightway, plain words not to mince, 

Alexai^dee is mine, and as mine I shall claim him, 

And hold him for ever. My Prince I My Prince I 


AH AaORIEVEB TAX-PAYER. 

SiEj—My income has been reduced by your friend and contributor, 

W Geoegb JoKm’, from £3 per annum to 
1 £2 15s. Would he have done it, even if 

1 1 he had had the chance some years ago ? 
I Ho, Certainly not. But recently he has 
I taken to making puns. He commenced 
it publicly at Mr. Wtndham’s supper, 
I After that — the Budget. How l)r, 
11, JoHNSOK has told us of what crime a 
ll punster must be guilty, “Who makes 
!( I' a pun would pick a pocket.” Sir, my 
' three per cent, pocket has been picked. 
When I next record my vote, I sheul ask if the Candidate ever made 
a pun. Defend us from Geoegb Jokin, who is “punny wise and 
pound foolish” as he would say. Yours, 

CoirvEETEi) Agahstst His Will. 


Wheel and Woe. 

By One of the Disappointed Deputation. 

You ’d tax our wheels to help the Common Weal ? 

Ho, JoEiB-’ Goschen, we can see no joke in it. 
Wheelwrights this wheel-wrong very sorely feel. 
Look out Ixion, or we ’U lock your wheel, 

And put our spoke in it ! 


WITH ALL THEIE ART. 

SiE,-“Mr. Waltee Besaitt’s proposition, in regard to the Art of 
Hovel Writing, that “ no moving situation was ever yet depicted, the 
writing of which did not cost flie Author anguish and tears, ’J has 
somewhat perplexed me. Slill, I own as a Three-Yolume HoveUst of 
some standing, my experience as far as concerns my own work, 
entirely coincides with Mr. Besart’s. ^ I have found myself fre- 
quently, not only sobbing like a little c^d over the pathetic portions 
of my works, but laughing myself into hysterics over the more 
humorous chapters, I am bound, however, to admit that they do not 
seem to have the same efiect on my publisher and^ intimate friends, 
whom I have often caught laughing themselves into fits over my 
most serious and dramatic situations, while a perusal of my lights 
and comic pages appears to consign them to the depths of a profound I 
and impenetrable gloom. This, however, by the way ; and I only 
direct attention to it, in passing, as a curious tact, notwithstanding 
the opinion of some American authors to the contrary, Mr. Bbsabt 
is, therefore, probably right, and we may take it pretty well for 
granted that the writer who moves others, must be first moved him- 
self. I am going to interview all our distinguished writers myself, 
and will let you nave the result next week. Yours inquiringly, 

Fm-TiCACKEEAy Bulwbe-Bcott. 


APATHETIC OEPICIALISM. 

Though it may take, according to the accepted computation, nine 
tailors to make one man, to judge from certain answers furnished in 
the House of Commons the other evening, it evidently requires some- 
thing more than nine official men to re-make or rather to re-instate 
one Tayler. In his issue of last week, Mr. Punchy commenting 
briefly on the case of the sorely ill-used Patna Commissioner, and 
applauding the vigorous protest uttered by the Times on the subject, 
expressed a hope that the Government would speedily take the matter 
in hand, and, though at the eleventh hour, see the wrong righted, 
and something like justice done. This, however, they appear dis- 
inclined to do. To talk of an objection to “ re-opening ” the matter, 
as if it were an mcident that had been put away and closed, is absurd, 
for, as a matter of fact, thanks to the historians who have carefully 
^ted all its circumstanc^j its details are thoroughly open to the 

^Jolonel &ALLESOH, in his history of the Indian Mutiny, has fully 
f investigated the charges made against Mr. Commissioner Tatlbe, 
and exposed their utter groxmdlessness and futility. Sir J ohn Hate, 
a writer Hkely to be on his P.’s and Ql.’s, and Mr. Holmes, who is 
anything but “all abroad” in his facts, in their resgeotive works 
dealing with the same period, have not only done likewise, but borne 
unmistakable testimony to the valuable nature of the services 
rendered by Mr, Tavlbe to his country in the very crisis in which 
his conduct had been officially attacked. To decline, therefore, in the 
presence of such experts, to entertain the “ re-opening ’’ of the ques- 
tion, is simply to refuse to look the facts of history steadily in the face. 

To shirk this ordeal may commend itself to the official mind, but 
it is a proceeding that in no way finds favour with the pubHo 
opinion of the country. That, the Government may depend upon it, 
holds that it is better that the routine traditions of thirty years 
should be utterly exposed and overthrown, rather than that a 
deserving public servant should undergo unmerited punishment and 
disgrace. That the official mind should be capable of taking any 
other view is preposterous ; but that it shows significant signs of so 
doing, Mr. Punch much fears must be regarded as a melancholy fact, 

THE SECRET OUT. 

0 Gladstohe, rash GLADSTOina, puU up, or your fame 
To zero will fall, and to nothingness dwindle. 

It musty for the great Star of Science cries shame ; 

That true Boanerges, tempestuous Tyndall. 

He says you’re “not wise,” and, dear William, you’ll see 
This alone is sufficient the matter to settle. 

He ’s such a big pot is Professor J. T., 

And you— if he says so— of course are a kettle. 

Baleoije you may brave, or stand up against Joe, 

Front even John Bright, that pofite letter-writer, 

But you are not in it with Tyndall, you know, 

Why vainly contend with so smashing a smiter ? 

This Blogger of Science, this Sullivan, swears 
He was— well, clothed in light when you wore “ Tory shoddy.” 

Yes, malice might whisper that what he now wears 
Must be f astian, could he but see it, poor body. 

He girds at the Liberal Party as dogs 
For following you when he cannot. Great Csesar I 

If Science could only see straight when it slogs, 

This Tyndall, my William, might well be a teaser. 

He chaffs you as pseudo-infallible. Oh I 
One can see why he’s wrath at your strong self-reliance. 

You infringe his monopoly there, don’t you know ; 

For nothing’s infallible now— except Science I 

Evident, 

“I see by the paper,” said Db Mogyns, “that ‘The Prince of 
Wales and Suite ’ visited some Theatre the other night. What do 
they mean by ‘ the suite f ’ ” 

“ The Princess, of course,” was the very natural answer, 

Quid pro duo. 

“ The sweet simplicity of Three per Cents ” ? 

Ho, gone is that financial fine felicity ! 

Instead thereof, say the Rad malcontents, 

We’ve Goschen’s “dear duplicity.” 

At Mr. Chbisty Minstrel Moose’s benefit, Mr. Arthur 
Roberts sang “ Queen of the Tarts with his usual success. In 
the last century the ideal subject of this song would have been 
celebrated in verse as ** The Reigning ToastP The “Toast” of 
the eighteenth becomes the “Tart” of the nineteenth century. 
What will she next be ?— the Cheese P 
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TWO VIEWS 


I’d Mitchellise till he ooiildu’t hit half an ounce, 
or ‘ land’ within half a mile of a haystack. 

“ Yon have not confined yonr attention to the Ring, I 
presume?” said L , ^ , 

“ No, I’ve also had a cut in at the Book,” responded 
Nobodt. “I’ve written, with assistance — the most 
Startling Sensational Shillingswobth, 
on record, and had it log-rolled into sixty editions. Picked 
up a shady story in the side-walk of Swelldom, cooked it 
carefully with a weather-eye to the 
Law op Libel, 

and the Shilling Scan-Mag sold like Plumper’s Skates or 
Tooth-paste p™, by Patti I 

Beside that I’ve patented Pills, been appointed Special 
Commissioner on the Borriohoola Boundary Question, lec- 
tured all over England and America on 
Art in the Nttrsert I 

bossed a Sixteen- Acre Show, run a Conservative Caucus, 
started a Liberal Ladies’ Lily League, founded 
A New Religion, 

and inaugurated a new School of Music, on the principle 
that not in Melody or Harmony, but in 

The XJnintermittbnt -^olian Wail 
is found the true secret of transcendental Musical Art. I 
have also shown, in a book of six hundred pages, thatth^ 
Occult Double-Acrostics op the Odyssey 
prove that Nebuchadnezzar really wrote the Homeric 
Poems. I have started a new Gallery for the exploitation 
of the great Neo-Teatray School of Art (first suggested by 
me), founded on the eternal esoteric principle of 
Prismatic Smudge ! I 

I am now hesitating whether I will next secure the Billiard 
Championship, a Baronetcy, or the reversion of 
The Leadership op the Liberal Party 1 
And stOl I am— Nobody I ” 

“ Wonderful 1 ” I cried, in gasping amazement. “ And 
how — how do you manage it ? ” 

“ The Secret of my Success,” he replied, “ may be 
expressed in a simpler ‘formula’ than ever quack invented 


Brown, “ Shockin’ Thing ! You heard op poor Mullins getting his or tipster devised. That formula is 
Neck broken in that Collision 1 ” Bounce and Big Capitals I 

Jones, ** Ah ! — it ’s as-tonishing how lucky some Fellows are ! He told The world being largely composed of Jugginses and 
ME ’last time I saw HIM HE ’d JUST INSURED HIS LiPB POR Thrbb Thous’d Gapers, Credulous Geese, and Sensation-loving gohe- 
Poun’s ! ! ” mouches, Humbug and Advertisement are tbe twin Arts 

■ — - ■ - — - - - r ., — to make Somebody, Everybody out of —Nobody I ” 

NOBODY AT HOME. " ' 


An Interview d la Mode, 

Nobody was “ at home,” and as willing to he interviewed as a pushing poli- 
tician, a champion pugilist, or a Music- haU Mountebank. NObody is a^person of 
Imposing Indepiniteness 

of demeanour, of middle-age, of average height, of medium complexion. He 
produced upon the beholder much the same efiect as a scieutifically smudged in 
Impressionist Portrait, 

the most positive and salient point about him being iaa extra-large-size diamond 
scarf -pin, wbioh blazed out like 

Smus PROM A Haze op Nebulous Star-dust, 
or the e 3 re-catcbing “Caps” in a specimen of modem reporting. Thence his 
extremities, head and heels, brain and boots, seemed to vaporise ofi mto attenuated 
vagueness, quite consistently with tbe latest theories of Art and Advertisement. 
SaEent and surcharged triviality, glaring forth like a Cyclops’ eye from a misty 

muddle of Circumjacent Nullity, 

is, indeed, the open secret of sncoess in the two chief branches of contemporary 
charlatanism. Notwithstanding this accentuated nebulosity, however, Nobody 
had an indescribable airof being emphatically All There I — whattherewas of him. 

“ No doubt,” said I, “during your long and sensational career you have done 
many things ” 

^ “ And peoplel” interjected Nobody, with a delightful mixture of Whistlerian 
airiness and Slngger-SuUivanesqne swagger. “ Rather I I am found everywhere 
—in Parliament and the Prize Ring, at Burlington House, and in 
Lady Lamia’s Drawing-room, 

on the Stage, and the Cinder Path. I am, in fact, the Champion Humbug, and 
to he that is, in these days, to be the Champion of Champions.” 

“ Ahl Hercules, Apollo, and Mercury in one? ” said L with a sympathetic wink. 
“ Hercules be blowed ! ApoUo— not up to third-rate Mnsio-hall form ! I Mercury 
—a mere mug III” cried Nobody, contemptuously. “ I should just like to have 
Hercules in a Eorty-poot Ring I 


LOVE’S LABOUR LOST. 

Act hi.. Scene 1. 

Shaks^eare once more adapted to the Situation, 

Bir on- Bismarck loquitur : — 

I FOILED, forsooth, by Love ? I ’ll be Love’s whip, 

A very beadle to an amorous sigh ; 

A critic ; nay, a night-watch constable, 

A domineering pedant o’er the boy, 

Than whom no mortal hath more thwarted me. 

This wimpled, whining, purblind, wayward boy. 
This senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dau Cupid : 

This lord of love-rhymes, brave with baby arms. 

The appointed autocrat of blood-and-iron ? 

This Eege of loiterers and malcontents 
Prince Bismarck baulk, venture to counter me, 

Sole Imperator and great General 
Of patriot policy ? 0 my mighty heart I 
Am I to be a corporal of his field 
And wear his colours like a tumbler’s hoop ? 

What, 1 1 I sue to Love I I, for a wife, 

A woman, so set hack the German clock 
Still a-repairing ; getting out of gear, 

And never going right, like a cheap watch, 

But being watch’d that it may still go right I 
Nay, to be baffled, wbioh is worst of all. 

And, among three, to get the worst of all I 
Am I to stoop to Love ? to bend for him ? 

Make way for him ? Go to, it is a plague 
That Capid would impose for my neglect 
Of his afinighty ireadful little might. 

Well, I will watch his way to get my own, 

I ’ ve whipped all foes ; Cupid I ’Q face— alone I [JExit, 
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Souse of Commons, Monday Night, Apnl 9.— Looked _mOTe 
old times to-night. Benches well Med. A thm hl^ 
facing Opposition Bench. In seat of Leader of Oppositaon, 

Bxoirai, with flower in hntton-hok, and snspicm ^ 

coat-tail pocket. Sure signs of a hig speech. Gosctot moved 

House into Committee of "Ways and Meaj» to pass Budget ^so lu- 

tions. CoTOimT, not to he caught napping again, came d°^ " 

nravers in evening dress. Gladstome eMected on his feet u^e- 

diately after Questions. But Old Morali^, locking morallOT 

ever, Ld with ctuite fresh stock of .oopy-l’o<’^ 

case of emergency, had sold Opposition. Instead of Budget BiU 

standing first on Orders, had put 

retains command of French language that oarri^ 1^ 

famous visit to Paris), ca^ ‘ fe safe Salary ^ilL Poor - 

tt a-p-m-att gone aVray for brief period of rest. Pleasant surprise for 

SmtM his sal^ voted when he retans. GLAjOTOira 

big speech cutting up Budget BilL Mam b^y of Iii^ MembMS 

over m Ireland, treading on the coat-tail BAiEonn dexterously 


®^?hev ^d Irish protested; took two divisions ; but by Five 
o'^ook ^ over. The evening breeze mak^ ripples wund the prow 
rf thfaSo^ faring Emo-tfAnKAir South might whisper that the 

®“i^t^iuTOlv^^M’8*SrbSore GnAnsTOira got his chmce. 
A^S^y Mour am»rters of an hour for colleagues mthm 

^o““efinger. A^ them S 

Tiha bv wav of enforeinsf remarks. Such larks witH i wotj 
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Fowxeb’s knees. So O'. 0. M. prodded him till positions were 
readmsted. 

“Suppose he mnst get rid of subdued energy somehow,’* says 
Habcouet, who generally sits next to revered Leader, and is the 
principal sujfferer. “ Since he doesn’t think it diplomatic in 
circumstances to pan out on Ministers, he prods us. Capital idea of 
Childeks to wear copy of Yotes inside his waistcoat over left ribs. 
But Habtington and the other fellows best ofE. Sometimes feel 
myself nearly prodded into dissentient Liberalism.” 

Business done , — Budget Resolutions. 

Old Morality had great triupaph to-night. Everyone 
shares in it, for everyone likes Old Morality, and feels' soothed by 
his moral reflections. Triumph came at midnight. But there was 
preliminary victory shortly after House met. Edwabd Watkin 
appeared on scene. Wanted to know when and how Ireland was to 
have Home Rule. Everybody been putting this question for two 
years. County Clare out en masse on Sunday shouting out the ques- 
tion. Comes up at every" public meeting ; severs some Families ; has 
united One ; political air thunderous with reverberating question ; 
here is Edwabjo Watzin, of all men, wanting to know. Up rises 
Old Morality, solemnly approaches table, gravely meets Edwabd 
Watkin’s strained regard, and, slowly beating time on table as 
momentous syllables fall and rise, says : — “ There will be no indis- 
position to extend to Ireland an improved system of Local Q-overn- 
ment when it is made clear that the people are prepared to receive 
and work it in a spirit of loyalty to the Crown and Constitution.” 

Copy heading a little longer than usual. Won’t go into single 
line. But how fresh the sentiment I how terse the language I and 
with what indescribable air of morality it is suflused ! Ribald Irish- 
men burst into shout of laughter. But on Treasury ;Benoh not single 
dry eye. Hbantdolph, sitting in corner seat behind, nervously tugs 
at moustache. Chaplin, in corner seat below, thinks he hears a sob. 

After this, House proceeded with chastened spirit to its allotted 
task. Crowd of IsTotiees of Motion ; afterwards full list of Orders. 

S .ths Bill looms low down in latter 

get into Committee with it. If 
r worked tluough, this Bill would 
le. So at Nine o’clock, Opposition, 
y Tomlinson t’ece G-bandolph gone 
to the enemy, tried Count, wliich 
Motions run through; Orders 
Led, Yagrants Act Amendment 
Bill disposed of after moderate 
discussion. Now Bbadlaxtgh’s 
chance. But enter De Cobain 
with two Bills in hand and every 
appearance of having a third 
buttoned inside his waistcoat. 
Moves Belfast Municipal Fran- 
chise Bill ; takes Division and gets 
it rejected. Next brings on 
Wa^es (Ireland) Bill, Long dis- 
cussion. Half -past Eleven struck. 
Oaths Bill in peril. At twenty 
minutes to Twelve Buchanan 
pounced. Just in time to be 
too late. Division on Closure 
followed by Division on Second 
Reading of BUI. Agreeably 
occupied time tiU Midnight 
struck, and then Oaths Bill 
shunted. Seraphic smile man- 
Problem ; to Find the Third Bill, tied over countenance of Old 

Morality as he watched Bu- 
chanan’s blundering tactics. “They’d better leave it tome, eh? 
Don’t you think so, Toby ? ” he said, quite gleefully, as he packed 
up his stray copybook headings and looked them in his box. 

Business done, — ^Miscellaneous. 

Things beginning to look up. House of late grown so 
respectable that, regarded as a place of entertainment, quite out of 
running compared with vestries. Public deserting the place, and 
Members habitually play to empty gallery. To-night Bill entirely 
changed. A piece of the old kind put on. Scene, Ireland : dramatis 
^rson<e^ those old favourites Pabnbll, O’Bbien, Dillon, and Tim 
Healt. J oseph Hillis in the wings with old familiar smile on his 
face, and prompter’s book in hand. Aspect of House suddenly 
changed. Benches fiUed up; Strangers crowded in; cheers and 
counter-cheers rang through theatre. For two hours and a b5^1f 
piece ran without a flaw. 

T. W. Russell took opportunity of coming back again. Last time 
he spoke threw in his lot with ParnelHtes ; denounced G-overnment, 
and voted against them. Opportunity now at hand to pose as persistent 
TJmomst and support Government. This the only duR part in the 
piece. AsBaijpoub says, “There’s no element of surprise about 
Russell. Taking the Session through, he ’s like a pendulum. Find 


him on one side at particular moment, quite sure that he ’s swinging 
to go back. The Prodigal’s return all very well once in a life-time. 
But can’t be always upsetting our domestic arrangements, and 
thinning out the most succulent from among our flocks and herds.” 

Everyone surprised to see Summeks stUl going about, flooding 
waste places in Lobby with sunny smile. Thought Bbight would 
have thoroughly crushed him with that 
ponderous epistle. Seems to have passed 
harmlessly over his head. If any effect 
is visible, his smile is a trifle more 
childlike and bland. Bbight’s heavy 
artillery not nearly so neat as ‘ ‘ Bobby ” 

Spenceb’s pop-gun. This also flred at 
Member for Huddersfleld, when he was 
nominated additional Whip. It was 
before the bye-elections had begun to 
tell, and whilst yet the Dissentient 
Liberal ranks were unbroken. ‘ ‘ Bobby, ” 
himself nearly a year in offLce, mur- 
mured, with far-away look ; “ Another 
Whip! Dear me, it seems that, the 
smaller the muster to be counted the 
larger the number of Whips.” ImhTW 

Business done, — Debate on Second |||f 
Reading of Local Government Bill com- || W m 

Friday, — Lords back to-night, like |m 
giants refreshed, after Easter holidays, 

Plunged desperately into business, ^ 

Denman (“So like dear Mr, Dick is In 

Denman,” said Dunbaven, back from 

Ireland, where he has been dropping 

his rents, and raising his salmon) moved 

Second Reading of Woman’s Suffrage n 

Bill. Cbanbbooz moved that it be 
read second time this dajr six months. 

What followed so interesting, made ver- 

hatim note of conversation. Here it is : — ^ agen.’ ’ 

Mr, Dick, May I ask the noble Yisoount whether that would 
mean lunar or calendar months ? If lunar, by yonder blessed moon 
I swear 

Cranhrook, Order! Order! 

“ 0, swear not by the moon, the inconstant moon, 

That monthly changes in her circled orb.” 

Besides, swearing ’s not parliamentary. Ask Halsbuby, 

Lord Chancellor [admires Balpoub’s policy so much^ imitates 
his Parliamentary manner with his legs. Just now got them astray 
under the table. After struggle, rises to his columnar height). Ah 
—er— don’t you think we ’d better wait for Brother Hebschell ? 
More m his way, doncherknow. His grandfather in the moon and 
stars business. Spacious firmament on high, and all that ; a little 
out of my way. 

Mr, Dick, Must rule, or else I ’ll take division. 

Lord Chancellor, Yery well. Then, under circumstances, we ’ll 
say it ’s lunar months. 

House then adjourned. 

*< ^ the Queen’s Bench, — A queer place for a 

break-down,” but the Judge, Counsel, and all engaged in the case 
stepped it” with alacrity when the defective timber gave timely 
warning last Wednesday morning. At first the noise was thought 
to be occasioned by the Last of the Barons cracking a joke, or that 
gme prisoner on his trial had just been “let off” by Mr. Justice 
Hawhins. But it was nothing of the sort. It was simply caused 
by someone” concerned in building the New Law Courts. On 
mqupy, of course, it was found impossible to blame the Architect, 
or the Clerk of the Works, or the Foreman, or the Contractors. 
It was finally settled that as the green wood used in building had 
girunk, the fault was^ attributable entirely to the “ Contracting 
Party, wmch, in this instance, ’tis as clear as sunlight, was the 
beam. If they ’re all like the Queen’s Bench, we can’t correctly term 
any of the Divisions in the new building “ Superior Courts.” 

“ Happy Retubns I ” — A House crammed in every part welcomed 
our Henby and Ellen on the Faustive occasion of their re-appear- 
ance at the Lyceum. He has made a bag of dollars, and certainly as 
Mephistopheles he looked uncommonly dollarous. 


?i^e i^^thout a flaw. , „ • -l i - -r ^bich Is It?— R ecently the Gaiety advertisements have informed 

T. W. Russell took opportunity of coming back again. Last time the public that “ Miss Ellen Fabben ” is going to take a benefit, 
tie spoke threw m tos lot with Par^lhtes ; denounced Government, previous to her departure, &o., &o. A few days after this, the last 
md voted against them. Opportunity now at hand to pose as persistent nights (alas !)[ of “ Miss Nellie Fabben,” &o,, &c. We have never 

only dnUp^t in the heard of “tiXBx" Fabben. ‘‘NeeSs” bS 

s no element of surprise about which leaves us ? and, if both,— weR, we shaR grieve for Nellie, 
Russell. Taking the Session through, he s like a pendulum. Find but we shan’t Miap Ellen. 

^ NOTICE— Ejected Communications or Contributions^ whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
Sere ^heu accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper, To this rtde 
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QUITE TAKEN BY LES SURPRISES. 

M. Bisson’s “comeJte,” entitled Les Surprises du Divorce^ wHch 
is now one of the great snecesses of Paris, was played to such big 
houses last week at the E-oyalty as would have been sufficient to 
warrant M. Mater in taking “ ‘ ± 


month at least. Les Surprises 
structed and most amusing 
so genuinely comic, and the 


on the theatre for another 
is an ingeniously - con- 
farce.a The situations are 
dialogue so crisp ^d 
humorous, that the piece 
would “draw” in London 



“ Coquelinant ” at the Royalty. 

with even a less popular comedian than Coutielin, supported by the 
youthful Jean CoaxTEUN and the competent company— including a 
M. Boulanger, by the way — whom M. Mater has got together at the 
Royalty Theatre. ^ , 

It is said that Mr. Hare is going to produce an English version of 
Les Surprises at his, at present unbuilt, theatre. If so, the adapter, 
if he lays the scene in England, will have a difficult task, as what is 
essential to the plot is impossible here, and much detail that is 
necessary to the humour of the farce an English audience would not 
tolerate in an English piece ; though in a French play, acted by 
French comedians, “ suggestiveness ” is expected and condoned in 
advance by an English audience, who, as a rule, laugh the louder 
the more they see and the less they understand. 

The old “ business ” of the low comedian, when overcome with emo- 
tion, falling on to the keyboard of the piano, of a quiet man bringmg in 
a loaded tray only to be kicked over by the principal low comedian in 
order to end an Act with something brisk, and to bring down “ a 
quick curtain,” would be received by our capricious first-nighters 
with derision. But what in a French farce is considered by an 
English audience as “immensely^ funny,” would be voted “old” 
and “stupid” in an English piece of the same kind. I doubt 
whether the ringing slap on the face given by the actor to the actress 
would be acceptable to an English audience, if the characters repre- 
sented were English. However, these matters are for the adapter’s 
consideration. Taken for what it is, a brisk French farce, played 
by a good light French company, with plenty of French sauce 
piquante^ Les Surprises du Divorce is among the funniest pieces to 
which M. Haquet’s Divorce Act has given birth. 

IN THE Box, 

“Taeet was a Welshman, Taeet was” — ahem I — That 
Reverend Arcadian Welsh Shepherd who was brought up — (he 
must have been very badly brought up I) — ^before the Magistrate, 
at the instance of the Dean and Chapter of Westminster, for chip- 
ping pieces off some old stone table in the Abbey, m order to carry 
them away as relics, ought to be presented with a living near Chip- 
ping Norton. Perhaps “ Mr, Q-.” could find him convenient employ- 
ment at Hawarden. He was fined a couple of sovereigns for the 
damage done. No doubt he considers he got off very chiply. 


MR. PUNCH’S INDIAN POSSESSIONS. 

The Indian Daily News of Monday, March 26 , has been received at 
our office, containing the following intelligence : — 

“ Moti Singh, the Rajah of Punch, has come into sudden notoriety by 
the imprisonment of his Prime Minister and family, and confiscation of their 
property, &c. The State of Punch lies about midway between Rawal Pj.ndi 
and Srinugger, &c.” 

To interview Rajah Moti Singh, Mr, Punch has. of course, 
immediately despatched two of his best Rajahs-in- Waiting from 
his Home Office, Khan Singh and Mustapha Singh with A 
Note. Mr, Punch thinks it due to the Prime] Minister to^ say 
that this is the first time he has ever heard even the whisper 
of any charge against him, and he is loth to believe that the 
present difficulty is due to Russian intrigue. The Two Rajahs will 
be accompanied (on the Tom-Tom) by the celebrated Indian 0-uide, 
Rita-Wazir ; and Mr. Punch trusts that the meeting of the three 
Rajahs— Kban Singh, Mustapha Singh, and Moti Singh — who 
win enjo 3 rthe far-famed hospitality of the Nizam Anpeezah- 
Dinar— will be thoroughly harmonious. 

THE RECO(31NITION OF INHUMANITY. 

What would be the reasonable chastisement to award for a mis- 
demeanor no worse than an unprovoked assault by which a sufferer 
is but grievously injured and irreparably maimed for life ? Well, 
as much, perhaps, as seclusion for a term of some not too long dura- 
tion. Such was the sentence stated to have been passed by the 
Recorder of Sheffield on two betting men, one named Oxlet, and 
the other Lambert, convicted of rather too rough horseplay on the 
person of a respectable tradesman. They had merely knocked him 
down, and four of his teeth out, broken his jaw, and indicted injuries 
styled “ serious ” upon his head. For these acts of only unlawful 
wounding, Oxlet was awarded no less than two months’ and Lam- 
bert as much as one month’s imprisonment. In this instance, jus- 
tice, as usual in such cases, was tempered with mercy ; and according 
to precedent not ridiculousljr too much of the latter. But certainly, 
the reverse of that view of it was taken by the people of Sheffield. 
At a crowded meeting of townsfolk convened by^ the Mayor, resolu- 
tions were passed actually protesting against the inadequacy of those 
lenient sentences ! What Draconian judgment did the Mayor and his 
concourse wish to have been' pronounced on a somewhat too forcible 
outbreak of animal spirits ? Five years of penal servitude perhaps, 
and a whipping or two into the bargain? Why, the defendants 
couldn’t have got so much as that unless they had aggravated mere 
violence with the graver offence of robbery. They seem to have been 
sent to prison without the option of a fine. Was not that sufficient 
to satisfy the rigorous requirements of the Men of Sheffield ? An 
imprisonment of two months’ duration for an assault upon a man is 
as heavy a penalty as that usually imposed on the assailant of a 
woman or a child. Isn’t it ? 


ANewHerest. — The week before last we mentioned the spread 
of Ariane-ism in the Strand. But what is “ Plagiarism in the Pul- 
pit,” for which, in the^York Convocation, Dr, Hatman wished to 
condemn Canon Fleming? Is it a misprint for “ Pelagianism ” ? 
If not who was the Heresiaxch ? When did Plagiary fiourish ? Of 
course we do not mean Sir Fretful. Poor Canon Fleming to be 
gibbeted on “ Hatman’s gallows ” I This would be “ suspending ” 
him with a vengeance. Let us hope the worthy Fleming will be 
acquitted of Plagiarism, 

Appropriate eor April.— duite the Month for the Aquarellistes 
in PaU Mall East and Piccadilly to open their Shows, Plenty of 
Showers at both places. 


Another “Mtstert.” — The Shilling Dreadfuls are having a 
fine time of it. All Murders and Mysteries. The Book-stalls of 
W. H. Smith— or “ The Smithies,” as they; shall be henceforth 
termed— are full of them. Among the latest is The Cliff Mystery^ 
by Mr. Hamilton Aide, who is also “among the profits.” The 
more improbable the story, the greater the probability of its being 
read. Perhaps the Author wrote this shilling tale after a copious 
draught of what he calls “ Chateau Margot.” Does he remember a 
couplet of Charles Dance’s in Blue Beard ?— 

Margot. For driak, O’Shackaback, you needa’t far go. 

O'* Shack, I Vo searched for you through all the chateau, Margot. 

The quotation may not be strictly exact as far as the first line 
goes, but the second is the one that may have lingered in the 
Aidean memory. Let him get some “ Margaux,” and write another 
Mystery. The greatest Mystery of all is, that there should be a 
public for all these ’orrible tales ! 

“ Sure as Fete.”— Last Wednesday, April 18, was about as bad 
a day as any of the Witches in Macbeth could wish for. There was 
thunder, lightning, hail, and rain, fog, sunshine, cold, heat, duite a 
Yariety Entertainment. Any Forecaster might have predicted it, 
or something like, without any great meteorological science, if he 
had only consulted the list of amusements for the forthcoming week 
in a Saturday or Sunday paper. For was not the First Show of Spring 
Flowers announced for this particular day at the Botanical Q-ardens ? 
0 cruel fete ! Poor Flora in a mackintosh and under an umbrella I 

Adds to New Dictionart.— Mr. <31iriing writes sensibly about 
corporal punishment, but “Uirling” is hardly the appropriate 
name for a gentleman who has kept a Boy’s School. “Q-irling” 
would be a very good telegraphio-codey word, meaning “Educating 
Girls.” If this were adopted, then “ Boying ” would mean “ Bring- 
ing up Boys.” “I boyed him up” would signify, “I had charge 
of his education from his earliest boyhood ? ” 
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“ Chair I Chair! Tlie late Mr. George Godwin^s collection of Beadiatjgh f. Peters.— At tlie reqLuest of Mr. Labodchbre some 
the Chairs of Great Men brought in a fair sum. ‘ ‘ Tibceodore Hook^ s Members subscribed the £500 damages and costs which Peters got out 
Chair with a curious back, revolving so as to serve as a table^ sold for of Brarlatjgh. “ This,’’ as the Comic Chancellor, Geo. Jorin ob- 
1 nineteen guineas which sum,’’ said George JoKCsr’, with ever- served, “ is the first instance within the last four hundred years of 
ready wit, “ ought to have been devoted to a chairy-table purpose.” a coUeotion of * Peter’s Pence ’ in the House of Commons.” 


HITCHIE ’S HIMSELF AGAIN ! ” {Tillftirther notice.) 



April 28 , 1888 .] 
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Born at Laleham, near Staines, December 22, 
1822. Died^ April 15, 1888. Bwried at 
Laleham^ April 19, 1888. 

He who sang “ Thyrsis^'^ then, shall sing no 
more [notes I 

This side the stream that stills all earthly 
Whilst April wahes the woodland’s tardy 
song, [floats 

On mom’s mild breeze the throstle’s fluting 
To ears long waiting and attentive long. 

But near the shy Thames shore 
Mute lies the minstrel who with mellowest 
reed [ways. 

Piped of its sunny slopes and wandering 
Singer of light and of large-thoughted days. 
And the soul’s stillness, art thou gone indeed ? 

Great Son of a good father, Laleham’s Tower, j 
’Neath which thou liest, is not flrmlier set 
Than thy well-founded surely growing fame. 
The budding briers with April drops are wet, 
Anon the river-flelds with gold shall flame ; 

The fritillary flower [feet 

Shall spread its purple where thy frequent 
Lovii^ly lingered. For thy Muse’s flight 
The Light of Nature’s g2t is yet more 
light, 

The Sweetness of Earth’s boon is still more 
sweet. 

The Python of Stupidity is slain 
By Phoebus’ shafts ; the Philistine must fall 
To lucid wit and lambent irony ; 

And hot unreason yieldeth, if at all. 

To arms of light. Well, the world owes to 
This gospel, and its gain [thee 

Perchance is greater than from all the noise 


Of Boanerges. Men at least may turn 
To thee the gracious ways of calm to learn. 
High Culture’s bland repose andblamelessjoys. 

“The night as welcome as a friend would 
faU,” * 

So didst thou sing, and lo I to thee it came 
Like a friend’s sudden clasp, and all was 
still. [thy fame 

Sleep well by thy loved Thames; henceforth 
With that of “ Thyrsis ” blent shall haunt 
Each reach, each islet, all [each hill, 
That spreading scene which Clouoh and 
Abntoid loved ; [more, 

And men of English mould will love it 
Thinking, on silvery flood and verdant shore, 
“Here Abnold sang, here gentle Thyrsis 
roved!” 

* “ Thyrsis ^^ Matthew Arnold’s exquisite 
Monody on the death of his friend, Arthur 
Hugh Clough. 

Tried bx the FuRmss.— As might have 
been expected, the Fiery Fubniss has been 
“making it hot” for some of them in his 
lecture as reported in last Friday’s Times, No 
one could more appropriately do this than the 
Fiery Fuehiss, His instructive and amusing 
Lectfure, evidently deals with burning ques- 
tions. ffis next discourse will probably be 
headed, “ Cremation by Fusiass,” in which 
he win discuss the utility of burning bodies, 
and the advisability of selecting one consider- 
j able body—that of the Royal Academy— for 
an initial experiment. If he cannot obtain 
the entire body, he will be content with 
roasting one member at a time. This Fttrniss 
burns brightly for nearly two hours, and no 
sort of interruption ever puts him out. 


Goethe and^the Very Dickens. 

IfepMstopheles, “ The Spirit who denies,” 
is the embodiment of Universal Scepticism. 
Mrs, Prig, who “didn’t believe there wasn’t 
no such person” as Harris, is the illus- 
tration of the particular Sceptic. The fi.rst | 
includes the second, and a term which shall 
be a combination of the two may well ex- 
press modern scepticism; and this term is 
‘ ‘ Mephistophelian-Priggishness.” 

Mr. Arthur Koherts’s Lament. 

I CANNOT sing the old song 
(Which line perhaps you’ve heard) ; 

I do not like the old song 
As sold by Messrs. Sheard. 

My serious reputation I 
Must keep up in Lon- don, — 

That second line is halting, but 
’Twill be correct if you don’t put 
“ The ” (proper) “ accent on,^^ 

SOMETHINa LIKE A CONVERSION,— At the 
fl.rst conference of the Pastors’ College Evan- 
gelical Association last Wednesday, when 
Mr. Spurgeon made one of his most telling 
and characteristic speeches, a Converted Devu 
addressed the Assembly. True he was only a 
Printer’s Devil; but this is a step in the 
right direction, which would have delighted 
the Original Obigbn and generous Robbie 
Burns of Ayr,— of that Ayr, by the way, 
whence came the puir Printer’s Deil in ques- 
tion. He was one of the “ inko guid.” 

A Dilemma.— The Managers of St. James’s 
Theatre have decided not to keep The Wife^s 
Secret, but, on the other hand, they can’t let 
it out. 
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THE WATER-COLOUR INSTITUTE. 

Sir Jambs Linton, you’ll first notice, has a splendid “ Sacharissa^^^ 
Near it Thomas’s “ Verandah^'* has a most unpleasant shine ; 

But, as one great consolation, you can. never fail to miss a 
Clever Doleful Dumps ” by Tbnnibl, that ’s hung upon the line. 


ujm 



** Our Jolly Young ‘Water-(ColGur)-Man.’* 

Here’s James Orrock’s “ On, the Solway Ernest Parton paints 
us birches, 

Arthur Severn Mussel-gatherers who fiy from Morecambe Bay ; 

While our Keelbt Haxswelle shows us quite the loveliest of 
churches, [ing Grey,^^ 

And well Joseph Kniuht’s depicted what he calls ** The Morn- 

In the next room we’ve some Weedons, which are bright and 
realistic, [can be ; 

While Charles G-reen has made his Turveydrop as perfect as 

Would that Gregory’s “Jfefaroonec?” were far less hot and 
inartistic, — 

As a contrast, note how Wyllie or how East has treated sea. 

Hubert Medlycott’s Fishmongers^ Sail and View of London 
Bridge ” is 


Passing on, we note Count Seckendorp’s San Bemof^ then the 
haunted 

Chamber Nash has deftly painted ; and a picture tells the tale 
Of how men are sore deceivers : there the Scot reads on undaunted, 
In “ The Covenanters ” feeling that the bible will prevail. 

There is Warren’s “ Wealth of Woodland,'' Terry’s “ Interesting 
Story,^’ ^ 

In Chapter from the Koran, ^ lo! the auditors are mute; 

And there ’s many another painter who deserves his meed of glory ; 
But the bard has spun six stanzas. Quantum suff.^ 0 Institute! 


THE “iPRODIGY” SONS. 


The infant Otto Hegner— a name very suggestive of a chicken 
scarcely out of its shell — has, it appears, been performing at the 
Philharmonic, a circumstance which the Musical Critic of the Times, 
who very reasonably urges that, as the Society is supposed to repre- 
sent the interests of high-class music, it might be above yielding to 
the craze of the homr, confesses he views both with surprise and 
regret. That there is a regular fiood of these musical prodigies 
threatening to sweep over every concert-hall platform, there is not a 
doubt and while the public rush in applau£ng crowds to welcome 
them, it is not easy to see where it is to stop. As long as the fever 
lasts, their parents, whatever their weight, may be counted upon to 
keep hurrying them to the “ scales,” and set them down to the key- 
board practising tm they are often literally laid on their BacNs. 
Meantime, while the infants struggle, it is becoming a serious ques- 
tion for the regular adult performers, who will find their occupation 
gone, ^d certainly not know what to do with themselves, if the former 
are to have it all their own way. Eor them, whatever the public 
, naay think of it, the matter will undoubtedly be no mere “ ohild’s- 
Burely hail any signs indicating that this 
recent determined mvasion of the concert-room by the nursery is at 
1 all on the wane, with every expression of unfeigned delight. 


VOCES POPULL 

AT A BOND STREET GALLERY. 

SCBSCE— Exhibition Booms of a well-known Art Dealer* s, where the 
main attraction is a very charming collection of Japanese impres- 
sions by a Rising Fainter, In the first room are displayed 
miscellaneous landscapes and figure-subjects by other painters, 
which two Prosaic Persons are inspecting in puzzled silence. 

First Prosaic Person {after examining pictures of coast scenery by 
“Afr. William Stott, of Oldham**), 1 daresay it’s all right — but 
it’s not my idea of Japan ! [Feels vaguely defrauded. 

Second P, P, {sensibly), I expect, if the truth was told, most 
places are pretty much alike* Seems to be something going on in 
the further room, though, — better go in and see if there’s anything 
to be seen there, eh 

[They enter the inner Gallery, which is draped in dull carnation 
and pale yellow, and hung with sketches framed in old gold 
and dead copper, arranged in somewhat irregular order. 
Visitors are moving slowly from one picture to the other, 
making enthusiastic comments in a reverent whisper, i 

First P, P, \a little dubiously). This looks more like it. V^y 
eccentric, though, sticking the pictures about in patches like this I 
Second P, P, {shrewdly). On, they naturally want to make ’em 
go as far as they can, but they might have hung ’em in patterns , — 
much neater-looking than this. Will you get a Catalogue, or 
shall I ? 

First P, P, {without feeling in his pockets). Well, I ’m not sure 
whether I have any silver about me. 

Second P, P, That little Japanese girl, who sells them, will give 
you change, if you ask her. 

First P, P, {annoyed). How the dooce am I to ask for change, 
when I don’t know the language ? 

Second P, P, Oh, I*ll get it, then. I’P make her understand 
somehow. {Goes up to little Jap. Lady, and proceeds to gesticulate 
elaborately with a shilling.) You give me — one book, I give you — 
this. You understand ? 

Jap, Lady {sedately), lunnerstan’ verri well. But the Catalogue 
is only seekspence—I can give you change. 

Second P, P, {returning to friend with Catalogue), Wonderful 
how you can get along with signs I I never have any diflS.culty 
wherever I go. [They proceed to examine the pictures. 

First P, P, I wonder why they ’ve all got a little red spot on the 
frame ? 

Second P, P, Oh, they put that on to show they ’re sold. Same 
as a star, you know. 

First P, P, But some of them are ticketed “ sold.” 

Second P, P, {staggered). Well, you may depend on it, it isn’t 
done without some reason. Pity he don’t finish his things more, 
isn’t it ? 

First]P, P, I daresay he wasn’t given time, I’ve heard the 
authorities are very particular out there. {Pointing to sketch of 
village street) Those Chinese lanterns aren’t bad, though. 

Second P, P, N-no, but you can get them anywhere now. 

An Ancient Amateur {with loud voice, patronisingly to Manager). 

I congratulate you — ^very attractive exhibition you ’ve got here— ex- 
ceedingly so. indeed ! 

Manager (foreseeing a potential purchaser). It’s having a great 
success, certainly. Have you seen the Press notices ? 

)iShows cuttings, mounted on pieces of cardboard. 
The A, A, {waving them away), I don’t require any papers to tell 
me what to admire. And I say again, there is some remarkably good 
work here— 'I don’t care who hearsime ! 

Manager, duite so— now here ’s"a fine one, look at the purity of 
that colour, 'now ? And not expensive. 

The A, A, Isn’t it, though ? Well, if Mr. {mentioning name of ^ 
rising Painter), was here, I could tell him something he might find 
worth his attention. 

Manager, I think he is in the Gallery. Ah! there he is. Would 
you like to be introduced to him ? 

The A, A, {with condescension). Certainly, certainly, by all 
means I {Introduction effected accordingly. Rising Painter slightly 
mystified) How are you ?— how are you ? Yery glad to have this 
opportunityj Always glad to see the younger men succeeding. 
{Rising Painter, more mystified than ever, wonders who the deuce 
he is,) I know all about these things. I daresay you ’ll know my 
name when I mention it. {Inwortantly,) I’m Jabberley, Sir, 

I ’ve been to Japan. {As if the E. P. hadn*t) 

[By this time a small crowd has collected, under the impression 
that the A, A, is the Painter himself. 

The R, P, {courteously vague). Oh, Jabberley, to be sure— of 
course ! And you have been out there P 
The A, A, {huder than ever), I have; and I may say I know 
something of the effects it is possible to get with that atmosphere. 

I sketched a good deal while 1 was there, pure^ for my own amuse- 
ment, you understand {the R, P, bows), and I can give you a hint 








ApbiIi 28 , 1888 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


201 



WHAT OUR ARTIST (THE IMPRESSIONIST) HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 


Ov/r ImpresmnisU Ybet Sloppy^ isn't it 1 ” 

Our Lady Critic, “Well, — I should never have dared to say so,— but, 

SINCE YOU MENTION IT YOURSELF, I HONESTLY CONFESS I THINK IT 'S VERY 

Sloppy INDEED ! Our Inypressionist. “ I ’m spbakino of the Weather P* 
Our Lady Critic, “The Weather! Oh , the Weather isn't Sloppy!" 


you may find nsefnl next time yon go. Yon get some rioe—plain, ordinary 
rice— yon follow me ? ( General interest on part of Public,) Well, yon boil it, 
strain off tbe water, and pnt in yonr skies with that^ d’ye see ? (Suppressed 
fury on part of P, P.) Ton ’ll find it’ll give a glaze^ Sir, that it would take 
yon a lifetime to get in any other way I And (impressively) there ’s this f nrther 
advantage— when yon’ve done, there’s yonr rice, as good as ever. Now, yon 
take my advice, and try it. Good day — most happy to have been of any service 
to yon ! \_Exit A, A,, leaving P. P. perfectly speechless with indignation, 
A Well-meaning Ladtf- Visitor, They ’re simply too lovely, all of them. I 
conld quite fancy myself in the Japanese Village at Biightsbridge, yon know ! 
First P. P. (to Second ditto). Here, you ^ve got the Catalogne — ^what’s No. 56 ? 
Second P. P. “ The Tea-Honse of the Slender Trees”— at least (cautiously) 
that ’s what it ’s down as. 

First P. P. (blankly). Oh, a fancy title, I'snppose — and the next P 
Second P. P. (referring to Catalogue, as before), “A Japanese Fifine at 
the Fair.” 

First P. P. A Japanese what at the Fair ? I 

Second P. P. “ Fifine ” seems to be the native name for a girl ont there. 
Here’s an odd snbject now — 62. ** Two Singing Girls waiting for a Jim- j 

rickshawP Don’t understand what that means— sonnds like nonsense to me, \ 

[ Which is his way of saying that it is nonsense. 
First P. P. No snbject in that. I like a picture that teUs yon at a glance ■ 
what it ’s aU about, but what are yon to make of a “ jimrickshaw P ” What ’s i 
this one with the umbrella P 

Second P. P. (reading), *“ PAe Child and the\Umbrella,^ The umbrella 
is pitched by the side^ of the stall to shade it from the intense sunlight. ” 

First P. P. (suspiciously). Is that in the Catalogne P 
Second P. P. (hurt). Ton can read it for yourself if yon like. 

First P. P. Well, he needn’t have gone to Japan to find ont that!^ Have yon 
had enough of it P 

Second P, P. I don’t want to see anymore. And (with a show of humility) 
it maj be my bad taste— perhaps it is— but I ’d rather have one good honest 
English oleograph than a dozen of these ^outlandish things. (Proudly,) I 


would indeed I [PAey make their way out, with glances 
q/ wondering pity at the other Visitors, who (not being 
Prosaic Persons) are showing a very evident appreciation 
of the Exhibition— a circumstance which possibly con- 
soles the Rising Painter and his Manager for any excep- 
tions to the general rule. 


UAUDACE ! ! 

De Vaudace, encore de Vawdace, toujours de Vaudace!'' 

On the old quest, and after the old quarry ? 

Audacity ’s the arm for such a task. 

The sight is stale, from use, and something sorry, 

Of climbing CiESAR with the patriot mask. 

Great Uncle, little Nephew, in such fashion 
Clambered and clutched ; may not another scale 
The steep whose fair first step is patriot passion, 

A splendid pretext seldom known to fail ? 

Ho for the eyrie I There the golden eagle 
Perches, a little shabby-plnmed of late 
’Tis true, not quite so obviously regal 
As when of old he sat in solemn state, 

Pinnacled high, and spreading mighty pinion. 

Heady for arrowy flight or thunderous swoop ; 

Lord of the upper ether’s large dominion, 

King of the mountain-haunting harpy troop. 

Rome’s mimic eagles “ glared in gold ; ” this creature 
Glared at the sun with orbs almost as bright. 
Age-dimmed P Perchance! But each Stymphalian 
feature, 

The brazen claw, the beak of iron'might 
Remain to mark the breed, sublime, predacious. 

And moulted plumes may be repreened in sooth ; 
Sweeping again athwart its air-realm spacious, 

The Imperial Eagle may renew its youth. 

Cling, clutch, bold climber I Foothold most precarious 
Those crags afford ; but there the golden prize 
Perches alone— such birds are not gregarious — 

Peering down on you with half-curious eyes, 

Those eyes that scaxmed the Corsican, and goggled 
Upon the lesser hero Hugo scourged. 

So tough a task must not be botched or boggled. 

But with audacious caution should be urged. 

“JBe bold — be bold — be not too bold I ” To measure 
Strength, skill, and daring artfuU;^ aright 
Is not for bunglers. But that tempting treasure ! 

The chance of lofty place and splendid flight ! 
A^thought to Are — and dazzle. From below you 
Rings on your ear the fickle mob’s acclaim; 

They watch, they worship. Some day they will know 
you : 

Will the late knowledge safety bring, or shame ? 
Sedan and St. Helena tell their stories. 

But those seem old wives’ fables when the chance 
Revenge of snatching, of renewing glories 
Swims on the ken of splendour-loving France. 

The Dove is a tame fowl; perpetual cooing 
Palls on the Gallic ear, what time so near 
The strenuous Teuton the War God is wooing. 

The Eagle I Ah I Glad memories, triumphs dear, 
Link with the Olympian fowl, and who ’ll remember 
The Bird of Jove is also bird of prey ? 

Oh, Man of Destiny, Man of December, 

Your Shades must surely watch your France to-day. 
This scarcely looks the Eagle that once fluttered 
Europe’s scared Courts from London to Berlin, 

When vulture. Hawk, and Falcon shrieked and scut- 
tered 

Before its swoop with dire dismay and din. 

More like the prisoned eagle, sick and snlky, 

That cannot rove or rend, and will not pair. 

And yet our latest cragsman, bold,^ and bniky, 

With none too much of the heroic air. 

The Boulevardier’s Bourgeois-Bayard, struggles 
By the old steps to the old eyrie. Yes I 
And will the old end crown the old, old juggles ? 

Can France foresee, the World do more than guess ? 


Ominous Name. — ^When General Boulanger appears 
in public, he is generally accompanied by M. Lagubrrb. 
That Boulanger and La-guerre should be inseparables, 
— qa donne d penser. 
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Curate {Musical)^ ** But why do you object to havino'a Hymn during the Collection 1 '' 
Beeler {Practical). ‘'Well, you see, I preach a good Sermon, which I calculate 
should move the People to an average oe Halp-a-Crown bach ; but I bind, during a 
LONG Hymn, they seem to cool down, and it barely brings a Shilling a head I 


NOYELS AS THEY AEE WROTE. 

Anxious to discover whether there were any g:roimds for the statement recently put forth by 
Mr. Walter Besant in regrard to the work of the novelist, to the effect that ‘^no moving 
sitoation was ever yet depicted that did not cause the author anguish and tears,” and also 
with a view to asoertaiimg how far the writers of modern fiction, before they are able to 
impress their readers with the force of any particular situation they attempt to describe, are 
under the necessity of first practically realising it fully themselves, our Commissioner, in 
conformity with his announcement made last week, has been hurrying about, and interviewing 
^veral well-known authors, in the hopes of throwing some light on the subject. The following 
is a summary of the result of such inquiries as he has been enabled to make in the interval. 

Mr. WiLiJAK Black thoroughly agrees with Mr. Walter Besant. He not only cries and 
laughs, but sings, and even dances and roars over his work, so completely is he carried away by 
it. This is especially tWease in his description of natural phenomena. Sometimes, in depicting 
a storm, he has sat in his study with an open umbrella over him, and even rushed into an 
adjacent room to have a shower-bath, from which he has emerged dripping, to finish his 
chapter. This has frequently given him violent influenza. But he is sure it has enabled him 
to reach his public. 


Mr. Eider Haggard is of the same 
opinion, and he cannot conceive a strong 
situation affecting the reader which has not 
powerfully affected the author. He wrote 
the famous apotheosis of in a 

darkened room, with a flaming bowl of snap- 
dragon before him, and as he realised the full 
horror of the scene he was describing, he fairly 
yelled, and jumped round the room, leaping 
over the sofa, chairs, and tables in his wild 
excitement. Ultimately collapsing in a 
smothered heap on the hearth-rug and up- 
setting the contents of the snap-dragon bowl 
over him, he was discovered enveloped in 
blue flame by his Secretary, who finally 
put him out. He then crept to his chair and 
put the closing lines to the scene. All his 
best work has been done in this fashion. 
He believes it to be the only way. 

Mr. Louis Stevenson always identifies 
himself with his own characters. When 
building up the peculiarities of his famous 
villains m nis romance of Treasure Islandy 
he used frequently to spend his spare time 
in creeping about the house stealthily and 
chuckling over their evil deeds, and he would 
often, when dining out, find himself, in 
the intervals of conversation, involuntarily 
singing Fifteen men on a dead man's 
chest ! Ye ho ! ho I ho J for a hottle of 
Mum ! ” Even the episode of throwing the 
crutch was rehearsed. He flung a pair of 
drawing-room tongs through a conserva- 
tory at a parrot in a brass cage, and 
brought it^ down. That is how he got 
his inspiration. He felt intensely the neces- 
sity or realising every line he wrote, and 
his life had in consequence become almost a 
succession of gymnastics. 

Mr. Marion Craweord never puts pen 
to paper without “tears and anguish.” 
When in his recent novel, Faul Patoff^ 
he began describing the eccentricities of the 
hero’s mother, he had to be removed to Bed- 
lam to finish it. He weeps copiously over 
every line he writes, and never sits down to 
a fresh chapter without being first provided 




Marie Coreltl is powerfully affected by 
her own conceptions. When engaged in the 
production of her novel Vendetta, riie was so 
engrossed in her subject that she felt herself 
several times impelled by an almost uncon- 
trollable impulse to waylay the tax-collector 
and stab him with a paper-knife* Thus she 
nourished a real thirst for vengeance. Even 
her publishers were atlast afraid to meet her, 

Mr. E. Anstey, the moment he sits down 
to his study-table, is so conscious that he 
ought to put something funny on to paper, 
that he not unfrequently goes into such fits 
of laughter that he is utterly unable to 
hold his pen. When at work on his Fallen 
Idoly he was so often in hysterics from this 
cause, that he produced the greater portion 
of it in company with his Medical Adviser, 
who had to be perpetually lowering his 
spirits by the administration of powerful 
sedatives until the last chapter was finished. 
He wrote the whole of his first novel. Vice 
Versa, at a scream, 

Mr. Hawley Smart feels that, to reach 
his readers, an Author must put himself 
in the position he endeavours to describe ; 
he has therefore written every line of his 
latest work. The Outsider ^ on the knife- 
board of an omnibus. 

Mr. Lewis Carrol expressed surprise that 
it was not generally known that he wrote the 
greater portion of Alice in Wonderland 
while standing on his head. This was how he 
got hold of the “ Jabberwock.” He had re- 
cently been engaged on a new work, during 
the production of which he had turned fre- 
quent back-somersaults. He fully concurred 
with Mr. Walter Besant’s proposition. 
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PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED FROM 


r- » ^ r- ... rx r- ^ A n I I A Rii cr Ki-T- passcd Seoond Reading. McLaq^ moved Scotch Local Option Bm 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. without saying a word. A good deal to say: hut Lord Advocate 

EXTRACTED FROM might be in any moment ; so the judicious McLaoa^ pocketed 

TTT'R’ mAPV OP TORY MP speech, and got his Bill passed. At tMs moment Lord Advoc^ 

THE DIARY Uj XURX, M.ir. arrived with shining face and dinner dress. Cordially cheered by 

House of Commons^ Monday^ April 16. — More debate on Second Scotch Rascal Members who had just passed most important stage 
Reading of Local Government BiU. Couetnet led off, dragging into of two Bills designed to undermine Constitution, 
his Memorial the reference to Proportional Representation which Thirty Bills on the Orders ; all private Members’ ventures ; most 
serves him as head of King Charles the First served aether of them horribly Radical ; scouts still out; Ministers ^oppicg in 
eminent man. After him came Chamberlain. Aspect of House breathless and alarmed ; Benches filling up on both sides ; every 
suddenly changed. Benches filled up. Members became really in- man in dinner-dress lool^g as if he had just been torn away from 
terested. Seems to be, after all, soinethiag intelligible in Bill. A dinner-table when cigars and coffee coming on. In excitement of 
striking speech, fluent, concise, admirably phrased, and meroiftuly moment, Richard Temple got locked in “Aye” Lobby; Rescued 
brief. Touched up, moreover, with some of those little thrusts at through “No” Lobby. Old Morality arrived just m time to 

former friends, which so delights House. Courtney playfully 3 ^^ him emerge, offering observations understood to be Hindustanee. 

chaffed ; Gladstone who, fortunately, did not happen to be present, gy Eleven o’clock House q.uite full ; threw itself with ardour into 
put hopelessly in the wrong. Mundella at one point ventured to discussion of Steam Engines and Boilers Bill ; here Jackson dis- 
say, “ Oh I ” ; thought he would have been tioguished himself in auite unexpected fashion. Seexns that,^ before 

chawed up on the spot. Concluded to listen he became Financial Secretary, spent Ms youth in a boiler ; ms early 


say, “ Oh I ” ; thought he would have been 1 

chawed up on the spot. Concluded^ to listen ] 

to remaining portions of speech in silence* 3 

Hartincton so far interested, that he didn’t i 

getimore than forty winks’ sleep throughout oj' 1 

the speech. Quite exception this. Has pro- VW ^ >i 

fited immensely out of debate as far as it has ^ 

gone. Looks forward to many peaceful even- / j j 

ings in Committee ; doesn’t mind an occa- \ 

sional late night or exceptionally hard work 

through the day. Whenever Local Govern- \ 

ment Bill is on goes down to House, settles 

himself in corner seat on Front Bench, i 

crosses Ms legs, closes Ms eyes, falls asleep 

like a shot. Chamberlain’s vivacity little 1 

disturbmg. But Hartington made it up mQIbM < 
later, when Chaplin rose. ^ i 

* ‘ W ashington Mission notMng to tMs,” said < 

Grandolph, moodily regarding the scene. |H|| H 

“Anyone could arrange a Fishery Treaty. , 

Chamberlain the only man who has been \ 

able to make debate on Local Government 
BiU interesting since Ritchie brought Bill ] 

Wilfrid Lawson poked fun at Chamber- ^ 

lain’s championship of Selected CounciUors. ^ n 

Objected only to name. Call them Aldermen, 
and aU would be weU, Lawson agreed. 

Drew moving mcture of Alderman Chaplin Exit Stephen Mason, 
and Alderman Barttelot going to Church. 

Writ moved to-day for election for "'Mid-Lanarkshire. So exit 
Stephen Mason. Pity he wasn’t here just' another night to take 
part m revolt against Lord Advocate. This burst forth after mid- 
night. The Mackintosh moved Opposition to particular Scotch En- 
dowment scheme. Lord Advocate rose, said not a word for or against 
scheme, but gave Scotch Members terrible wigging for coming to 
U in question a scheme approved by Scotch 

B tion Department. Something in appear- 
f Lord Advocate that would nave carried 
to Southron mind ; the towering form, the 
by of wrath, the flashing eye, the quivering 
L terrible. But Scots- wna-hae not to be 
. Turned upon Lord Advocate; angnly 
ted against his scolding. 

>retty scene. Joseph Giltjs looking on 
below Gangway, smiled approvingly. No 
ingbut what, in time, something might be 
of these Scotch Members. House didn’t 
rn tiU quarter to one. 
siness done , — Local Government BiU. 

Tuesday -What a night we 

have had to be sure ! Makes up for the 
ponderous performance through morn- 
ing sitting. AU began in little mistake. 
Everybody thought House would be 
counted when Speaker took Chair again 


manhood among the flues. Old Morality gazed at Mm with un- 
feigned admiration, Edward Clarke began to think it was worth 
while being rushed from dinner-table to hear tMs. 

“If,” said Jackson, with air of conviction, “an employer of 
labour does not know that Ms boiler is subject to corrosion, where 
has he lived? Some one says ‘No,’” Jackson continued, fiercely 
turning in the direction of Mundella. “ As an employer of labour, 
I can say that I always looked after my own boiler. 1 have been in 
a boiler several times, and through aU its flues,” 

House cheered enthusiastically. Jackson not quite the figure for 
a comfortable exploration of recesses of a flue. But as Clarke, 
jealous for veracity of Ms coUeague, says, “ He entered the flue 
before he entered the House,” No resisting flood of Jackson’s 
eloquence. “ Speaks so fluently,” said George Jokin.^ Using phrase 
in ParUamentary sense, Jackson burst the boiler. Bill rejected by 
overwhelming majority. 

“ There* s a Government for you,” said Addison, Q.C. “ Eat them 
where you like, they ring out soxmd. Only Ministry of modern times 
that includes a Member at home in a boiler, and fluent about flues,” 
Business done , — Immense 1 Unprecedented 1 1 Something like 
half a score of Private Bills debated and disposed of 11 1 Jackson 
emerged triumphant out of Boiler Flue 1 1 1 1 

Wednesday, Full attendance to-day. Second Reading of Deceased 

§ Wife’s Sister BiU on again. 

Lockwood says she ’s the 
only Sister BiU he ever 
heard of. Supposes her 
fuU name is Wilhelmina. 
Seems a Uttle famUiar to 
allude to her as “BiU,” 
But that f amUiarity of long 
standing. Been with House 
for many years. Members 
know aU about arguments. 
Have come to vote. WiU 
not remain to listen: so 
missed mincing speech of 
Home Secretary, m wMoh 
he sedulously trotted out 
Cardinal manning to 
sanction Ms iUiberal views. 
Hughes-Hallett, sitting 
just behind, much im- 
pressed* Home Secretary 

tiiat it would lead^to in- 
vasion of sanctity of do- 
mestic circle, and under- 
mine socialpurity. “Ah I” 
said Hughes - Hallett, 
sniffing at scent of violets 

nv V Tirt> in Ms button-hole, “that 

Alderman Chaplm, M.P. 


counted when Speaker took Chair again So when time came, he went out with Home Secretary, Chaplin, 
atNine, o’clock. Consequence was, every- and other good men, to vote against Wilhelmina. 
one, including Lord Advocate, settled Simple John Simon met the Pieman, represented by Home Secre- I 
down comfortably to dinner. But Tee- tary. Utterly routed him on question of Jewish practice. Henry 
totaUers interested in Second Order, Fowler brought up reserves, fitting Cardinal Newman against Car- 
introducing Local Option in Scotland, dinal Manning, and throwing in Cardinal Wiseman. Fowlersuc- 
TeetotaUers don’t want as much time for ceeded in adding rare touch of interest to weU-wom theme by 
dinner as other people ; so down in fuU relating forgotten story of how the present law was established. AU 
force at Nine o’cIock.f Count tried ; de- about a Duke who loved Ms Wilhelmina and married her. Lynd- 


dinner as other people ; so down in fuU relating forgotten story of how the present law was established. AU 

force at Nine o’olock.f Count tried ; de- about a Duke who loved Ms Wilhelmina and married her. Lynd- 

mi. T j- • T feated. Bryce moved Second Reading hurst brought in BiU in Lords, wMch said “Duke not gnUty, but 

The Judicious McLagan. Access to Scotch Mountains BiU. no one else must do it again.” That ’s the law in a nutsh^. House 

Lord Advocate instructed to oppose measure. But where was decided to crack it, 239 voted for Hbneage’s BiU, 182 against. 

Lord Advocate? Scouts sent out in search. Access to Lord dowc.— Deceased Wife’s Sister BiU read Second Time by 

Advocate even more dificult than access to Scotch Mountains. BiU majority of 57. 
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Baxfotor reaUy confused to-night. a^eraUy AMison . T^g of rakes, I suppose yon would buy one with a 

ttiwght tiiat lowest depths of bwharous omety. een reac e ,w en $pa snuff ' and 'offers box to Dbiob, toTio pocJcets it . Exit 

O’Bbibn’s breeches were annei^. a Annisoir. Sonle laugl 

Now Sweeney s braces are mssi^. ^ ,*« -fnryYi'nf Johnson ^ Well, and why not ? A shilling is, after all, only twelve 

B-^eoue more than suspected. Clancy brings ^ pence, and although I may be a penny wise, there is one close to me 

ouestion, Baleotjr, white to the lips, tries ^ wfo^would be a pound foolish-oJ a philosopher ! lAll laugh . 

Ho one [mS’ZaupAs heartUy , and slaps Deaden c» the back . 
ey^i?& S helid Xon^fVre^Priatei sW^et’s everybody else on 

a«amay,i4a-n<s Tfai'f /tnjissatds ’t'hlUtl NTa Oof 1 Q'f fl rtf ATTr flTia'arft'r- W holc thS OUCtC. JxLUSXC. ... - , 


Ho one CrL S’ZaupAs heartUy , and slaps Deaden on the back . 
ey^i?& S helid Xon^f^re^priated sW^et’s everybody else on 

Friday. — Fireworks at last. Sixth night of debate on Second Dictionary ^ 

y-fc 1 i Tkin A 1 . ... 3 . • /. , t • , 


Reading of Local Q-overnment Bill. A long, depressing experience. [Colley Cibjber growls and exit slowly ^ as if not having got a 
To-night, just when flickering out, HAECoxyRT lighted* up place with repartee quite ready. Dryden and Johnson nudge each 

corruscation of impromptus. “ Went for ” his dear friend and late other^ and try to conceal their laughter. All laugh, 

colleague Chamberlain with great gusto._ Only pity Chamber- King. You press him too hard ; remember that when a grub is 
LAIN not there to hear it. House enjoyed it immensely, duite took |)i*oken on the wheel you cannot expect it to turn out a butterfly, 
shine out of Ooschen, who didn^t make single joke. Sheridan. Saving your Majesty’s presence— except it be well-bred. 

Fusiness done. — Local Government BiU. read Second Time. Like a half-open door — not only a door, but 

— King. A Pomp-a door I {Fveryhody roaring with laughter. 

Lady of the Court {convulsed with yyierriment ). Nay, Sire, as you 

VAIUABLE LITEEAET PKAGMENT. I. ,<»i ...SrS; 

It is with much pleasure that we publish the following extract yonr weight, should turn the scales — as a fish does ! [,Some laugh. 


shine out of Goschbn, who didn’t make single joke. 
Business done. — Local Government Bih read Second Time. 


VALUABLE LITERARY ERAGMENT. are strong h 

. iJryden. 

It is with much pleasure that we publish the following extract your weight, 
from a new historical ^lay, which, judging from internal evidence, 
seems to have been written by the joint Authors of the latest Hay- — 

market success. ' 


Scene — Sampton Court. Wits of the period discovered laughing. 


your weight, should turn the scales — as a fish does ! [,Some laugh. 
Re-enter Colley Cibber. 

King. Well, and what is the latest news ? 

Colley Cibher {with a profound how). I regret to say, your 
Majesty, that Queen Anne is dead I ^ {.All laugh. 

Curtain. 


Lady of the Court. Ah, Mr. Sheridan and you consider the poem Lurtain. 

I have read to you wiU have great weight with his Majesty ? ^ 

hef'^‘‘*“” THE ROYAL SOCIETY OF PAIHTERS IH WATER-COLOURS, 


Dry den. Pnt that in your next comedy and bury ii 


Yoxt’ll find a vast variety of jjictures here to con, 


{Tahes a pinch of snuff and nudges Cibber. ^ Some laugh. Here bright, and true as ever, is our excellent Sir John ! 


Colley Cibher . It would be s^erin the Doctor’s Dictionary— 
no one would read it. 

{Takes snuff and nudges Sheridan. All laugh. 

Johnson. That is a matter of opinion, Mr. Cibber ; hnt remember, 
as Boswell says, we cannot make a silk purse out of a sow’s ear. 

[Dryden, Cxbber, and Sheridan nudge each other and take 
snuff. Johnson scowls. Some laugh, 

Kerald. The King I 

Flourish of trumpets. Fnfer William the Third and Queen Anne 
with Court. 

King. Where is the Duchess' ? 

Colley Cibher {with a low how). I presume. Sire, you ask for the 
Dwc^-ess as a J>w^cA-man ? {The King smiles. All smile , except 

the Black Rage in the corner. 

Flourish of trumpets. Enter the Duchess of Marlborough. 

King. So, my Lords and Gentlemen, you are in Hampton Court, 
and yon are pleased with it ? [ Only the Black Page smiles. 

Dryden {with a low how). Certainly, Sire, we find no hamper in 
Hampton. {_All laugh. 

King. Quite so ; but it is not every bird that knows bis own nest 
on a market day in September. {Half the Court laugh. 

Colley Cibher {half aside). That depends, your Majesty, on the 
company ! {Nearly all laugh. 

Defoe. But you forget that two ’s company, and three none. 

{Nudges Dryden, who chuckles^ and nudges Colley Cibber. 
Some laugh. 

Swift {satirically). Except on Ash Wednesday. 

{All laugh except Boswell, and the Herald with the trumpet. 

Lady of the Court {curtseying). Nay, your Reverence, you forget 
that a miller in a white hat has as much right to look at a cat as a 



v® 


The Old (near) Waterloo Place Weteran, 
6, Pall Mall East. 


And Bibxet Foster’s 
skilful hand doth ex- 
quisitely trace 

The colour and the 
beauty of Verona’s 
Market Place ; 

While Herbert Mar- 
shall’s London Views 
are full of London 
tone, 

And Miss Montalba’s 
Venice is delicions you 
will own. 

The Loiterersp by 
Alfred Fripp, the 
“ Quay Poo^,” done 
by Hale, 

. And Smallfield’s 
/. “ Sleepy Sussex^ to 

' view you will not fail ; 

) With Hunt’s fresh 
breezy landscapes how 
delighted, you will 
^ he. 

And Moore’s peUncid 
breakers save excur- 
sions to the sea. 

There is Andrews’ View 
of Strasbourg, there is 
Parker’ s ‘ ‘ Harvest 
TimeP 


[Dryden nudges Cibber, who nudges Johnson. All three And a picture by Glindoni, which is hard to get in rhyme. 


If you ’ll drop in some fine morning to this. Water-Colour Show. 


laugh aside. There are drawings by Miss Martineau, by Watson, and by 

Sheridan. I am reminded by yonr Ladyship’s observation that Whaitb, 
those ducks are putting their heads under the water for divers By Be avis, Boyce, and Bradley— hnt allow me just to state — 
reasons. {Everybody laughs. There are many more you’ll look at; ’twill repay you well, I 

^ Oliver Goldsmith. What do you know about water, you impecu- know, 
nions one ? Unless you take it in French as a owe 9 If you ’ll drop in some fine morning to this. Water-Colour Show. 

{He nudges Colley Cibber, who walks angrily away^ using ' 

gold-headed cane. Some laugh, 

Steele. Which would he appropriate. You would expect to find The Dramatist in the Lobby. — ^Mr. Joseph Nolan is said to 
a hoe near a rake. {All laugh except Johnson, who nudges Cibber, be engaged on bringing out a new version of The Stranger. 


NOTICE. — Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied hy a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will he no exception* 
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THE ‘‘MODEL AG-ITATOR.’’ 

Directions pob Use. — W lieii ready to start, place the toy upon the floor 
of the House of Commons, and (with or without introducers) allow the little 
" " fellow to 

proceed to 
the table 
during the 
address of 
the Chan- 
cellor of 
the Exche- 
quer. 

These in- 
structions 
being faith- 
fully ob- 
served, it 
will at once 
become an 
object of ab- 
sorbing in- 
terest to the 
Speaker 

and the Members of both sides of the House, and is calculated to raise an 
important point of order^ 



VOCES POPULI. 

AT THE FRENCH PLAY. 

Scene — A British Theatre^ on stage of which that irresistibly funny 
farcical comedy^ Vivacites d*un Vrai Lapin” with the 

celebrated M, Patateas in the principal role^ is in course of 
representation, Les Vivacites” though comparatively unob- 
jectionable in its main idea^ contains incidents and allusions by 
which British propriety would be painfully scandalised in a 
literally translated version^ but which^ in their native form^ do 
not seem somehow to outrage the susceptibilities of the highly 
respectable Anglo-Saxons of both sexes and various ages who 
occupy all the best seats. 

On the Stage, M. Patateas is piteously detailing the story of his 
domestic unhappiness \to a cynical friend^ interrupted by frequent 
merriment from the audience. 

In the Stalls, ^ British Matron {whose mirth is far less restrained 
than it would be in any other Stalls), Oh, it is really too funny I I ’m 
enre I don’t know what it is that makes one langh so I 

[Andy to do her justice, she does not in the least, the only phrase 
she caught being — “ JEt dest toujours comme ga ! ” But it is 
so silly not to laugh when everybody else is in jits, 

British Parent {to his Daughter, whom he has brought here with 
a view to discovering how far she has profited by that year at the 
Boulogne Boarding School — he himself is “a little rusty in his 
French,”) Well, I haven’t heard you laugh much yet I Thought 
you understood the language ? 

The Daughter {hurt), I do. Papa, I understand every word they 
say— only, I don’t always quite know what the jokes mean, 

B, P, {indignantly). And this is what they call education nowa- 1 
days I Ah, well, I might have spared my money, it seems. 

On the Stage, Mile. Maqtjixlee, “ Afme. Gandinois” says to 
Visitor, “Asseyez-vousdonc, je vous prie; vous nous ferez I’amiti^ de 
diner avec nous ce soir, n’est-ce pas ? ” The Visitor, “ Comment 
donc—mais o’estmoi au oontraire qui,” <^c,, 

In the Dress Circle, First Briton {with a smile of subtle appre- 
ciation), Very smartly written, this dialogue, eh ? — that last bit I 

[He chuckles wickedly. 
Second Briton {who has been secretly wishing they wouldnH speak 
so confoundedly fast, ) EuU of esprit — ^f ull of esprit /We ’re no match 
for them there ! 

[An aside is spoken on stage, which convulses the initiated ; both 
Britons a little late in laughing, and resolve to watch one 
another's face in future-^result being that before end of 
Second Act each darkly suspects the other of being a humbug, I 
On the Stage, *^L'Ami de la Maison” to “Af. Gandinois :” \ 
“ EroMe ? {Aside Ah, non, par exemple !” [Roars of laughter, I 
British Fiancee {who is determined John shall not think her dull , ' 
behind her handkerchief). Isn't it killing ? 

John {who has been beginning to think her rather too lively, with a 
slight stiffness). Well, some people might dud it a trifle broad— but 
so long as you’re amused 

B, F, {in extreme confusion). Oh, I thought this piece was all 
right— or J wouldn’t . . . that’s the worst of Frenon, you never 
know I [ Wishes they had gone to “ Dorothy ” instead. 

Between the Acts. 

Lady in Box {to her friend). Enjoying it, dear ? 

The Friend {rapturously). Oh, so much ! it’s perfectly delightful! 
(With a sudden impulse to candour,) You know, I didn’t quite 
follow everything they said. 


First Lady, Oh, but one doesn't — you get into it^ by® degrees, you 
know. You ’ll find yourself beginning to get more accustomed to it 
by the’time they come to the end of the last Act — ^At least that s my 
experience. , ^ ^ j , 

In the Pit, Plain Man {to Quiet Neighbour), Comic^ kind o 
piece,' eh ? Find you manage to catch the drift of it at all r 

The Q, N, {who has spent much of his time abroad). Oh ^yes, I 
a— think so. . . j 

Z^The P, M, So did I, first-rate, and without lowing a single word 
o’ French either, mind you ! I manage to pick up what it s all 
about as I go along, I ’U lay I ’m not far out. 1 knew at once 
that that old chap in the smoking-cap was put out about the way 
his daughter carried on — that was very good, and then his old wife, 

she came in, and there was a shindy 

The Q, N, Oh, pardon me, but you ’re wrong there. The old lady 
was his mother-in-law, and the girl was his young wife. He has no 

dausrhter in the piece, and the idea is 

The P, M, Well, I made it out different myself, any way. 

[JECe evidently prefers his own interpretation, which the O. N. 
does not make any further efforts to correct, 

DtiEiNa Second Act. 

On the Stage, Mile. MlNAxmiisKB, as the inevitable ingenue, ** Si 
je m’amuse ici I Figurez vous que — 

[She says something very naive indeed, which is received with 
uproarious merriment. 

In the Stalls, Voung Wife {who is always^ meaning to take up 
her French again” to her husband, who has given her to understand 
that he is perfectly at home in the language). But, H a bb y, what was 
there so very funny about thatf 

Harry {who has been laughing, solely to keep his reputation) . 
Well, you see — it ’s impossible to translate these things. ( Which it 
is, for him.) It ’s Parisian, you know— very Parisian ! 

Close of Act, M. Patateas {after peeping through curtains), 
“ Aie, aie I la dame de I’ombrelle rouge I Pince ! . . . Cette porte ! ” 
{Opens door and shuts it sharply,) Mme. la Bponne ! ” {Opens 
another, same business,) “ Le O^neral I lui aussi ! on me fourrer ? 
Ah, sous le canape ! ” {Starting back wildly,) “Ouoi? Ma femme 
— ici I” [Sits down heavily on a work-basket,^ Other characters 
rush on, and form tableau as Curtain falls. 

Chorus of Fnthusiasts, in Stalls, It’s all so perfectly natural, 
isn’t it ? So unlike our noisy horseplay- dtd you notice how neatly 
they do all their business? and the ensemble! How delightfully 
easy he was when he kicked the buthr! Yes, and wasn’t he 
deliciously funny when he came down to the footlights and told us 
what he meant to do ! So thoroughly artistic I I shall never forget 
him tryinv to hide that photograph under his waistcoat. [And so on. 
In the Upper Boxes, Portly Gaul, to Briton^ {who is laughing 
industriously at everything), Tr^s egayante, la pi^ce, n’est-ce pas? 

The Briton {who has a vague idea that the Gaul is apologising for 
being about to pass). Par de too, Mossoo I 

The Gaul {astonished). Comment “pasdu tout”? Etvous qui 
pouffez de rire I 

The Briton, Le Bnffet P c’est derriere— en dessus, I— I mean— 
an dehors I 

The Gaul, Ah, vous riez done aux eclats sans avoir rien oompris,? 
Vous etes nn original, vous ! 

The Briton {who feels that he may expose himself if he goes on 
much longer). Wee, Mossoo, vous avez raisong — say sar I 

[Fscapes to lobby, and hears remainder of the piece from the 
back of the Dress Circle, 

Two Acquaintances, meeting at Refreshment Bar, 

First Acq, Wonderful actor, Patatbas 1 How good he was in that 
first scene when he was explaining that about the — you remember 
the part I mean ? [He doesn't mean any part in particular. 

Second Acq, {quickly). Oh, very funny, very funny I and {not to 
be outdone), then that scene with the— with the, bless my soul I 
where they — you know ! 

First Acq, {who doesn't, of course). Yes— yes ; hut it’s all capital. 
By the way {confidentially), is there a book of the words to be got 
anywhere ? 

Second Acq, Just what I've been looking out for. 

Dubing Thied Act, 

The British Parent {to his Daughter), What did he say then f 
The Daughter, Oh, Papa, I can’t explain everything they say ! 

B, P, You explain I 1 believe I know more about it than you I 
The D, {demurely). Then you can explain it to me. Papa. 

[B, P, pretends he hasn't heard; triumph of Daughter, 
At the Close. 

Critical Playgoer {who has understood, on an average, about one 
word in fifty), I must say I was a little disappointed with the 
nothing like so witty as I expected I 
His Friend {whose average was one in a hundred). There were one 
or two good things in it, though— but, of course it ’s Patatbas one 
goes to see I 
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OPEfT QUESTIONS. 

{For Ea/rly Closing — if possible,) 

Is there no way of shortening the honrs of overworked shop-assist- 
ants without worrying the already much- worried poor with yet further 
grandmotherly restrictions and limitations ? 

Is not a practical familiarity with the lives, circumstances, and 
necessities ot the poor an essential condition precedent to competence 
to make rules for them ? 

Bo some of our would-he Lycurguses know more about those 
things than they do about the price of pease-pudding, the davoux of 
** almond whelks,” or the secrets of back-street supper-time ? 


I Should even a majority of shopkeepers—whom early-closing may I 
chance to suit — necessarily be allowed to dictate to a minority whom 
! it may inconvenience and injure ? ^ 

May not the new evangel of Local Option be made the stalking- 
horse for much purblind tyranny ? ^ , 

If everything were submitted to “ the voice of the majority, 
where would Liberty find a lurkiog-place at last ? ^ ^ 

Does not (so-called) “ slight inconvenience ” multiplied by millions 
amount to substantial injury and serious wrong ? 

Oiven a hard-up family, a chance “job,” a late-paid father, and an 
early-closed shop, to estimate the exact effect of those elements upon 
domestic comfort amongst the poor, and the prosperity of petty trader?^^ 
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DOWN ON DONNELLY. 

Deae Me. Punch, 

I MUST ask yon to excuse my re- 
turning to the evergreen Shakspearian ques- 
tion (if colour may be predicated of a ques- 
tion, which some physicists would deny) . Mr. 
Donnellt, however, began it, as usual; so 
it is all his fault. The contention that 
Shaespeaeb could not have written his plays, 
because he wasn’t clever enough, might have 
done some time ago, but it will not hold water 
now. If it be admitted in the case of Shak- 
SPEABE, we shall very soon have some wise- 
acre denying that I am the author of Picco- 
viccius^ because, forsooth, I am not generally 
regarded as an Intellectual Force outside my 
own Family Circle. To balk the Donnellts 
of the future, I again register my title to my 
great work, in columns where no cryptograms 
would be tolerated. Your plain, honest, 
simple, Eodeeick Tweddle. 

P.8. — This is an excerpt from Act II., 
where Dodson and Fooo discover their 
passion for Juliet— but you shall see. 

Dodson, I love her I Dodson loves her ! 
What will Fogo, [Courts, 

What JiNGULUS say, when, through the musty 
On learned tongues, on tongues of flippant 
clerks, 

’Tis nois’d tiat Dodson loves ? A butterfly 
Pois’d on the black cap of the dooming Judge 
Is love in Dodson’s heart. Ne exeat 
Is served upon her image in my soul. 

But soft I she comes, and like a smiling whale, 
The portly Fogg attends, obesely spry. 

\P[e hideth^ and enter Juliet followed 
ly Fogg.^ 

Pogg, Nymph, in thy law concerns 
Be my small fees remember’d. 


Juliet, Oh 1 you beast. 

[N.B. This also occurs in Measure for 
Measure^ Act iii., 1 ] 

Fogg, Nay, lady, lady, do not frown upon 
I am a lawyer of no common rate, [me ! 
For me flies open every prison gate ; 

And I will charm the surly ushers so 
That thou about the Courts shalt freely go. 

And so he urges his suit, until, in high 
indignation, she leaves him alone, 

Fogg, Why was I born so fat, or why so 
fond? 

What have I said, what done? I cannot 
stay. [speak ? 

Where can I hide, what do, whom meet, how 
[Dodson advanceth and toucheth him. 

Dodson I 

Dods, Fogg I 

Fogg, Then thou knowest all ? 

DoL I do. 

Yet fear me not hath Dodson not a heart ? 
Fogg, But thou hast never loved I 
Dods, “ Hast never loved 1 ” 

I loved and lost— I loved and was betrayed. 

[He draweih a douhle^^hchet from his yoke. 
Look here upon this picture, and on this. 
That ’s me, 8ir, five-and-twenty years ago, 
And that ’s the man she married I 
Fogg, Yery likely. 

This is a delicate matter. 

Dods, Hear me, Fogg 1 

Fogg, Dodson I 

Dods, Nay, hear me I Thus much 

I wiU say. 

Thou hast a rival. 

Fogg, Ha I his name, his name 1 
That 1, as swift as summary jurisdiction, 

Or mounting costs, may sweep to my 
revenge I 


Dods, Stay— hither come they ; now retire 
and watch 

Their pretty dalliance. Nay, you must come 
And be convinced and tutor’d. Quickly now. 
Tread lightly, for the trodden worm would be 
Lernsean strong who turn’d when crush’d by 
thee I 

But what happens after this I may perhaps 
relate to you another time. 


Cue Comic Chancelloe.— “ No matter 
what the objections to the Wheel Tax may 
be, the Government says, * We^ll tax youJ 
N B. — Think I shall suggest a tax on puns. 
Why not a penny in the pun ? Take care of 
the pence, and the jpuns will take care of 
themselves. Yours, in great form just now, 
Geo JoeinG.” 

Ixion. 

Mr, Q-seh-n loquitur : — 

Tied to the Wheel, and not by angry Jove, 
But by my own rash hands I — ^unlucky cove I 
Rut I must stick to it, and make them feel. 
That they must not talk to the Man at the 
j Wheel I 

Peoeessoe Heekomee, A.RA., M.A,, 
Oxon, and Honorary Fellow of All Souls, is 
making Hertfordshire artistically famous. 
Delighted as are also his pupils with the 
county of their choice, the Professor is now 
re-setting and adapting the well-known 
German song to be sung as verse and chorus, 
and to be entitled, “JETerfs, mein Herts ! 


England’s National Aie. 
Wind, (Blow it 1) 


‘ The East 
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A MOONLIGHTER AT BUSHEY, 

Professor H-rk-m-r, A.E.A., instrttotino Master Hbnrt 
Iryino and Master Gussib Harris how to illuminate “The npHE 
Inconstant Moon.*' (“ The Moon wobs not like the Moon ordinourily i immed 
seen on the stage” — Vide general jmmalistic opinion on the ^*Ser)comer ia Europe. 


OUR ADVERTISERS. | 

Coup d’etat Oroanisino, Dynastic, and Otbcee. 

W ANTED, by a POWERFUL SYNDICATE of MILLION- 
NAIRES, wbo will furaish bim with funds for the under- 
taking, an ambitious and middle-aged Adventurer, willmg in a orkis 
of National frenzy, to overthrow the established Constitution of his 
Country, and by an adroit appeal to popular passions, to leap at <me 
single bound, to a position of Suprentie Authority and Power. He 
must be capable of issuing vague Manifestos, and well shilled lu ^ the 
arts of acquiring a vulgar notoriety. As his Mission will be rather to 
convulse than to organise Society, he will not be expected to 
trouble himself with any scruples as to such means as he may have 
to take to enable him effectually to seize the rems of Government, 
or to hamper himself with the publication of any programme as to 
its future conduct. Character no object. Military antecedents 

indispensable. Apply to X. X., Cafe Americain, Paris. 

EE LLAMA OF THIBET.— As, owing to the active inter ven- 
tion of an infLuential Newspaper Proprietor, this highly exalted 
and eligible post will shortly become vacant, this is to give notice 
that any intending applicant may forward his credentials to the 
Central Asian Offices, Cork Street, City, forthwith. A thorough 
familiarity with Thimble-rig and the Three-card Trick essential. As 
the post demands the exhibition of a certain amount of pre^nce and 
dignity in its representative, a portly Member of a troupe of Bound- 
ing Brothers, who happened to be finding himself getting a little too 
heavy for the work, might apply. 

rjIHE PATENT POTENIATE COMPANY. | 

HE PATENT POTENTATE COMPANY has been Incorporated 
for the purpose of supplying any large or small European State 
desirous of kicking over its Constitution with a choice selection of 
all sorts and conditions of Eulers at the very shortest possible 
notice^j 

T he patent potentate company are prepared to 

despatch a Monarch, ready made, to any address within half 
an hour of receiving the order. 

T he patent potentate company can furnish an 

Emperor complete, with all fitting and appropriate parapher- 
nalia, Eagle, Orb, Sceptre, and any required amount ot Imperial 
Purple to measure, by return of post. 


T he patent potentate company keep a large supply 

of Dictators always in reserve upon the premises. 


IHE PATENT POTENTATE COMPANY is in direct and 
, immediate communication with all the discontented Pretenders 


Opera”) 


HE PATENT POTENTATE COMPANY undertake to per- 
sonally conduct any advertised coup d^itat on the most 

aUNS ATO CHARGES, ^ ^ rpHl'p^Hi: POTENTATE COMPAITT fumisli their Tarifl of 

From the admissions made the other day by the First Lord, in X Prices for Revolution on application. 

answer to the questionings of Sir William Crossi^n, it seems ^at, 'ii/rESSRS. SOLOMANS & 00., COSTUMIERS, beg to inform 
notwithstanding all the tau talk aboux energy and actmtyin nign Oontinental friends and patrons that with a view to 

quarters, the Naval Administration of the country is stul playing the requirements of any sudden European convulsion, they 

the same wretched old ?a.me. l^erything is, as usual, at sixes and xecently supplemented their extensive stock of Royal ana Im- 
sevens. It was elicited that the Camper down the .dnsow, though costumes by the addition of a large quantity of second-hand 

they would be completed very shortly, will have to wait tiU next (joronation trappings in good and serviceable condition. Several 
March, that is till next year, for their guns, while none are as yet forth- effective and showy crowns for sale or hire. The early inspec- 

coming for the Australia and Narcissus^ now ready to go to sea, but ^ intending Adventurers is respectfully solicited. 

detained in consequence of bemg thus unprovided with any arma- — r-m — ^ — 3 — tt — 3 

ment. Moreover, it transpired that the Collingvoood^ on board of B ARG AIN.;— A Ml-sized and handsome Ihrcwe to be 

I which one of her 43-ton guns burst nearly two years ago, was still VT disposed of. Bemg^ ^e property of an Eastern European 
armed with the same type of ordnance, and this spite the fact that Prmce, who is partog with it owmg to dynastic difficulties, no 
the Admiralty officials at the time had the effrontery to declare that reasonable offer wiU be refused. The whole is covered with cotton- 
the defective guns could be replaced in a very few weeks. Such backed velvet, of a stout quality, which is as pt m excellent con- 
revelations of mismanagement of “ our first line of defence” render- dition.^ If not required for immediate use lyr the p^chaser, it could 
ing our famous protecting “ silver streak ” as nugatory, as if it were meantiine be txurned to account as a canopy to an ordinary half-tester 
little more than a poetical expression, taken in conjunction with the bedstead, to wMch it would lend, with a little arrangement, a strikmg 

recent utterances of the Duke of Cambridge and Lord Wolseley on and imposmg finish. Conspirators might communicate. 

the military situation, are not reassuring. Certainly something ought JMPERIAL EAGLE FOR SALE.— Warranted perfectly tame 
to be done, and it is to be hoped that the Commission now sitting JL and docile. Has clipped claws and is of a sleepy disposition. 
wiR in some sense or other show the way. Meantime it may be the bird, owing to several unsuccessful moultings, is not at 
hinted that if the required ordnance is not provided at our Dock- present very full in the feather, no reasonable offer woxild be refused. I 
yards, some of our “big guns” at head-quarters could be readily Might be useful at a pageant. Advertiser would be glad to hear I 
dispensed with. Better that an official reputation or two should any Military Pretender aspiring to the Purple. Apply to the 

burst than that the whole Navy shotild be suffered to go deliberately ** Menagerie,” Mile End Road, E. 

to the dogs. .. FTTHE SURPRISE CROWN.— This unique comic European 

X Novelty can now be supplied to any applicant on the receipt 
Important to “ Men of Tma Time.” — ^Anyone who has served of a Postal Order. Clawed upon the head of anybody, instantly 
his country, no matter how or in what way, will be liable, if Lord causes the outbreak of a Revolutj 9 n. Li^t and portable. Can be 
Salisbury’s plan be adopted, to undergo a sentence of “Peerage carried with ease in the coat-tail pocket ot an Adventurer, and 
Servitude forXif e.” 1 assumed at a moment’s notice. 
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‘ FIELDING” AND RUNNING. 

Vaudeville Theatre. — ^Mr, BxrcHAirAN has had his innin gs with 
Tom Jones, and now once more he sho ws n s how good he is at 
^ Fielding. What probably first pnt 

\\. ViiTw on the scent of Joseph jA.ndretDs 

\ \ a.s the subject for a play, was hitting 

\ \ character of Parson Adams 

\s \ Thomas Thobnb, and, in his 

\\\\^^* mind’s eye, Miss Eats Roeke for the 

' charming simple 

U Mg- ^ ^ English rustic 

iXr\\ maiden, Fanny 

GoodwilL Notthat 
1 Miss Rorke closely 

' ' resembles Field- 

^ \ \ Fanny, who, 

\' \ \ \ -'"n' by the way, was a 

i 

u"- ■ V_ too buxom a lass 

I ' ' ' ' for even Fteld- 

IT' f^A ing’s own redoubt- 

T'l '•' '• '-'' WJy ' able JosejpA to 

. have carried about 

in his arms. And 
V 'v if author 

b^ Eibluing ^may 

'X with himself, 

! surely Mr. Bu- 

I x'.v. CHANAN may be 

1 04!?^'''''" ’ pardoned for exer- 

nr Tj u o • -D A T,. cising his own 

Mr. Buchanan Scoring off his own Bat after Fieldmg. judgment when he 

has so captivating a heroine at hand as Miss Kate Rorke. 

It will not now affect the success of Josephs Sweetheart to remark 
that there is very little of Fielding in it, beyond the name. 
Perhaps Mr. Buchanan’s reverence for the great Novelist pre- 
vented him from doing much more than this. “ When he who 
adores thee has left but the name.” Joseph Andrews turns out to 
be the heir to a title : Fielding’s simple Afr. l^e7son developes into 
BucH.^AN’s^^«r George Wilson, Part*, a considerable expansion of 
the original idea as represented by Mr. William Rignold. Zord 
Fellamar, the exquisite abductor of Fanny, is a character concocted 
by Mr. Buchanan out of Bellarmine (the hero of an episodical story 
in Fielding’s novel), the sensual Squire and Peau Pidapper, Zord 
Fellamar has nothing more characteristic of the fancinil oaths of 
the period than an occasional variation on “demnition,” which 
reminded me forcibly of a Mr. Mantalini in a costume of the time 
of Q-eorgb the First. ^ 

Mr. Buchanan’s Gipsy Jim, a kind of Tyhe, picturesquely 
played by Mr. Blythe, is not in Joseph Andrews at all; nor is 
Zlewellyn ap Griffith, which character, as played by Mr, Frederice: 
Thorne, is, after Mr. Thomas Thorne’s assumption of Parson 
Adams, far and away the best performance in the piece. Here and 
there, in his simulation of drunken- 
ness, in his artfulness, in his sudden ^ 4, 

bursts of passion, Fred Thorne’s 
quaint little figure reminded me of 

Robson. Two Poses bloomed here, { 

and now Two Thornes are flourishing 

at the Vaudeville, ^ 

The scene at Ranelagh, with which j m 

the play ought to end, is not, in Field- TuJKSI j M 

ing’s story, and is one of the most 

amusing in the piece. I suppose it 
was suggested by an episode in Tom 
Jones. No better remesentative of 

Mrs. Slipslop — though ’tis a great 1 [ij ml H ^ 
compliment to Fielding’s hideous 
Slipslop to say so— -could be found 
than Miss Eliza Johnstone. The 
two Thornes, Miss Johnstone, Miss 
Rorbe, and Miss Vane as Zady Booby, _ 

are all exceUent. But for beir* Muggms’ Entire, 

stamped “FUamiirG,” and having a kind of old-world jScAooL/or- 
ScandaUand-Rivals flavour about it, on account of the costumes, 
what critical audience could ever have accepted, without an outburst 
of laughter, the story of the Gipsy and. long-lost son, which is 
managed somewhat in this manner 
Sir George Wilson (greatly agitated, of course — to Gipsy Jim). 
You stole my child twenty-three years ago. 

Gipsy Jim (sullenly, of course). I did — and from that day to this 
I ’ve never set eyes on him. 

Sir George Wilson {^breathing hard). Here’s a hundred pounds 
to find him— payable on delivery. 


Gipsy Jim (with dialect). I’ll^fihd him. I’ve never seen him 
since Hie dark night I stole him out of the cradle-^(M?e^ A increasing 

earnestness ) — but if he ’s alive I ’ll 

find hiin — {^oving towards door — 

^ voice trembling with grate’- 
emotion ) — I ’ll find him I ^ 

1 [ Great applause, and exit JiM. 


^ Then follows Scene in which 

AliJdrews is brought in by Par- 

George Wilson (more and 
more agitated on hearing Joseph’s 
Twenty-three 1 1 (Gasping.) 
My boy would have been twenty- 
three nowl There are no other 
s young men born twenty-three years 

twenty-three now ! 
possible — that this 
youth T Gasps and staggers. 

Gipsy Jim (rushing m wildly). 
T 1 # V- O Yes, Sir George, that’s him! I 

Long-lost Father pining for his Son. ^ j^^ay twenty-three years 

ago— I ’ve never seen him from that day to this— and I swear that 
he is your son ! ^ 

{^Tableau. Curtain as quicJcly as possible, and no questions asked. 

Though Fielding has provided some foundation for the introduc- 
tion of the coat-and-gipsy incident, which comes in quite naturally, 
I do not remember in Fielding anything about Joseph Andrews 
fighting a duel, and, if he had done so, I am sure the author’s sense 
ot honour would never have permitted his hero to pad his manly 
breast with a volume of Parson Adams' s ^ y — n 

sermons, and so take a mean advantage JS/ ^ 
of his adversary. However, “ Saved by nr ,(( 
a Sermon” may appeal to the goody- 10k j} 

f oodiness of a mixed British audience. 

^ arson Thomas Thorne Adams is a 
scholar. His pronunciation, following 
Fielding’s accurate writing, of “ JETew- 
reka!'^ was most correct. He must 
then have some scholarly reason for 
saying, ** Vade retro, SStanas,^^ instead of 
Vade retro, SatanaP' What may he 
Parson Adams's authority for this t n 

What with “scoring a success,” W' 5 W 

“getting another run,” “making a ^ 

hit,” “ having a good innings,” and all Tr^ 

the witticisms which the name of , „ 

“Fielding” suggests to the profes- Gallant little Wales, 
sional Mr. Wagstaep, no one wifl he surprised to hear that on this 
occasion “ Jace: in the Box” stayed at home, and his place (by the 
kind permission of Mr, Punch) was taken by 

The Cricket on the Hearth. 


By Our ISouashed Impressionist.— Our own" Private"’., View of 
“Private Views” at Art Galleries is that just half the number of 
tickets should he issued. At a “ private view,” the place is crowded, 
and there is neither “ privacy ” nor “view.” Bigger crowd than 
ever last Saturday at the Grosvenor, so we spare our criticisms and 
defer our notice, — ‘ ‘ Coutts and come ^ain.” Is the ‘ ‘ New Gallery ” 
to be the name of the recently started Picture Show on the site of the 
old Meat Market in Regent Street ? Why not call it The Rendezvous 
(or the Right Day View), or Fresh Meeting House ? At all events, 
if they can’t obtain their publican’s licence, it will not be the Drinking 
House. Perhaps by an arrangement in black and white with James 
the First P.S.B.A., the Burne-Jonesians may yet be able to affiliate 
themselves to “The Licensed Whistlers,” and so keep up their spirits. 

Kuin in Three Years ! 

(A Prophetic Vision of the Bight Bon. W. E. Gl-dst-nb.) 

1888. Imposition of a duty upon Bottled Wines I 

1889. Protection permanently established in Europe and war with 
France ! I 

1890. Protection triumphant everywhere, and England invaded 
by the combined armies of the civilised world ! I ! 

Not a Separatist.— The Right Hon. Joseph Chamberlain was 
so pleased with his recent trip to America, that, as has been pretty 
generally announced, he now intends becoming naturalised— the 
most natural thing in the world— as a citizen of the United States. 
He has chosen the State of Wedlock, U.S. This (although denied by 
the Daily News) is not surprising, seeing that he is already a 
Uzdonist. 
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TWO VICTIMS OF THE TURF. 

Lord Charles. “Well, Jack, how’ve yoxt got on to-day? I've taken nearly Ten Pounds— mostly in sixpences and 

SHILLINGS— AND YOU ? ’* 

The Hon, Jack. “Oh, about the same I and Three Half-sovereigns! Better than Starving in the Ooldstreamb, eh?” 


"TAKING SOUNDINGS.” 

On Board H M.S, * ' Opposition. ’ * 

Will G. {in the chains) sings — 

“If, my hearty, you ’d not like a lubber appear, 

You must very well know how to hand, reef, and steer ; 

Yet a better manoeuvre ’mongst seamen is found, 

’Tia a tight little maxim to mow how to sound ; 

Thus a sailor can tell from a bay to a shoal—’’ 

Bill H. {above). All very fine, mate, — and you’ve a mellow pipe 
for an old ’un, — ^but if you’d remembered your Dibdin a bit better 
when we first started on this cruise, it ’pears to me we might ha’ 
made a better run, and lost fewer of onx best hands. Took a shoal 
for a bay that time, didn’t jrou. Will ? 

Will Q, Well, 1 was a bit out that oast, perhaps. But wait till 
the end of the cruise. Bill, before you pipe your eye. As to the 
“best hands” you talk of— rats, Bill, rats! Mutineers will be 
mutineers, and deserters will desert. Bless you, I’d seen that 
mutiny brewing, Bill, long before Job and the rest of them parted 
company. {Sings.) 

“ I ’ve sounded at land, and I ’ve sounded at sea, 

I’ve sounded a-weather, and sounded a-lee, 

I ’ve sounded my quine at the randevoo-house, 

And I ’ve sounded my purse without finding a souse ; 

What then ? We ’ve a brother in each honest soul 

I Bill JST. Have we ? Honest souls, then, must be in the minority. 
Will. ^ As to not finding a souse in our purse, — ^well, the chaps as 
have piled the shiners and made lots of prize-money do seem to fight 
shy of us, sure enough. Poverty ’s no crime, Will, to be sure, but 
it’s a precious inconvenience, especially to a Party out in the cold, eh ? 
Will G. Ah, quite so. The old story, Bill, {Sings.) 

“ I^hen’t, you see, versed in high maxims and sitch ; 

But don’t this same honour concern poor and rich ? 

If it don’t come from good hearts, I can’t see where from, 
^d if e’er a tar had a good heart, it was Tom. 

Yet, somehow or ’nother, Tom never did right ; 

Hone knew better the time when to spare or to fight : 


He, by finding a leak, once preserved crew and ship, 

Saved the Commodore’s life— then he made such rare fiip ! 
And yet, for all this, no one Tom could endure ; 

I fancies as how ’twas because he was poor.” 

Bill H", Well, how are we now. Will ? 

Will Q. Blest if I quite know. But it ’s ticklish steering, anyhow. 
While this fog lasts, 1 must keep on sounding every minute or so, or 
we may be aground any time. But you are not down-hearted, are 
you. Bill? 

Bill ££. Do I look like it ? Haven’t I put a bold face on it from 
the first, and stuck to the old barkey like beeswax ? 

Will Q. You have. Bill, you have. {Sings.) 

“ Tight lads have I sail’d with, but none e’er so sightly 
As honest Bill Harcouet, so kind and so true.” 

Though there was a time, Biil, there was a time— but, no matter ; 
let bygones be bvgones. If Jack and Joe had been as staunch this 
turn as yon have, we should have made better headway. 

Bill H. Aye, aye, Will, But don’t run ns aground, shipmate. 
We ’re in shoal water still, I fancy. 

Will G. Well, my last three soundings have shown me that, Bill. 
But, harkye, friend I ’tisn’t so bad as it might be, or, maybe, as 
it looks. It ’s deepening under us, Bill — it ’s deepening under us ; 
and if this fog litts a bit presently, who knows ? 

BillH. Ah! who indeed? 

Will G. Wonderful how the depth shifts in these latitudes. Ben 
Beakey thought he was a rare hand at the lead ; but, you remember, 
one heave gave him full fifty fathom, and before he could take the I 
next he was slap aground. I’ll keep on a-sounding, Bill. I’ll 
keep on a-sounding. {Sings.) | 

“ All men try for soundings wherever they steer, 

Spite of fog and of shoal we may yet reach Cape dear, 

And there isn’t a tar with sea-aangers coold cope. 

If it wasn’t for sounding the Cape of &ood Hope. 

Ho fear, then, nor danger, our hearts shall make craven ; 

Though at sea, we’re in soundings, and yet may make haven.” 

Bill H. Well, he always were a hopeful cove, and he pipes 

like a throstle. But I do wish this fog would lift I 
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WAITING POE THE MAY. 

(New Yersion,) 

Rejected One Singe 

Ah 1 mj heart was weary waiting*, 
Waiting for the May — 

Waiting for the crowded scrambles, 
Where the critics, thorny brambles, 

At the Private Yiew come “ slating” 
In the usual way. 

Ah ! my; heart was weary waiting, 
Waiting for the May. 

Ah I my heart was sick with longing, 
Longing for the May — 

Longing canvasses to study, 

Portraits ruddy, pale or muddy. 

And the many thousands thronging 
On the opening day. 

Ah I my heart was sick with longing, 
Longing for the May. 

Ah I my heart is sore with sighing, 
Sighing at the May — 

Sighing at the sure returning 
Of my picture, hotly bxirning. 

Hope’s bright flowers are dead or dying, 
Hopes of fame and pay. 

Ah I my heart is sore with sighing. 
Sighing at the May. 

Ah I my heart is pained with throbbing, 
Throbbing at the May- 
Throbbing on my lonely pillow, 

Por my hope must wear the willow. 

The H. A. 's all fraud and jobbing, 

1 ’m inclined to say. 

Ah I my heart, my heart, is throbbing, 
Throbbing at the May. 

Sitting sad, dejected, weary, 

On this first of May. 

YHiat to me are “ popular” pictures. 
Ladies’ gushes, critics stricwes F 


My look- out is dark and dreary ; 

Buyers turn away. 

Art ie long, and live is weary — 
Oh 1 confound the May I 


OUE BOOKING-OmCE. 

I HAVE been reading Robert Blemere^ by 
Mrs. Htjhphrt Ward. So has Mr. Glad- 
stone, who has reviewed it, superficially of 
course, with his light and airy touch, in 
this month’s Nineteenth Century, So I will 
go just a little deeper. It is in the conven- 
tional form of three volumes, but it is an 
unconventional novel. Three-fourths of the 
first volume will interest the majority of 
novel readers, especially those who admire 
George Eliot's scenes from Clerical life and 
Trollope’s Bar Chester Towers, 

The party at the Yicar’s in the opening 
chapter is very Trollopian. In a way, it re- 
minds me of the musical evening at the 
Deanery in Bandy Dich^ which was, to my 
mind, one of the most genuine little bits of 
contemporaneous comedy ever placed on the 
stage. The character of Rose^ the only one of 
the three sisters of whom I did not become 
tired in the course of our three -volume 
acquaintance, also seems tome to be a develop- 
ment of the auburn-haired, posing, and im- 
posing girl, the Dean’s pet daughter, who, by 
the way, was rather too emphatically repre- 
sented by Miss Horreys at the Court Theatre. 
There is one line which I must quote as 
indicating the authoress’s sly humour. Agnes 
is expecting the return of her sister. 

“ Wheels ! ” exclaimed Agnes. “ Catherine, 
I suppose,” &c., and the sprightly and eccen- 
tric Rose is not permitted by Mrs. Ward 
to seize the opportunity of replying, — 

“Yes! Catherine Wheels! Oh, don’t I 
wish 1 were at the Crystal Palace, instead of 


in this dry-as-dust, sleepy old village of 
Westmoreland I ” 

This is an instance of the self-restraint 
which Mrs. Humphry Ward can exercise 
when inclined so to do. During my perusal 
of the work I occasionally wished that she 
had been so incKned when dealing with the 
unfortunate Parson Robert Elsmere, who, 
like the man in Hard Times^ finds every- 
thing “all a muddle,” and who wanders 
about, a married Hamlet in clerical attire, 
undecided as to his mission to set things 
right, and dying a victim to the Mephistophe- 
lian-Betsy-Prig spirit— “the spirit who ever 
denies ” — of the present age, to which allu- 
sion was recently made in i!fr. Bunch's pages, 
“ I don’t believe there ain’t no such person,” 
said Betsy, and so says Robert— sixit Mr, 
Punch's “Egbert”— but JSlsmere, I, not 

reply to ^rs. "V^ard, tZat “?dori’t believe 
there ain’t no such parson.” I dare say there 
are, plenty of them. Mrs. Ward knows best. 
Only it there are, their captivating and 
brilliant society must be just the sort of 
thing one would choose on a wet afternoon 
in the smoking-room of a country Inn in 
some out-of-the-way district. Delightful ! 

Yours ever, Baron db Book Worms. 


George J oktn (<2 la Fran^aise ), — ^My version 
of “ Bn revenant de la Revue'' — Bn revant 
du Revenu, — ^Yours, G. J. G. (N.B. — ATy\ 
getting up some funny things in Italian and 
German.-G. J.) 

At theJEoyal Institute Mr. Karl Arm- 
BRUSTER is delivering a series of six Lectures 
on Wagner. As a novelty, the Eing Series 
will be practically illustrated by a couple of 
PugiHstic Champions. 
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To rout up reptiliau epithets— -just as boys rout iu the 
gutter — 

Or entomological phrases at foe men to spatter and 
sputter ? 

Pathology furnishes terms which give voice to vulgarian 
rancour* 

But where are the fitness and finish that used to he 
Sense’s sheet-anchor ? 

To call a man leprous or leech-like, a Statesman to dub as 
vermicular, 

Because your opinions and his are unlike in some paltry 
particular ; 

To rave of his cancerous spite, and to shriek of his 
scorpion malice, 

When you mean that a trifie of bitterness surges some- 
times in his chalice ; 

When Genius makes a mistake to declare it a crapulous 
crude ass, 

Or brand it a bestial Belial, or dub it a scrofulous Judas, 
Is strong— yes, as onions are ** strong,” is as fit, and as 
fine, and effective 

As a Coster’s unbridled abuse, as a fishwoman’s vulgar 
invective. 

Dear Punchy in the name of sound sense and good taste, 
not to mention that knightly 
Old spirit of tournament times which could pitch foe from 
saddle politely, 

Do urge our great militant penmen to battle like men of 
condition, 

And listen with courteous heed to your Adjectives’ 
humble peti tion I 

A PHENO^EIJAL SEASON. 

Little Josef Hofmann is followed by little Hegnek, 
and then a lot of others on the piano, violin, and all sorts 
of music. The chorus for the season will be— 

“ Boys and girls, come ont to play I ” 

And not only on instruments, but on the stage. Two 
Little Lord Fauntleroye and a Bootleg Baby! ! And 
there ’s scarcely a piece nowadays produced but has a 
child in it. Even Airey Annie has a model child from 
Lieutenant Cole’s nursery-grounds, who cole-laborates 
with Mr. Neville Edouin. 


THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 

Aunt Jane, **UoH ! When I was your Age, Matilda, Ladies of Bane and 
Position didn’t have their Photographs exposed in the Shop-windows.” 

Matilda {always anxious to agree), **Of course not, Aunt Jane, I suppose 
Photography wasn’t invented then 1 ” 

THE APPEAL OP THE ADJECTIVE. 

** The natural and insupportable anguish which any man must feel at being charged 
by Mr, Gladstone's reptile press with exceptional violence of expression and unique 
UDseemliness of language is, of course, only less acute than that of a man who should he 
taxed with disloyalty by Judas Iscariot/' — Mr, ,4. C, Swinburne, 

Diab Punch, 

Wb have borne it for years, and without the least sign of a protest ; 

But silence, of true satisfaction, or even of patience, is no test. 

It really is time we spoke out, for our foes most remorselessly go it. 

And lately the worst of our foes, I am sorry to say, is the poet. 

We Adjectives, dear Mr, Punchy are a modestly useful community; 

IVhy should we be thus abused, robbed of our good name with impunity P 
“ An Author in search of an Adjective 1 ” There is a subject for narrative I 
The positive strikes him as tame, and he rather disdains the comparative, 
Superlatives only attract him ; and oh I as an invalid yearneth 
For Spring ; or as poor Howard Vincent for Trade Reciprocity humeth ; 

As Amandus for word from Amanda pines, railing at Time the despotic, 

Nay, as a French Novelist strains for a theme that’s uniquely erotic ; 

So — ^poet or mere party scribe — doth the penman with positive passion 
Strain after the epithets strong, which I am sorry to say are the fashion. 

The temperate measure and fitness of phrase which hysterical women hate, 

Cor scribes now abjure ; they are equally f uncus, hot, indiscriminate. 

As the waters come down at Lodore, as described by the voluble Sou they , 

So the epithets shower from the lips of our Mentors immodestly mouthy • ' 

Till Reason is whelmed in the flood, until Courtesy goes down to zero, * 

And Truth is as hopelessly drowned as Leandeb when swimming to Hero. 

Mr, P«ncA, we ’re a ntmierous tribe are we Adjectives, I, for my fellows, 
Appeal to the Scnhe when he screams, make my plaint to the Bard when he 

Where, where we yotir " sweetness and Hsht,” when the whole diotionaiy yon 
In the temper of rancorous Qoody^ the spirit of querulous Qummidge^ 


MAT MINSTRELSY, 

“ It is in May that cur wandering musicians deHght us with 
their sweetest lays.” — Daily News. 

Wandering Musician^ loquitur : — 

Sounds pooty I Perhaps it ’s kerreot ; 

A cove on the Press oughter know. 

Nuts on music that bloke 1 expect 1 
Sweetest lays iu the May time. Jest so. 

Werry true I ’ve a cold in my ’ed, 

’Cos the wind, dontcher see’s, in the heast. 

I should like to pass my May in bed, 

For the month is a regular beast. 

But I ’ave to turn out, yes, in course ; 

And if he doesn’t care, why should I, 

If my vice is that ’usky and ’oarse 
That I takes my top notes at a fly ? 

Wish I knowed where he lived, that ’ere chap. 

For his street I would jolly soon start ; 

He would tip me a bob I '11 go Nap, 

If I tipped him “ YouWe Queen of my ‘*ArV^ 

It begins with a ’owl, I ’m aware. 

And it ends with a staggery squeak ; 

But if he likes May music— well, there, 

It ain’t for thi^arty to speak. 

Sweetest lays ? Well, he must he a “ sport ” 

To like wandering minstrels— and May I 
But I wish there wos more of his sort ; 
i should nobble more browns— that ’s my “lay ” ! 


LE MONDE otr l’oN S’bNBHUMB. 

Sympathetio Friend, You’ve got am awful cold. How 
did you get it? 

ilfr. Grigsby [huskily). Do you want the receipt? 
Well, I’m not much of a hand at “parleyvooing,” and I 
h^ to keep up a long conversation in French last night 
with a distinguished foreigner. I fancy I must-have 
caught cold while I was fishing for words. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM 

THE DIARY OF TOBT, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Monday Nighty 23, — Grand Old Man 

had grand old time to-night, Budgret Bill came up for Second 
Reading ; moved Amendment involving reconstruction of BiR. A 
full House. Expectations of great speech not disappointed. At outset 



Novelties in’ the Upper House. 


Zord Salubury^ the ArtifuV) Zecorator, ** Think they ’ll freshen up the 
old House. Ars lortga-- Vita brevis 

G. 0. M, a little hampered bjr rash promise given on Friday to be 
brief. Pretty to see him, with quite unnecessary fuss, wriggling 
out of engagement which no one attached importance to, if. 


it. Argued 
Finally oon- 
would make a 
live to make 
pounded away 


indeed, any but himself remembered 
round the point. Put it in eU waj s, 
vinced himself that when he said he 
brief speech didn’t think he should 
a long one. Ground thus cleared, 
in highest state of delight. Usual three 
courses loomed into hve points, with 
one over to stick into ELartington. 

Hartingtoit, on the whole, had a 
rough night. Childers followed up 
G. 0. M., mildly butting at old col- 
league, When all seemed over. 

House about to go into Division, Har- 
couRT turned up. Heavily belaboured 
Hartingtoh. Conservatives howled. 

Liberals cheered. Stohewall Hah- 
TiNGTON sat with countenance abso- 
lutely impassive. Couldn’t have 
looked more unconcerned had Har- 
COTJRT been simply continuing his 
attack of Friday night on Chamreb- 

LAiy, 

“ It’ll be my turn next,” said 
Heneage, with gallant attempt to 
smile. “He’s cudgelled Chamber- 
lain’, jumped on James, harried 
Hartingtont, and I only am left. 

But I warn him, there’ll be a ter- 
rible rumpus when he attacks wie.” 

Before larger Budget Scheme came 
on, Serjeant Sir Johh Simoh had opened the Bottled Wine question. 
Warns Goscheh of danger of touching this question. Everyone 
much impressed. 



** Hush ! I hear the Pieman.” 


“Carious,” said Arthur Balfour, momentarily resuming old 
mental attitude, which led to Philosophic Doubt, “ how heredi^ shows 
itself. Generations ago, in dim ages ofpoetio fancy, the first and simple 
SiMoir met a pieman ; and here, in House of Commons, we have the 
learned Simoh involuntarily throwing himself into listening attitude, 
as if he heard in the distance the falling footsteps of the itinerant 
purveyor.” 

Tttefidflty.— Don’t often hear from Colonel Warthg. Not likely to 
hear from him again for some time. To-night, in access of 
desperate valour, tried a fall with Joseph Gillis. Joseph has for 
weeks retired to back Bench, and, save for occasional interjection of 
“ Hear, hear I ” has been quiet. Only at Midnight he rises. Then 
Members in various parts of the House, having little Bills in hand, 
get up with furtive glance towards quarter where J. G. sits, and 
propose to take a stage. Up jumps Joseph with shrill cry of “ I 
object!” and there an end of the business. After Twelve, no 
opposed Bills can be dealt with ; within the ten minutes that follow 
stroke of Midnight are crowded joys which compensate for. 
Balfour’s supremacy throughout earlier part of sitting. Up to 
Midnight Balfour rules supreme. After .Midnight, Joseph Gilus 
is monarch of all he surveys. Content with this division of dominion, 
he lets things slide from Four to Twelve. 

Waring, unwary, taken in by this appearance. Thought he 
might bully J. G. B. by suddenly springing on him question, “ When 
was he going to move writ for seat vacated byDwTER Gray?” 
House held its breath to watch result. Joey B. rose lightly to his 
feet at sound of challenge. Cheers and laughter welcomed his rare 
appearance. Joseph commanded silence with long lean hand impe- 
riously outstretched, and then came the answer, ready, shrill, and 
cutting. 

“Mr, Speaeer, Sir,” said Joseph, who never omits this courteous 
reference to his Right Hon. friend in the Chair. “I intend to 
move a writ as soon as I get instructions from my chief.” 

Then he sat down, and one of the broadest smiles ever seen in 
British House of Commons illumined his countenance in gracious 
acknowledgment of the Senate’s applause. 

duite a lively debate on amiable habit of Irish County Court 
Judges, who, when appealed to to revise sentences passed under 
Coercion Act, humorously surprise prisoner by increasing them. 
Justin* McCarthy moved Adjournment. Darling, d.C., ripe with 
knowledge of duarter Sessions and hoar with frost of advancing 
years, tmew himself into breach, and staked his legal reputation in 
support of his learned brethren the Attorney-General and the 
Home Secretary. Pretty to see Lord Advocate surveying out of 
corner of his twinkling eye his learned brother from Deptford. 
Gladstone couldn’t stand it at all. Presently dashed in, threw 
off mask of benevolence, rent the robe of friendliness, and spent an 
exceedingly lively half-hour. Argument, reiterated from Opposition 
Benches and addressed to Treasury Bench, was, “ Have you got a 
parallel case you can cite in English practice P ” 

“ Have you P ” Old Morality nervously asked Attorney-General. 

“ Not a single case,” Webster muttered, under breath. 

“ No case I ” cried Old Morality, tugging at his stock of copybook 
headings. “I remember something. Ah, yes— here it is. *No 
case. Abuse plaintiff’s Attorney,’ Get np and walk into Glad- 
stone.” 

Attorney-General accepted brief and did bis best. Nagged at 
Gladstone very much in earlier maimer of Stanley Leighton. 
But Stanley Leighton used to do it better. 

* “ Attorney-General’s invective lacks finish don’t you think f ” 
I said to Trevelyan, 

“Yes,” saM George Otto. “It lacks the finish of Wig and 
Gown. Listening to him one always finds one’s self wondering how 
much the brief was marked.” 

Business done. — Still harping on Erin. 

Wednesday. — This has been Gbandolph’s day, to be marked in 
Ministerial Calendar with white stone or anything that is heavy and 
comes handy. Grandolph, basing his maimer on that of Joseph 
Gnxis, has for some weeks cultivated great gift of silence. Been 
pretty regular in attendance on comer seat behind Treasury Bench, 
but content with conveying to Old Morality exceedingly unpleasant 
sensation of knowing he was there. Listened for two hours to-day, 
through Debate on Bill proposing to extend reform of Local Govern- 
ment to Ireland, Five o’clock close at hand. Everybody had spoken. 
Gladstone made now inevitable speech. Balfour replied in airy- 
Alfy manner. Nothing to do but to dismiss Bill with rattling 
majority; when up jumps Grandolph. Opens terrible fire on 
Ministry. Rakes Treasury Bench fore and aft, amid enthusiastic 
cheers from Opposition. Nothing so sudden, so swift, so dramatic, 
seen in House for many a day. Old Morality put on the “ gashly ” 
look he sometimes wears when at critical moment he cannot remember 
appropriate copy-head. Balfour, but late so jubilant, bent his head 
— “ Like some tail lily that droops its head and dies,” said Wilfrid 
Lawson, whose stock of quotations is as extensive as it is peculiar. 

What made situation unusually exciting was pressure of time# 
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When G^eandolph sat down, having given wholly fresh turn to 
debate, it was twenty minutes past five. At half-past debate must 









BOULA NGER^S j 

"^N^neTcah^xpecF^ General to be 

be a Frenchman aspiring to conquer 

mnst first of all 

and cordon hleu^ ^ 

he is, at present, 

of his banquet 

Caf4 Eiche. To 

come to his Hors 

to the usual W ^^1 

there ’ll be ^ 
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MENU-FESTO- 

particular.^ Yet if suoKGeneral 
the hearts of his compatriots, he 
master the arts of a Chef 
From this point of view 
to be judged by the menu 

f iven last Friday, at the 
egin with, he is as wel- 
d' oeuvre d la Franqaiee as 
MUli^ quatre mendiants. — and 
plenty of these about 







Ancient Fbibzb. 

Josephus Chamberlainus protecting Balfourius against the fierce onslaught 
of Grandolphus Churohillus. Wednesday Afternoon, April 25. 

necessarily close. Only ten minutes for aU responsible to face the 
new and critical situation. 

“ Our fellows once constructed a Eeform Bill in ten minutes,” said 
PiUNKET. “ But that not long enough in these days for everyone to 
turn about and dance a political Jim Crow. Glad I’m out of it.” 

OHAMBEEiAor Said a few words, leaving five minutes for John 
Mobley, John Mobley took four, and then there was one. Old 
Morality, amid shouts for Division, rushed in. Began to recite 
copyhead. Got some way through, when Joseph Gillis appeared 
on scene, and, a wild joy gleaming in his eye, moved Closure. 

A bitter moment for Old Morality, The pouncer pounced on — and 
by J osEPH Gillis ! 

Nothing to do, however, but to sit down, and Division taken. 
Gbandolph, meditatively twirling moustache, walked out without 
voting. But where was Jennings? Gbandolph re-forming his 
Party. At present consists of one. Where is that Party now? 
Everybody asking, “Where was Jennings when the Gbandolph 
went out ? ” Business done, — ^New Gatling-Hotchkiss-Nordenfelt- 
Grandolph Bombshell exploded. 

Thursday, — ^Fresh depth of iniquity discovered on part of Abthttb 

f BALPOXJB. Last week it was Sweeney’ s suspenders. 

his week it is “Mr. Smith’s Christian name.” 
’Hanlon brings forward case. Appears that two 
olicemen were charged with breaking the law at 
etterkenny on 18th inst. “Mr. Smith, who 
jemed to be in charge of the forces of the Crown, 
jfused to give his Christian name, having been 
dd such was needed to assist in the prosecution 
I the two Policemen.” 

“WiU the Chief Secretary,” O’Hanlon thun- 
sred, “state the grounds of Smith’s refusal to 
irnish prosecutors with his Christian name ? ” 
Abxhijb Balfottb dumf ounded. Moves restlessly 
1 Bench, and makes no sign, 

“ What was Smith’s Christian name ? ” O’Han- 
lon shouts across the floor. 

“H. W., or W. H. — really never can re- 
member which,” Balpotjb murmurs, in broken 
voice. And this is all they could get out of Chief 
Secretary. O’ Hanlon’s compatriots tried to 
pacify him by suggesting that “praps the 
hay then hadn’t got Christian name.” O’ Han- 
lon not to be trifled with. Means to raise 
question on Civil Service Estimates, moving 
to reduce Chief Secretary’s salary by d61,000. 
Business done, — Budget Bill in Committee. 

Friday, — Morning Sitting; Budget BiU in 
Education. Committee— couldn’t quite finish it; Ilung- 

WOBTH speaking when sitting suspended. At 
Evening Sitting. Abthub Acland brought on discussion on Educa- 
tional System. Hot quite finished. T. Ellis speaking when House 
adjourned. So the morning and the evening were talked out. 
Business done, — Budget Bill in Committee. 

Anotheb I — “ I |ve just thrown this off. It ’s first-rate. You 
must have it. This is it : — The Butcher won’t be able to put up the 
price of his Meat, as I don’t put the tax on his Weal.”— G, J. G. 


wmM. 
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Gullivbh Boulangbb. C’bst la Paix! ! 

should he attain to the Dictatorship. Was “ Caviare to the General ’ ’ | 
included in the hors d'' oeuvre , 

We pass his Consomme d la Valenciennes ^ his Veloute d'ecrevisses 
— ^he’s not “on velvet” yet— and we glance suspiciously at his 
“ Quartier de hehague d la Generals Is there any bony part in 
this quarter? The ^^Cailles d Vetouffade d la ClermonV* is a most 
decidedly Hoyalist dish; “ Canetons du ATorcf” are suggestive of 
^\canard8^\: the “ glace nationals ” is ominously opposite to enthou^ 
siasme national. As to the wines, the Mouton Itothschild (1870) 
means money and the sinews of war, and though Old Clos Vougeot 
may appropriately follow as a specimen of another, hut a much lower 
and almost extinct class of Hebraic vintage, yet what does that hero 
deserve of his own, or of any other country, who finishes up with 
Pommery et Greno,frappeP Is it possible? Frappe^^ ! To 
f rapper Pommery, or, indeed, any champagne worth drinking, 
is to kill it, — ^yes, we say deliberately, to kill it. And if this be 
Boulaugism, then the cry of all veteran Champagners will be, “a 
has Boulanger I ” “ Vive Pommery et Qreno ! ” So we will leave 
his champagne frappi, and “ revenons ” pas d la revue, mais “ « nos 
moutons ” — Itothschild, 

UHCOMMOH HATS FOR COMMON COUHCILMEH. 

tiou of the' Conoid 

Characteristic Hat The“DeKeyser;’' To be worn with Councilman’s 
for Common or. Chapeau k la powder by “The Costume will 
Councilmen on “Brave Beige,” Lwery ” gene- appear ^ ^ ^ 
the Sewers rally. 

Committee. 


powder by “The Costume will 

Livery gene- nnr\aai* in r»n-i* 


appear 

paper. 


Business done. Budget Bill m Committee. OuB old friend, Mrs. Ramsbotham, who, our readers may remember, 

— ; informed us some time ago that her nephew had been made a Debeu- 

Anotheb I — “ I Jve just thrown this off. It ’s first-rate. You tore of the Inner Temple, tells us that this same nephew has just 
npt have it. This is it : — The Butcher won’t be able to put up the returned from a visit to Scotland, and that he travelled all the way 
price of his Meat, as I don’t put the tax on his Weal.”— G. J. G. in a Coupon. 


0^ NOTICE. — Bejected Communicatiojis or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case he returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception. 
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— — — j jja under the guidance— tmder the thumb— of Ihe (wmposOT 

.^he handle tffl . siant, it is out of mind. It is meohanioaL It 

TME THEATRE OF THE FUTURE! or the Musicai Aon, 

Sib,— D on’t let Professor BCeekombb and Mr. W. 8. GiLBiinT think , , _ . jg of the hand of one ““ter-mind playmg aU 

liat tiieir notions are new and original as to building theatres and As I oompose my ownm^io I toow w^t to ^ 

lifting stages. ]he insteumenxs ^ merits modest nip «e dumb. 

Long ago, I drew Ton would begin to shrewdly suspect that I had 

out demgns for a “d U I sMd m J appraising my own wares, 
theatre, which 8®“® ^Jlterior design ^ 





theatre, which 
every expert who 


Ebal Sun, Moon,1Siabs. 
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every expert Who .lisnersed. Meal Light. How this is managed is 

had the Pp^ege Light ._** oan be bottled 

of inBpeotingp - my secret, manage my real thimder, and rain and hail, — I am 
nonnced up (that ^"^gg^^Rttles of good sound thunder)^well, so can 

Simply Pebpect. easy for those who know how to do it, as I do, to get 

The auditorium a^upply of Bottled Lightning 

! 1 V - VT-.t-A-.J 1 ^ j - V _ J. A_ i. IVifm 




ii w 


x: v / 


01 rue lucauaes- -'I. -uf tnooniignr, sraniguD — lug miiuuic, jluibu au.a*.uu.j 

cent electric light the stage. Every effect will be regulated by the 


so^ craftily con- » <* g^oDCH-THE-BuTTON System,” 

trived that no cue j:,,wther trespass on your space. I think it necessary 

can possibly make I will not f t j- mentioned the mannf aoture of 

^ Iiftelligenoe department, also mechanical, for the 

light comes from, applause-nor the xii k But I am yours- ever for ever, 

and, to. speak nse_of the audie^®-f^ Wo A. Bustbe. 


•n -Further trespass on your space. 1 think it necessary 
win not I yights. I have not mentioned the mannf aoture of 

a to uroteot niy 4!rt-+>io 


lightly, the audi- 
ence will be en- 
tirely in the dark 
on the subject. 
There is no heat; 
the ventilation is 
so managed that 
on the coldest day 


The Match, Kolnev- 


Inigo A. Bustbe. 


measure eor measure/ 


T ttavb been so greatly pJ 
irrwxnj'TT.v’ fl excellent <Bsooyery of B. 


leased and struck with Mr. 
UcoN^s “ Cryptogram,” that I 


AV. W outhecordestday Dobi^t’s ^ 

m winter, or on have Clabkb’s Complete Concordance to Shakspeare 

^ wwmest in that Mrs. Coj^fjohably not; and yet it does, and no doubt the 

summertherecan.be no perceptible change in the temperatoe. .Ml oontmns oner himself. It is very 

the seats are so contrived that every one can enter and leave the andito- puzzle was inspj^« ^ ^ prepare two alphabets, and take 

rinm without causing the slightest inconvenience to his neighbours, smple. AU “^f words and lines. This is so easy that I will 
Teekb ABE NO Box-keepbbs, piope^ ^^inteEigence by explaining to you “ how it is done.” 

no refreshment people ; no hat and cloak nuisances ; Working this plain- problem, I have already made the following 

All is Done by Macmnbby . . dkcovery the third column, you must count 

on the “Put-in-a-penny-and-take-out-a-ohooolate” prmciple applied J-nrn to P®'8^® to “ Don.” Now go to page 527, and passing 
toirefreshments, hats, and coats, &o. During the day the hox-oflS,oe is 67, when y®? the first column, you soon arrive at “ Nell.” Add 
managed in the same mechanical manner. and you get “DouneU” ; and in the very same 

There can he ]jfo Dangee ob Fieb, von^ find “Deputy-” Take away the ‘‘y ” from to last 

as OB the slightest alsxm the entire theatre wiU to pi^es-[as ^d,^Kdd « tCn^^xtorfeT ’ 

to pieces coming to the entire theatre, iBOTeanoiij—hy anyone tOBChiBg are— “DoKNBiiT • -is^aOTexi ._jZ_„dg theendofthe 

a button in the centre of the seat in which he ^jPPens to be sitting. Bat this is not all J Xwn towage 681, ana tow^ tne e tt or t e 

Theatre being hoilt on the “Eevolving Wing” principle (my second column you get roimtog acdi^^^^^^ 


to pieces coming to the entire theatre, Bacnre anon]— by anyone touching are— “DoKNBiiT • 18^“^®" . and towards theendofthe 

a button in the centre of the seat in which he ^jPPens to be sitting. But this is not all J Xwn towage 681, ana tow^ tne e a or t e 

The Theatre being hoilt on the “Eevolvin^ Wing ” principle (my second column yon get ^tog SicUia is a s^^ Xak^^y 

sole invention), can he literaUy turned mside out at amom^t’s the first two words the.lMt^two^woras._^ana „ 

notice, and so be well aired and dusted. There is a slidii^ roof w^ch what we b^'T® ^ comulete— it is a broken sentence We must 

brought up and down by a series of ^d something ^ ho^-ve to do is to turn to page 271 

Automatic Lifts, WeU, it is simp ][)y a simple mathematical calculation), and 

and the top gallery is therefore as accessible, without crush, as the vwnicli is eas^ bottom of the third column, we come to a 

lowest stall. This is a distinct advantage. Befreshments are brought counting o Labour^ s Lost, which runs as follows : — “ The 

in the same manner by Dumb waiters ; the visitor to the auditorium gtiotation the fccl» tbc boy.” Now add one word from this 
has merely to touch a button labelled tea, coffee, ices, oranges, ^ ’^f^niivELLY is a,” and the mystery is solved. But what that 
lemonade, or what not, at the hack of his fauteuil, andl there is hetore j -ue j miist leave to your readers’ sense of the appropriate 

-orLaf.AT7Ai* liA TAnTiirAn — RTnmrnt in navment having been WOru SUOUia u Tonra enthnaiaatioallv. 


Yours enthusiastically, 

“ Much Ado about Nothing,” 


h\m whatever he requires—the amount in payment having been s^ouiu w Yours enthusiastically, 

previously dropped into the slit labelled with the tariff of prices. w discover. ci about Nothing,” 

Inrainy weather the “revolving walls” will he utilised, and a passage . 

opened into the Stalls to admt carriages. In fact I have so — 

arranged that all the year round the stalls shall he collapsible (this XHE HARBINGER OE SPRING, 

is the simplest thing possible), and the space thus opened, to a depth . , i^-FATm wnn that last nio-Kt aa T was sittmi? in 

of from 4 k to 16 k gradient, v^. 1» at once fiUed with the purest SiB,-I write “ S f coK 

ffltered and hofied water, at a delightful temperature, the Puyate my lihra^, I ^®goon^terwards I retired to rest with a thankful 
boxes serving as dressing-rooms, so that persons waitmg to t^e it nine times. . ^ . j Harbineer of a really fine 

seats at the Woffioe, where there wOl slwayshe a considerable heart. This » a sign ana a nw^g^ a reauy nne 

J * fl-nriwiTViiTl o- O : 1 _ _ lOUTBgiaOiy, 


the HARBINGER OE SPRING. 


crowd, can amuse themselves with water gymnastics, swimming, Spring I 
bathing, and so forth. 

The entire theatre will be as capacious as 

St. Petbb’s at Rome, j 

a trifle wider if anything, to admit of certain novel stage-effects, the Cue! 

t A, V J? 1 - ; : 1 ; _ ..— — I... V-Al. 


oprmg I Patbb Eamtlias Obnithologistus. 

private and confidential by same post, 

T t- Governor has been writing to the papers about hearing 

Iknowthe wver^l^k] I mean sucli a Cuckoo I It was our old 
the Ouokqo. j nnt nf order for ever so Ions*. Yester- 


a trine wider u anytmng, to aumit oi cerraiu novel srage-euecis, the Cuckoo, of order for ever so lonip Tester, 

and the production of historical pieces on a scale hitherto never nursery clock, w^ohh comes here once a week to mend it 

attemptefor if attempted doomed to failure for want of adequate day, ^ got the Wmdg-up^wh^^^ 

space and appliances, and, I may confidently add, of Genius capable and out came the AVIork That ’a what ha heard 

okarrying to a triumphal finich the designs whiok after iilhtoough had ours op® hlto^^rstonrf a reX fi^H 

I am loth to dweU upon this theme, only True (Jenins-^of which But he ’s right ^ 
Michbiaiigbi .0 had more than a mere spark -only True and ft U, for I*® don’t^t to^ gE!nS^ 

Unlimited Genius can originate. Then as to mended it. Don^t teU, only I don t want yow to be|^mone^^^ 

Obchbstea and Lighting. 
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Ebpohtee.— I t IS said that Mr, launch gives him the title ^amnce hecanse he is the personifi- 
A S Ladies’ Enight — will dance the minmt de la cour 

QinSi/i must always be an attraction, in full Court costume, accompanied hy Mr, Charles Hallib. The 

fffJ opened with a Ladies’ Night be report that the New Gallery will be o^n on Sundays to the Halle- 

corr ect, then equally so is the rumour that Sir Cojmtns Care— lujah Lasses of the Salvation Army, is simply untrue. 


ROYAL ACADEMY COTILLON AT BURLINGTON HOUSE 








Mat 12, 1888.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


219 


"AEBT AT A RADICAL RECEPTION. 


Dbae Chahmk,— This Spring’s a d^hed fraud* 
beastly wind still blows ’ard from the North ; _ 

But Socierty’s fair on tlie shove, and the huds is, at 
larst, bustin’ forth. 

The Two Thousand’s bm run, and the Picture Snows 
open all round like green peas 5 ^ , 

So I s’pose we must sing “ Springes iJehghtSy — wnen 
we ain’t on the bark or the sneeze. 


Went larst night to a Opening Show of another guess 
sort, my dear boy ; i.- i- x 

I^'ot my regular form by a lump, nor the spechies ot sport 
I enj oy • 

Got dragged into it, though, by a pal who’s a Radical 
kind of a cub, i 

And who got me a ticket — don’t larf I — ^for the Isational 
Liberal Club I 


You know Tommy Trottee,— pale face, ginger hair, 
and nose-pinchers, old chap, — 

An awfully “earnest” young mug, mate, and not the 
least mite up to trap. 

He is mashed on old Gladstone no end, as his sort always 
is to a man, , , . , 

And his Club, Charlie, ’ad a “Reception,” which 
means a big crowd and cold scran. 

Poor Tom looked all corners and crumples, and so did a 
jolly lot more, 

For it ain’t every sportsman, dear boy, as can ohucE on 
the war-paint and score. 

But I saw by the looks of the ladies as ogled my sweetly- 
iled air. 

And my claw-hammer coat and oufE-shooters, that ’ Aer y 
was simply all there. 


Swell building, old pal, and no kid,"marble staircase' all 
colour and shine, . , , 

2 la Restorongy Cha e lte; the ’Olborn ain’t ’ardly more 
spacious and fbae. 

Rather too many tiles for my taste ; shiny walls may be 
all very nice, 

For a dairy or fishmonger’s shop ; but a Club am t a 
place to store ice. 


But ’twas ’ot, Charlie, thunderin’ ’ot. I got jammed 
in the Libery crowd, 

I ’ad shoved to the front like a shot, but a crummy old 


Liberal dowd 

With bare shoulders by acres, dear boy, and a twenty- 
stun white-’ aired old Rad 

Nearly made me a pancake between ’em ; I tell you, old 
man, I felt bad. 

’Owsomever, I sweltered and listened. They stuck the 
Old Man on a chair, 

’Cos the parties behind couldn’t see, and they didn’t 
mean missing their stare, 

“ ’Igher up, Sir I” they shouts, “’igher up I” afore 
two or three words he had spoke. 

And he hists ’imself up in their sight, like a jolly good- 
natured old bloke. 


Well, you know I ’m not nuts on ’im, Charlie ; Socieity 
’ates him like sin, 

And I goes with Socierty, slap, mate ; but when the old 
boy did begin, 

Though his patter I wasn’t arf fiy to, his meanin’ I 
couldn’t quite kech, 

Still-well, mate, he may be a fraud, but I ’m blowed if 
he isn’t a “ fetch,” 



THE OLD ORDER CHANQETH. 

Todeson {who has grown his 3£oiistachey dropped his O^Sy and got into Society 
again). “Fact is Society's obttin' much too mixed, Duchess. It's not 
amusin’, after spbndin' a pleasant evenin', to find you 'vb been hobnob- 
bin’ WITH A Shopkeeper, or sittin' next his Wipe at dinner, you know ! " 

ffer Grace. “Oh, dear me ! Why, my Hvsband 's a Shopkeeper, Mb. Tode- 
son. He keeps that great Bric-a-bbao Warehouse in Conduit Street !— 
AND THE Toy-shop at the corner, that 's mine !— and the Confectioner 

OVER THE way, THAT 'S MY MOTHER, THE DuCHESS OP HAUTCASTEL ! ” 

\_Todeson feels he has "been puttin' his foot in it. 


So it woa Charlie. “ Yery absurd I they quite make ’im a hidol, and why P ” 
Sez a lady in pink at my elber. “ By Jove, right you are. Mum,” sez I. 

“ I was tellin’ my mate. Tommy Trotter ” but here she slung off like a shot, 

With her nose ’eavens-high in the hair,, Sir. 4 . And that’s yonr dashed 
loti 


Wy, a prime Primrose Dame, well wuth ten on her, tipped me her sweet little j 

At a BrSwood Bazaar, t’other day, and she chatted that chnmmy— oh law 1 
I felt, well, I ’ardly know ’ow, mate, all ’oney and oder oolong. 

Yet they say Tories ain’t demmycratio, Rads are .'^a^That 's a trine too strong. 


’Ad me fair npon toast, the old sinner; his figgerhead 
isn’t arf bad, 

Sez I, “ he ’s the sort of old toff as a cove would he proud 
of for dad.” 

Tommy Trotter he stared. “Ah I” sez he, “my dear 
’ Arry, I know’d you ’d come round. 

That ’s the wicked old traitor you Tories so ’iss at, and 
’owl at, and ’ound I ” 

“ You shut up, Tommy Trotter ! ” I sez, \ I could see he 
was fair ou the froth. 

And jest wanted sitting on sharp, or the butter would be 
in the broth. [fiddlededee, 

“ He has got the gift 0 ’ the gah, but it’s all blooming 

And the way yon'mngs foller ’im round jest like spaniels 
is siok’ning to me.” 


Yell, we took a turn round and a quencher, mate, arter the wnst of the crush, 
ich lots of she-spankers, my pippin, large order in satin and plush, 

Yith spreads of pink shoulders; slim twisters with toiizles of tow-coloured 
Lnd hilious-hued frocks like green bedgowns, a-fioppin’ on couch and on chair. 

to sprinkling of “ Stars ” Tommy told me, but rayther smaU sparklers JtbiA. 
?hey ain’t in the hunt with Awa, C harlie ; no, neither for style nor the chink, 
? 0 MMY Trotter he gushed most tremenjns ; bowed here, nodded there, and ail 

Jut I twigged that the toppers left early ; yours truly ain’t ’ooked for a flat ! 

Ls To 3 imy and me trotted ’ome he was at me, the poung fool, 

Co turn up my Primrosing game and go in for his Club and Ume Rule. 

‘ Way oh 1 Tommy Trotter,” sez I, “ that’s a motion, old man, yon vxaj carry 
!7hen Toffdom and Gladstone jine ’ands and you make a fair juggins of 

JaJEUBtXa 
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Ko, 1940. A Statue at Large. Illuatrating by mechanisni « The Descent of the Crown.’’ By Alfred Gilbert, A., and “ A 1,” Empressionist. 


No. 15. A Storey illustrated. painted, there ’s not a sign of it. 

No. 26. Frith s Rummy niscences. 100th edition. Highnesses. 

No, 97, The Countess of Cottenham. “Quite La Cheese I” No. 189. Very Goodall, Ru 
HTOftMAK ScHM^amy. ^ , . J. Clothes-Hoesley say to this. 

No. 100. ^ I* ll have your JBreakfast! ’’ Sulky boatman thinking all I 

how he shall get hold ot small boy’s breakfast, who has been served No. 195. Much Moore, A f ” 
I :=ri while he has to wait. The No, 198. “ You should see m 


painted, there ’s not a sign of it. He is the very slimmest of Royal 
SEighnesses. 

No. 189. “ Very Goodall, JR.A,^^ What does our dear old friend 
J. Clothes-Hoesley say to this, eh ? Ahem I Probably, No Good- 



“ Nbighbotjes.” 
Old Gent at Fb, 433 Quiet 

(Alfred Aublet^s), (without 
Well! ! Only an open dress, e<Ci 
door between us! I Don’t tl 


while he has to wait. The No, 198. “ You should see me Dance the Polka The Right 

expression of Cunning on Hon, Sir RKGiiirALn) Hanson, as Lord-Mayor, giving a Dancing 
the boatman’s face is well Lesson. The first step of the Polka. This new start is painted with 
depicted by Ceaet. considerable finish by “ Hon. JohnColliee.” Brayvo, Hon. John! 

W No. 236. '' Mere We Are Again.'” Very glad to see old friends 

Rather inclined to call it again when introduced by Maectcts Stone, R.A, 

(/r9m\ “Nanny.” Thereby hangs No. 286. “ Mer Mother’ e Voice ; or. The Distracted Husland” 
i nothin? to he Here Mr. OECHAsnsoir has forcibly depicted a very telling scene. 

/ 1 ashamed or, thongh who- The elderly man in the chair has married a young wife, who is at 

placed it here, must the piano fiirting with a gentleman who is pretending to be assidn- 
onslyengagedintnrningover the pages of music. The moral painter 
Wi/' / I Ik « .4 1 here suggests the hope that this young man may soon turn over a 

^ W (vM 119. ‘ -Across f Ac new leaf. The young wife has one eye— the left-~on the lover, and 

^ y/w many the right is slyly veering towards the long-sufiering husband, whose 

left eye is surreptitiously glancing at her, while his right is steadily 
” W A im ^ gazing at the footstool, as though he were meditating picking it up 

/ m years. The and flinging it at the heads of the enamoured couple. He is distracted 

^ ,.4 57 simultaneous performance on the violin of the lady next door, 

^ Farther, hut this did No. 281. But what especially irritates him is the sound of his wife’s 

^ ^Wll 11 Alfbed a. voice, which so reminds him of the tone of his late mother-in-law, 

<= G^ndek^g. ^d, therefore, of her mother. The room and the accessories are the 

T> • * 7 but always admirable properties, but the tale is new and the 

— Fringe of vVales, K..G., as title most subtly and sarcastically cbosen — “ Her Mother’s Yoice.” 

‘ ^^other of the No. 292, Still Life ! or, Missed Again An Academy J.E.M. I 

Trinity House, Painted Sir Jobn", with characteristic modesty, Las omitted himself in the 

jor the Cor^mrationP picture; but as there is no mistaking a brilliant J.E.M., and as 

Beaot Hoxl, R.A. F. everyone “sees Miliais in it,” we have introduced him into the 

ROIL is very nearly at his scene. Birds uncommonly wild. 
oTiES.” No. 298. “ Suh Rosa ; or. The Blooming RlizzardP The artist is 

Quiet Toung Lady x prohably having a sly hit at the Operatic Bouquet nuisance. (N.B. — 

'without name or a ^ Elder This is Axha Tadema’s picture, of which you ’ve already Aird tell.) 

iress, except N'oAZZ),^ provooir, but looks as if No. 346 James the First Escaping with the Great SeaP^ Bv 

Don’t think any one h© were the Youngest Son. W. H. Baetlett. 

i^see me. Sooool. ^ for “ the J^rporation No. 350. "The Pool of London” By Vioat Com, E.A. 


Brother,” but looks as if 


Don’t think any one be were the Youngest Son, 
can see me. So cool. As for “the Corporation,’" 
"What “Joy!” for which it has beer 


^ ;^for “the,0)rporation,” No. 350. "The Pool of London” By Vioat Com, E.. 
Hordey. Vhat Joy!” for which it has been > Admirably paiated. Probably intended for a Clnh Billiard-room. 
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No. 292. “StiULife!” 

No. 357. Mrs. Ernest Moon. By W. B. Richmond, A. [ 
Romantic combination. “ The Moon, Richmond, and Ernest I ” 

Not the “ Inconstant Moon,” but the “ Ernest Moon.” 0 Romeo 
and Juliet I 0 my Star and Garter—at Richmond I 
No. 365. Not much of the “ Colour Sargent” about this. 

No. 413. RequiescaV^ Yisitors will see that Mr. Briton 
Riviere, R.A., has only given half the title. It is evidently “ Re- 
quiescat-and-dog.^^ To be corrected in next cat-a-logne. 

* ..T m ^ » •trrr- 1 1 T.^-rTT TT. A THTTV 








No. 298. Sub Ros^ ; or, The Blooming Blizzard. 

No. 508. “ No Partners^ and the Latt Eance ! ” James 

Archer. 

No. 1038. J. M. Levy^ Esq. By Hubert Herkomer, A. To the 
life. So characteristic too of the proprietor of the,i)ai7y Telegraph. 
1 Fine healthy tone in the cheeks, suggestive of the very bes t oir cula- 


No. 439. Type of Womanhood. By W. B. Richmond, A. What do tion. Who could have done the hair so perfectly? Who hut 
his initials stand for ? Evidently, ‘ * Wonldn’t-yon Be Richmond, A? ” Hair-comber, A. ? 


THE WINES OE OLD. 

** Messrs. Spiers and Pond have secured from 
the royal cellars of the late King of Bavaria some 
Steinwein of 1540, the days of Henry the 
Eighth; Leistenwein of 1631, the reign of 
Charles the First; Steinwein of 1731, when 
George the Second reigned; Johannisberg of 
1811, the beginning of the Regency ; and Rudes- 
heimer and Hockheimer of 1822, when George 
THE Fourth was King. The wines are on sale at 
the Criterion.” — St. Jameses Gazette, 

Oh. what is Port of ’Thirty-four, 

Not much of it remaining. 

To Steinwein of the days of yore, | 

When blnfE King Hal was reigning ! 

And here, from Sbcteen-thirt^-one 
A Leistenwein comes splashing ; 

Ere Charles’s troubles had be^tin, 

Or Rupert’s sword was flashing. 

Here’s Steinwein of a good age too. 

The days of Georoe the Second ; 

When Fielding wrote and Hogarth drew, 
And Walpole smart was reckon’d. 


Johannisherg we find that dates 
Just after Eighteen-hundred ; 

Ere we lost the united States, 

And France’s cannon thundered. 

These come from Warzberg cellars, where 
Bavarian Kings would hold them ; 

But strange King Ludwig did not care 
For ancient wines, and sold ’em. 

And now they travel far beyond 
Where Rhineland realms are hilly ; 

I And flow for us from Spiers and Pond, 

I Near pleasant Piccadilly. 

A New NATioNi^SM,— The flower of the 
Boulangist Party is the Carnation. If the 
general opinion he favourable, the movement 
will he known as “ Car-nationalism.” 

Letts be Correct. — Letts’ Commercial 
Tablet Diary states i—^\Tues. May 1. Royal 
Academy opens.^^ But it didn’t. Many per- 
sons thought it did, not rememhering, any 
more than the Letts’ Compiler, that the Royal 
Academy opens on the first Monday in May. 


THE ROYAL ACADEMY BANOTJET. 

{^Summary of the Speeches, hy a late Quest. 
Saturday, May 5. Midnight.) 

Prince, pithy, pointed, 
Cambridge disjointed, 

Salisbury humorous, 

Halsburt gloom o’er ufl, 
Hamilton prosy, 

Tyndall so dozeyl 
Lord Mayor Db Keyser 
Yoice pitched too high, Sir, 
Speech Ostend-tatious ; 

Legky loquacious, 

Rooms very spacious, 

Banquet splendacious, 

AU mese voracious, 

President gracious, 

Touching, vivacious, 

Him our R.A.’s 
Heartily praise. 

Here ’s to Sir Fred I 

Hf m •m ^ 

Now, Home to bed I 
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WHAT SHALL WE DO WITH OUR GIRLS ? 

( VHiy not give them a few Lessons in the Science of Book-Making 

Mr. Professor, “ And now, Ladies, hating closed ottr Book on the Favourite, and the Betting being Seven to Three 
Bar One, 1 will show you how to work out the odds against the Double Event,’" 


PIGS IN A PANIC. 

( With Mr, Pumh^s acknowledgment for a suggestion in Mr. Stanley 
Buckley* s 2 ncture ' ‘ Routed , ") 

WooHOOl 'Wirrastlinie I Here’s a hullaballoo I 
Talk of darkness at mid-day, a bolt from the blue ! — 

What are they to this startler portentous ? 

It comes like a comet, it spins like a wheel, 

The placidest porker must falter, and feel 
That the moment is truly momentous. 

Irish pigs on a hill- side, they rummage and root, 

With snouts all unringed, each Hibernian brute 
Grunting low in serene satisfaction. 

Hrumph! hrumphi But at sight of that swift spinning 
How soon the grunt turns to an agonised squeal, [wheel, 
The calm to precipitate action. 

W-r-r-r I whiz-z-z I ^ What is that? Gracious goodness, look 
Every tail quivers quick, every tremulous snout [out I 

Snuffs imminent danger instanter. 

The herd, likelthe Gadarine lot, fill with fright : 

Some crouch and some scuttle, some shrink at the sight, 

And others are off in a hanter. 

“ aueak 1 queak ! This is most unexpected, this is ! 

What a terrible thud I What a horrible whiz I 
What palsying circumgyration I 
^om the crest of the hiU ’twas unkind, to dislodge it I 
Tis plam we can’t stop it, perhaps we inay dodge it, 

And lessen our foes’ jubilation.” 

More frightened than hurt P That remains to be seen : 

At pre^nt that hillside presents a queer scene 
Of catastrophe almost volcanic. 

suddenly launched, it is clear. 

Could hardly produce more amazement and fear 
Than are shown by our pigs in a panic. 


ITALIANO IN COVENT-GAEDENO. 

The Organising Committee, consisting of Lord Charles Beres- 
EORD, Earl De Grey, The Hon. Oliver, Montagu and Messrs. Henry 
Chaplin, A. de Murietta, and. Henry Oppenheim, that has been 
formed for the purpose of backing up Mr, Augustus Harris in his 
spirited Italian Opera enterprise that he is about to inaugurate at 
Covent Garden, met last week to discuss details. Augustus Bruri- 
OLANUS in the Chair. 

Lord^ Charles Berespord wanted to know why they couldn’t 
(men with Black JSye*d Susan f Wasn’t there an Opera called 
Britannia f At all events Britannia sounded Italian, and would be 
highly popular. 

Lord De Grey wished to inquire if cigarettes and light refresh- 
ments could be served in the stalls ? Wasn’t there a song in some- 
thing ahont “ II Cigaretto jper Bsser f ” 

The Chairman here reminded the meeting that the subject was 
distinctly Italian Opera. 

^ Mr, Chaplin thought the Sporting Element ought to he brought 
m. Country Cousins came up to town and liked to go to the Opera. 
He could do a lot with his constituents in the way of staJIs, if “ plea- 
sure horses ” were introduced. He had not seen the list of promised 
Operas, but he would be glad to know if in any of them there was 
any approach to a sporting sitoation, 

^ Mr. Oliver Montagu said the only approach to a sporting 
situation he could recall was in Brnani^ where some fellow, near the 
end of the Opera, blew a horn. {Laughter.) 

Mr. Chaplin: Did that bring on a pack of hounds ? (“OA/ OA/”) 

Mr. Oliver Montagu said he didn’t recollect very clearly, but he 
didn’t think it did. ( Laughter, } 

Mr. ChapIiIN wished to ask whether there was not an Opera 
f Surely that was an old Derby snbj ect ? 
(“ Oh/ Oh!^^ and “ Question:^) 

Mr. Murietta thought that they had better let Wagner alone. 

Mr. Oppenheim wanted to know why they had better “let 
Wagner alone ” ? The sole question they had to ask themselves 
was, “Did he draw?” 
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The Italian Opera Organising Committee, under the direction of 
Signor Augustus Druriolanus. 
members of the “ Organising Committee” assembled around him, 
and he thought, on the whole, he could not do better than advise 
them to leave the conduct of the matters they had been discussing 
entirely to him . He flattered himself he knew a thing or two about 
stage management, and the Operas he was going to take in hand he 
would undertake to turn out in such a style that their own com- i 
posers would hardly recognise them, JTear, hear ! ”) His troupe \ 
with Albani, Nordica, Arnoldsok, the De Rezske Brothers, and a 
host of other eminent artistes^ would rival the palmy days of Ltjmley, 
and the less remote, though not] less brilliant, epoch of Gxe. He 
hoped to show that Italian Opera was not only not dead, but was 
more flourishing and vigorous than ever. ( Cheers. ) 

THE EXHIBITION-LOYEFS YADE MECUM. 

Question, Do you intend to visit all the Exhibitions ? 

Answer, Certainly. I have on my list the Anglo-Danish, the 
Italian, the French, and the Irish. 

Q. Are you very fond of these collections of all that is excellent 
in Nature and Art ? 

A, Yery ; especially the lamps, the bands, and the American bars. ' 

Q. You are most discriminating. At the Anglo-Danish Exhibition | 
you would select something from Hamlet^ Prince of Denmark ? 

A, Remembering the English Yillage, I should like to see a 
Danish Hamlet, Also, I should like to examine the hobby-horse 
to which he refers in the Third Act. I think, too, that some of 
Ophelia's Columbines might appropriately appear in a hallet, 

Q, I find you know your Shakspeare by heart. Is there anything 
else you would desire to see at the Anglo-Danish Exhibition P 

A, The “ quadrant dinner ” on a fine summer evening. 

Q. ^hat do you expect to see at the Italian Exhibition ? 

A, The ground hypothecated last year to the Wild West Com- 
pany in, someone else’s occupation. 

Q. Do you expect anything else ? 

A, On a fine evening the inconstant moon mentioned to Romeo by 
Juliet, And no doubt we shall have “ ancient Rome,” and “ ancient 
Venice,” and “ancient Spiers and Pond,” or “ancient Bertram 
AND Roberts,” or some other well-known refreshment caterers. 

Q, And you will be able to fancy yourself in Italy ? 

A, Oh yes. My imagination will be assisted by the close proximity 
of the District Railway and the beautiful climate of West Kensington. 

Q, And what do you fancy you will see at the French Exhibition ? 
i A, Chiefly the Royal Westminster Aquarium. 

I Q. And at the Irish P 

A, Some new tenants for that unfortunate haU, with the evidently 
Irish name, “ O’Lympia.” 

Q, And what do you expect to learn from all these exhibitions ? 

A, That “ one touch of NsLture makes the whole world kin.” 

Q. What do you mean by “ one touch of Nature ” P 

A. The usual shillmg admission to all. 

Q. But supposing that the Anglo-Danish, Italian, French, and i 


Irish exhibits were eliminated, and only the music, lamps, and 
refreshments remained, would you not be sorrowful ? 

A, I should be very, very, very sorrowful 1 As my reasonable 
and always satisfactory “self-improvement” excuse for going there, 
unaccompanied by my wife, would be removed. 

Q, Would this loss affect the number of your appearances ? 

A, Yes, and the attendance of the highly respectable Public. 

Q. But if only Anglo-Danish, Italian, and Irish products were 
exMbited, without music, refreshments, dining-rooms, and variegated 
eleotric-lighting effects, would it not be a great success ? 

A, No doubt such an Exhibition would be a very great success — 
hut no one would go and see it, 

STEINOEES EOE THE STEANGEES. 

[Re'med Rules for Admission to the Rouse of Gommom ) 

1. Every Member shall be entitled to give previous to the sitting 
of the House two Orders of Admission to the Strangers’ Gallery for 
each day of the Parliamentary Sitting, thus enabling each Member 
at the end of the Session to have about 180 orders out for the last day. 

2. {^ An Admission Order OfB.ce, under control of the PoUce^ shall be 
provided, as near as possible to the foot of the staircase leading from 
the Central Hall to the door at the end of the corridor near the en- 
trance to the passage leading from the room beyond the steps in front 
of the hall at the back of the ladder reaching to the Gallery, and in 
electric communication with the latter, the former, and the other one. 

3. Every Member desiring to give Orders of Admission to the 
Strangers’ Gallery shall make application, either^ personally or by 
writing, or through a third party, or by proxy, or, in cases of absence, 
by cypher telegram, at the Admission Office, stating: — His own 
name and address. Name and address of anyone he pleases. Name 
and date of The Stranger, Where it was played last. Who 
appeared in the character of Mrs, Haller, Date for which the Order 
is required. Name of the Theatre where it is to be available. 
Whether the Order is to give admission after Seven o’clock. 

4. The clerks in charge of this Office shall register and number 
this application, and give to the Member applying a ticket of 
admission in the following form 


THEATRE ROYAL 


HOUSE OE 


COMMONS. 


ADMISSION ORDER FOR TWO GOOD SEATS 

FOR 

To he presented not later than Seven o' Clock 

EVENING DRESS INDISPENSABLE. 

Umbrellas, DynaTnite, and Revolvers must be left at tbe doors. 

Opera Glasses, flalf-a- Crown for tbe whole evening. Orders of 
tbe Day Qd, each. No Fees, Apples, Oranges, and Ginger 
Beer to be had on application. N.B. — ^You are requested not to 
crack Nuts during the Speeches of the Leader of the House and 
the Rt. Hon. Gentleman at the head of Her Majesty’s Opposition. 

5. A Stranger, on coming to the House on the day and date entered 
on his ticket, should produce it to the Police, who should inform 
Mm whether he can be admitted. If he cannot be admitted then he 
will be detained until there is room in the Gallery for some one else. 
If there is not room in the Gallery for some one else, then he shall be 
balloted for until he is found to be in the minority. Upon this he 
shall be taken to the Clock Tower to be examined before two Justices 
of the Peace, who shall ask for the names of his father, brother, 
nncles and aunts, together with the addresses of, his bankers, his 
dentists, and his solicitors. After tMs, his butcher’s book will be 
carefully examined, and a copy made of the hill for his last week’s 
washing. He then will be deprived of his hat, overcoat, f purse, 
watch and chain and cigar-case. He will be then released from 
custody, and allowed to return to the Admission Office. 

6. The Stranger, having complied with these requirements, must 
then proceed to the Gallery, at the door of which he wUl give up Ms 
ticket and the rest of Ms property to the door-keeper, who will imme- 
diately pass Mm on to the Police. 7. He will then be chucked out. 

A liOgacy to the Nation. | 

The leading article in the Times of last Saturd^ on the publica- 
tion of Lord Dartmouth’s family papers by the Historical Manu- 
scripts Commission contained tMs liue : — 

** The Legoes for many generations have occupied a conspicuous position.” 

Apart from the context it sounds like a Mstory of the ballet. Taken 
with the context, recounting how the members of the family have 
ever been in most responsible offices, we may well ask— “ What 
would Bbitanhia have been without her Legges f ” And among 
them hardly a black Legge, nor a Legge that couldn’t go straight. 
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Forily Visitor, “ I enjoy these Privatb Views so 


EOBEROyS SILYER WEDDING. 

What a worry strange sncktimstanoe it is that so many siUybrated 
peeple has all managed to have their Silwer Weddins this here yere. 
All along of the Prince of Whales. But the most strangest thing of 
all is, that my much better harf went and found out that this was our 
Silwer Weddin Year as well as so menny other people's, and that it 
came dew on Sunday, larst fust of April I ITow the fust thing as we 
found rayther a little orkard, wen we had made up our minds to keep 
it up with dew conwiwiality^ was the day. The 1st of April ain't at 
all a bad day for to go and git married on, if so be as you must git 
married at all, in fact I have herd it sedby a grinning old Bacheldore 
that, it being All Fools' Day, it ort to be speshally reserved for siteh 
ooashuns I So we both agreed to put it off to the nex day, witch being 
a Bank Olliday, all our reglar set wood be sure to be dishingaged. 

1 was so wrapt up a thinking all about my grate speech for the 
Second of April that I quite forgot all about the Fust, so when I set 
down to Brekfust on that morning with the Fammily, and my 
I yungest boy, little Tommy, cum up, and sed to me “ Lor, Par, sum- 
I boddy's bin and gom and chorked a large D for Dunce on your bak ! " 
I natrally dragged my coat hoff with hindignashun, when he shouted 
tout, “ Ah, you April Donkey I " and there was a ^ood larf all round. 
I coudn't be angry with the little deer, wen he xplained that he didn't 
like to call me the other name, coz it woodn’t na' bin true. I was 
I glad that he had not forgot my rule, alius to treat his Parients with 
I dew respect, and speshally to onner his Father and his Mother. 

The sun didn't shine werry britely on our kept Silwer Wedding 
day, and there was jist a leetle too much Nor-East wind to suit either 
me or my fond partner, that werry particklar embracing wind not 
being partioklar faworable to sumwhat used-up complections, 
speshally when they wants to look at their werry best, but at any 
rate it didn't rain, so off we all started for Grinnidge by one of the 
new old Steam Botes, as I 'm glad to see is a running again as ushal. 

It was my own dear partner's romantiek serrgestion that we shood 
re-wisit on this, our silwer anniwersary, that particklar seat in the 
1 Park where, a quarter of a Sentry ago, I had boldly arsked her to 
jme her fortunes with mine, and where she had blushmgly consented 
BO to do. So, after a nice little lunch, we all started for the Park, 
and after a rayther long and dampish search, we found it, but jest 
as we had set ourselves oomforably down to injoy the nateral fond 


rummynissenses of our romantiek sittywashun, the rain began for to 
cum down with that cruel wiolence as it seems speshally to reserve 
for Bank Hobdays and Pick Nicks and Silwer Weddins, and drove 
us to the Railway Stashun, which, of course, was a long ways off as 
ushal. We got home werry damp and not werry par tickler cheerful, 
but as Silwer Weddin days don't come ewery day, we soon pulled our- 
selves together and awaited the arrival of our warious gestes. 

In they all came to an arty supper at 8 o’clock, and tho' we was 
jest a leetle scrowged, it wasn't suffishently so as to purwent us from 
hindulgin in plenty of arty larfter. Brown was in great force, and 
Mspressentashun to my fare spowse of a reel silwer Broch, subscribed 
for by all the staff of a certain Otel, in a reglar gushing speech of 
amost hinspired heloquence was one of the ewents of the heavening. 
The famerly had put their little mights together and bort their Ma 
a reel silwer Thimbel, which William presented to her in a few 
words of such reel natral feeling that I prowdly quotes 'em. “ Ma, 
this m for you, with your chuderen’s love, and ewery time as you 
puts it on to work with, or takes it hoff to leave hoff with, remember 
them as guv it you I " Of course poor Ma began lor to cry, as was 
ony nateral on sitcii an appy occashun, but a nice little drop of ot 
Rum and water administered at jest the rite time, put her all to rites 
again, and she wore the silwer hemblem of her hoffspring’s love all 
the rest of the ewentful heavening. 

As for myself, I had dewoted several ours to trying for to learn 
sum of the best pints of the Prince of Whales' speeches on like oca- 
shuns, but, strange to say, when the himportent moment cum, my 
memery quite failed me, and I stumbled like a hold horse, or a werry 
green Cheerman, rather thanawell-machewed Waiter, witchlatributes 
to gitting so wet in Grinnidge Park that all my best ideas was quite 
washed out of my pore branes. However, I pulled myself together 
at the hend, and boldly arsked 'em, wun and hall, to come again to 
pur nex Silver Wedding, which I wood take care to have a little later 
in the Summer, so as to be freed from North East Winds and soking 
showers, and all like wexations. And so, with “ JJe a jolly good 
Feller our .’ewentfool Silver Wedding jDay came, untarnished to 


the werry hend. 


Robert* 


Etiquette.— It is correct to address the Lords of the Admiralty 
collectively as “ My Lords," but it would be equally appropriate to 
add, “I hope your Warships are getting along satisfactorily." 
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JTowse o/ Commons. Monday. -4®n7 SQ.—lSfo limit to resources of when Motion ^mes on m Committee on Chvil ® 

Irish Helpers. All night long Abthcue Balfotjb. stands with his What Black Kod was to do was, to wa^ 
hick to the wall, on gTMd. Sometimes on ojBEensive. Msmages to 

deal out smart rans, that resound on tough hides. But Airey-Alfy to Bar of House of Lords to ^ear I^al Commssion read, 
not i^yLcThk.^^^^^^ Joseph Ws Black Eod m^aged it heauti*^^ 

+rti/i TMA oil ofiATif if Tmnv "R is slv devilish slv. hut strictly truth- BLAETiNOTOir. Door fl.nng back. Messenger heilows BiaoKHou 1 
ev^ wlieS in it mth^osEPH. Enter Black EM and A^ey-Alfy pere^toily shut m “ 

Seems that, before House met this afternoon^emissary of Irish Party sentence. 0 bHged to sit down. Irish Members cheered, and laughed 
had interview with Black Rod. Black Rod an amiable, elderly at success of little plot. .ij. i. 

ffontleman who lives in constant terror of Sage of Queen Anne’s “YoushouldhayeseenBlack Rod 'vrakatnmashereti^baok- 
i-ate getting his salary out down. Black Rod gets £500 a-year for wards. Itwas<juite O revore, said Joseph Gileis. We must 
dttinl to unitem i^^ by Bar of House of LoMs ; another £500 for reaUy do something for him when the Salary question comes on. ’ 
walkmg up floor of House of Commons ; a cool thousand a-year for Meantime, House engaged again ^ King-Harman Salwy Bill. 
wS bLkw^d^The retires. A “two-penny-halfpenny measure,” Heneage called it. in burst of 

“ And little enough too,” Black Rod says. Sage retorts he knows surprising eloquence. ^ « 

a man who would <£> it quite as well for 30s. a week. Means to ‘^Nay,” ® 

a^boHrfi Black Rod, salary and aU. year. Sort of thing, one would imagine, that Gb^doIiPH would 

Emissary worked on Black Rod’s fears. Promised him Irish vote oppose on economio grounds. Gbandoeph, strange to say, not m Ms 
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place. Wlien I come to think of it, never is here when King-Haxman 
Salary Bill on. JBusiness done * — Salary Bill and Land Commission 
BUI read a Second Time. 

Tuesdai/,-~Qixdte a curious thing happened to-day. Dr. Clahk 
had on paper question respecting condition of Scotch Crofters. Lord 
Advocate answered in usual crusty manner. 
When questions were over, Clabk rose ; 
asked leave to move Adjournment. Ex- 
pressed regret at interference with ordered 
Debate, but explained that he would not 
have taken the course but for unsatisfactory 
iE answer of Lord Advocate. Kerens where! 

the happy accident intervened. Clabk, put- ! 
ting hand into pocket in meditative mood, 
f wW IB thinking how he should begin oration thus 

suddenly and unexpectedly called for, 

' jm ^ found voluminous notes of speech 
already prepared I Eagerly seized 
bundle. With its assistance talked 
for three-quarters of an hour. Of 
course, wouldn’t do for average Mem- 
her to expect similar luck on ordinary 
occasions. A pure accident, upon 
which CuOTirppB Bbooks, stepping out 
iMw of his portrait-frame at the Eoyal 

rai Academy, begged heartily to congra- 

1b Rather a dreary Debate, save for 

one of those dashes of pellucid speech 
wi which Chambeblatn occasion- 

ally varies proceedings. Lord Advo- 
cate very petulant. As Wilibid 
Lawson says, has of late made not 
Congratulatory Cunliffe. unsuccessfti attempt to graft Bal- 
A T. A! « 1 . . I'OXJb’s airy manner on the crabbed 

stock of a Scotch Dominie. Wants Smith to let him bring down a 
fernile. Says he would feel more at home if he had it in his hand 
whilst lecturing Scotch Meinbers. Smith says there ’s no precedent 
fcKT it ; Lord Ad.vocate must imagine ferrule. 

Scotch Crofters summarily disposed of, Bbadlaugh brought on 
subject of Waste Lands. The reverberating Colomb green with 
env:r as he sat and heard Bbablaugh shout. Bbadlaugh always 
dommated by sense of dtness of thmgs. Waste places being subject 
of his screed, imagined himself in centre of Salisbury Plain, with 
audience scattered about the marge. Always a pretty strident voice. 
But in these circumstances Niagara nowhere, and the reverberating 
Colomb a puny whisperer. Effect presently seen. Bkadlatigh 
shouted place clear ^ of Members, and at a quarter to nine House 
Counted Out. Business ifone.— None. 

Wednesday.— It w&B Maple Blundell’s speech that killed John 
Lttbbock s Bill. No doubt about that. One single passage in oration 

rung the knell. ^ Lubbock, trying to 
conciliate Opposition, had exempted 
I I vendors of certain hot provisions 

I from operation of BiU. It was this 

^ i touched Maple most deeply. 
Wrought him up to height of pas- 
1 1 sionate oratory. 

;| - “You may'” he said, holding Bill 
1 between finger and thumb, as if it 
. U bad been the next article asked for, 

\ ^ really, ’ponhis credit, couldn’t 
B W lljr \ recommend it; “you may have a 
ill lemonade, but if you 

“^ant a glass of cold lemonade. Sir 
/ i ‘ JoHisr steps in and says, ‘ No,’ You 
f! ill 1 bave a ’ot tart, but not a cold 
vl / / I i \ Sir,’-’ here voice sank to 

li In J lowest unutterable depths of pained 

\ ^ V /I yWfll — hidignation, “if you want a ’ot 

/y I / \ \ W'm ImII sausage, you may have it, but not 
w k\m n lul ll * cold peelony.” 

///A '"'1 / 1 ^ \i I \ That settled the thing. Even the 

i k J Speakbb, who, after all, is (to a cer- 

extent) human, gravely shook 
his head. As for Geobgb Higginson 
Allsopp, he felt a crisis had been 
reached in long struggle for freedom 

The State in Danger. l,e said to his brother 

oAMiiBL C har les, whom he met in Lords’ corridor, “a gentleman 
dropping in after Eight o’Clook for a pale ale can’t choose between 
a hot sausage and a 'cold polony, what are we coming to ? ” 

Business done.— Sir John Lubbock’s Early Closing Bill thrown out 
by 278 votes against 95. 




Thursdaf/.— Graietj of House eclipsed to-night by news that 
Speakeb is ill in bed. It is said the rapid progress of business has 
taken his breath away. Whatever be the cause, everyone un- 
affectedly sorry. We are aU proud of our Speakeb. 

In his absence Coubtnet took Chair, Cobst sitting later in Chair 
of Committees, One startling effect of this novelty is to bring out 
Q-eoege Campbell as a humorist. Wants to know what is going 
to be done with vacant space on arch by Hyde Park Corner formerly 
ooeupied by revered statue of Duke of Wellington ? If they have 
nothing else to put there, will they bring the statue back ? Plunkbt 
rather thinks not. Spent £3000 in getting it down to Aldershot. A 
considerable sum, but the deliverance worth it. Strictest discipline 
preserved at Aldershot. Corporal’s guard always told off to arrest 
privates speaking disrespectfully of the statue. Not at all likely to 
disturb this happy arrangement by fetching statue back in 
triumph: All very well for Napoleon to be from time to time 
chassS from Paris and then brought back amid frantic shouts of 
“ Vive V JSmpereur ! Duke quite another person. His statue to 
be left to adorn Aldershot. 

^ It was then Campbell made his joke. Said he would “ call atten- 
tion to the distressing results which have followed the rash removal 
of a landmark dear to the inhabitants of London,” 

Welfeid Lawson a little critical ; says Campbell joking reminds 
Mm of what Dr. Johnson said about the dog walking on its hind 
legs : “ Not marvellous, though it was well done ; strange it should 
be done it all.” Gosceon snapped angrily at this incursion on Ms 
new preserves. If this was resnlt of Speakeb’s absence, .sooner he was 
back the better. But House, led off by Addison, laughed consumedly, 
and for honrs after Geobge Campbell, ecstatically nursing his right 
knee, indulged in silent chuckle. Business done. — Geobge Campbell 
made a joke. Budget BUI passed through Committee. 

Friday. — Ashbouenb back in the Lords to-night. Says he’s 
oome over to see Pictures at Academy, and incidentally to introdnce 
a Bill on Irish Bankruptcy. O'Hahlon thinks that ’s all a blind. 
Suspects Lobd Chancellob of black designs. 

“ Doesn’t come to London for nothing,” O’ Hanlon says, gloomily. 

“ No. indeed,” says Ashbouenb, in Ms cheery way. “ Costs 
me £4 5 a., not to mention cab fares.” 

Being here, sets Lords by the ears. Throws in innocent remark in 
discussion on Boycotting, wMch brings np Gbanvtlle, Spences, and 
the cumbrous Kimbebley. Markiss marches in. For some minutes, 
quite a pleasant rumpus. Business done. — Commons Counted Out. 

Thorough. — “ If you want a thing done well, do it yourself,” is 
the motto of action for the Earl of Onslow and Lord Clinton, who 
have lately been inspecting for themselves the sweating dens of 
Whitechapel— or rather Blackchapel. When a Select Committee 
wants to get on fast, let them get Onslow. He is like the celebrated 
Gbiffiths, a safe man, and his title should be, Earl of Onslow- and- 
SuBE. Success to both their Lordships in their praiseworthy 
endeavours to get the whole truth out about the “ sweating system.” 
They must have experienced some melting moments in Whitechapel. 

HOW OUR GREENGROCER PROPOSED TO EVADE THE TAX, 
0 - rr^ 


/ i> 'I j - ;»■ 1 ■ I 

^ ■ -V-A'ilfi i ' 

'' 'I . ■ 






- f‘>/r > 








Wheels ? Lor* bless ye ! I ain’t got no wheels ! This *ere *s my 
garden-roller, this is ! ** < 


Kf* SOIKE.— ^jeoted Comm^oatioas or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any descriution wUl 
be u^ S^^tion'! accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or -Wrapper. Xo thi^ nS 
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A MUSICAL NOTE. 

JBoir vot/age~SiJid. “'Many Happy Ketnrns” in every sense of the 
wordito Mr. Feed. CowEir, who is ofE to Australia. Miss Cowen, 

“the^ girl 

Mr. Fred. Co wen Personally Conducting his Orchestra to 
Melbourne. Overture, “ Advance (£6000), Australia ! ” tnec^in- 

’ ^ way Hall. 

Miss Co wen’s recitals were all good, bnt I should select “ Bodgy^^ 
and “ Little Mrs. Somebody ” as the pick of the basket. Miss 
Grace Damian’s singing of “ The Angel Came^^ and “ For Lack of 
Thee^^^ made a great hit — quite a coup de “ Grace ” — and confirmed 
the success of the Matinee. There is something so thorough about 








Mr. Fred. Co wen Personally Conducting his Orchestra to 
Melbourne. Overture, “ Advance (£6000), Australia ! ” 


Mister Pythias. 


INPANT POLITICIANS. 

A Forecast of the FuVwre. 

« Women could very easily begin political training with their children so 
as to familiarise them with hearing the great questions of the day discussed 
at home.” — Feport of Lady Montagu? s Speech at the Ladies' Grand Gotmeil 
of the Frimrose League. 

Tory Mamma (to highly-strained children). And you must never 
despise or look down upon other people just because they happen to 
he Gladstonians. You should always remember that it is your good 
fortune, not your owu merit, that you have been brought up 
differently. 

The Eldest Boy. Yes, Mother, if Papa hadn’t ratted at just the 
right time 

\Tory Mamma thinks it is time they went up to their tea. 

Scene — Afternoon deception in a Conservative Salon. 

Little Lady Frimula Earner (age 1—to Noble Kinsman). Oh, Dncle 
Gaeterbltje, will yon get my doll’s name pnt down on your list for 
a “ special service ” clasp? She’s got all the Noah’s Ark animals 
to join our branch of the League I 

Scene — The Nursery. 

Father, M. P. (going up to see his children, finds himself coolly 
received). Why, what ’s ali this f Why won’t the Baby kiss me, eh, 
Ethel ? 

Ethel (severely). Well, Papa, you see Baby’s a little disappointed 
with the vote you gave on the Second Beading of the Lundy Island 
Home Rule BUI— and so are all of us I 

«««««* 

Godfather (to Godson). Well, what would you like for your birth- 
day, eh, Bobby ? ^ 

Bobby (with decision). Guide to the House of Commons, please — 
and a new ballot-box. 

Old-fashioned Friend (to Small Boy). And what are you so in- 
terested in, my little man P Fairy Tales, Nursery Rhymes, hey ? 

Small Boy. Something much better than that old rubbish I I ’m 
going all through the Statistics of the last Bye- Elections— and (with 
boyish enthusiasm) oh, Mr. Httmdrtjm, worCt it be jolly when the 
next General Election comes, and we ’re “ as in 1885- only better^'* 
you know I 

In the Nursery again. 

Mabel (to her Governess). Oh, ffiss Gurton, do speak to Reggie — 
it w so mean of him ! You know the Gentleman DoH out of my 
Doll’s-honse was returned for the Fireplace Division, by a large 


majority — all the cats plumped for him and two of the canaries ! 
Well ; Reggie says the General of his tin soldiers is really electe<L 
because there was “undue inflaenoe,” and— and he’s gone and 
unseated my Gentleman Doll on petition, into the hath I ^ 

Artful Little Girl (^o her mother, a strong Gladstonian). Mummy, i 
will you huv me a new doll ? 

Mother. But you have a very nice doll already, dear I 

Little Girl. I know — but I’ve just found out she’s a Dissentient 
Liberal ! 

ie m * * * * 

Little Frisdlla (aged 9). Mother, what do vou think ? While you 
were away, I ’ve baa quite a long talk with Mr. Blank — (yon know 
he’s Chief Secretary for Ireland now) — and just fancy. Mother, I ’ve | 
almost persuaded him to turn Home-Ruler ! : 

Bound the School-room Fire. \ 

Political Parent (Radical). TeU you a story? Well, what shall 
it be ? 

Frederick (aged 8). Tell us about what Mr. Baleour told Mr. 
Blitnt he meant to do to the ParneUites I 

Madge (9). No, that’s a story! Let’s have the one’I about 
Mitchelstown. 

Harry (10). Oh, we ’ve heard that so often ! Tell us how naughty 
Colonel Popping shot at good Mr. Gladstone. 

Violet (11). Oh, not that one! I want the Battle of Trafalgar 
Square, aud how Mr. Graham went to prison! 

\_And so on— until Political Parent, as a compromise, reads to 
them out of Hansard until bedtime. 

Not Improbable Result of Early Political Training. 

Friend of the Family Hn touch with the latest ideas — to small hoy). 
So you’re twelve next Monday, are you. Master Harold ? Well, I 
tell you what I’ll do — I’ll take you into the Strangers’ Gallery 
of the House that eveninfr— exciting debate, Gladstone to move 
vote of want of confidence in Ministry. Come, that will be a treat 
for you, won’t it ? 

Harold (with wounded dignity). Thank you, but I’m not in the 
Nursery now, you know. I ’ve got a little too old to be amused by 
all that sort of thing any longer I 


A WINTER^S TALE SPOILT. i 

! 

Booties^ Baby, at the Globe as a play is not nn to the Stann’ard of 
the well-known novel by “ John Strange Winter.” This un- 

# dramatic dramatisation of Booties' Baby at the Globe j 
is an ill-constructed play furnished with stupid dia- 
logue, and too long bv at least an Act. But for the 
infant Booties, of Act II., and the charming acting of 
little Miss Minnie Terry— the only nn cockney fied 
child I ever remember to have seen on the stage— the 
first night’s performance would have been a very 
dreary one, even in spite of one of the most friendly 
and patient audiences ever assembled at a premiere. 

The stage mis-m^agement is on a par with the con- 
struction of the piece. By the time this notice appears, considerable 
alterations will probably have been made, and the piece will be played 
within reasonable limits. 

Mr. Sitgden acted excellently as the villain. Miss Edith Wood- 
worth looked interesting, and tried to compensate for poverty of 
dialogue by wealth of appropriate action. Miss IjTndley 
looked and acted very well as Mrs. Smith. Mr. Edmitnd Mattrice 
played Booties in a straightforward manly style. Mr, Gilbert 
Farqtjhar represented, it is not improbable, a type of regimental 
doctor, with which, thank goodness, I am unacquainted. No better 
officer’s servant could be found than Mr. Charles Collette, only 
one can have too much of even so good a performance as his, and 
indeed, thinking over it, the impression left on my mind by the 
piece is, that it was all Collette and Babies: I was bored by it, but 
then I deserved to be punished for breaking through my rule and 
going to a premiere, an exception for Yours Truly, 

Jack-in-the-Box. 

P.S. — There doesn’t seem at first sight much connection between 
this very modern, inartistic work and the picturesque, romantic, 
musical fragment, entitled The Sorceress, as performed at Professor 
Herkomer’s Theatre, Bushey. Yet there is. In the latter, round 
the stolen child the picturesquely ragged rascals ran, and danced, 
and kissed his little hands, and hugged him unoouthly. Now this is 
precisely what the idiotic, prosaic, Tony Lumpkinesque officers do 
Mignon in Booties' Baby. Another curious and undesigned 
coincidence is the resemblance between Booties' Baby and The iMck 
of Roaring Camp. 

A Primrose Dame and energetic Woman’s SnfPrage’un says of 
the Member for Hanley, “ Would all were like him ! ” 
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And merry voices are heard at tennis, and the click of 
the bat from the green is borne 

Where the balls keep the cricket-net meshes swaying 
like gnsts on a field of corn. 

On a votive peg we hang the ulster, and bask in the snn 
in light array, 

And the long, long Winter is scarce remembered like a 
guest that tarried a day, 

And we gravely believe yonr nightingale whisper, “ It’s 
always this in May.” 


TWO NASTY ONES. 


Jones {who has not been ashed), “Ullo! antothbr of those bio Orttshes at 
Lady Gathbrum's. where I ’m told the ButiiBr is allowed to invite his 

OWN PARTIOTTLAR FrIBNDS. ToU WERE THEBE, OF OOXTBSM ! ” 

Brovm {who has), “Yes-— AND rou TrsnHJsr’r. I suppose the Butler had 
TO draw the Line somewsebe 

TO !BiIAY. (To Cease Fooling.) 

The Winter is long, like the coal and gas bills, and longer has grown the 
shamefaced day, 

And some of the oonscientions hedges are keeping the ieast, though it’s far 
from gay; [is May? 

The grass is mown, and the meads are ready, the trees are waiting, but where 

What must the cuckoo be thinking of you, and what must the nightingale. 
Clinging at eve to his bloomy spray with the nightingale’s notion of tooth 
and nail, 

And his trills and ripples go down the wind, like the shreds of a fairy sail. I 

The trees, like masts for the festal banners, are ready for their array. 

And the early comers, in wasted trinmph, stream to the stormy day, 

I While the hlossoms are blown about like smoke, and the nnder-leaves are grey. 

But yon pause m your wilful, wayward sport, with a tear in yonr bold blue eye. 
And the sun shines out, and the wind has dropp’d, and the woodland voices cry 
With thronging rapture of faith xmshaken, that the storms have all gone by. 

0 May, shall we never see you coming, coming at last to the patient earth, 

With just the flush of the hawthorn petals, maiden shyness, or bridal mirth ? 
TMnk of your gardens and meads and rivers ; scatter yonr life on the woodland’s 
dearth. 

Postscri'ptum {when the wind has chaTiged), 

So, after all, yon were only playing, hiding behind the hiroh-crowned Mil, 
Where the light at evening is clearly golden, a blend of sunbeam and daffodil, 
And the rays through the new leaves drop like honey, whence flowers their 
wine distil. 

Oh, wayward May, in yonr Mayward way you have suddenly come to the world 
hke love 

Ig. a wonder of beauty that baffles telling, on earth below and in heaven above. 
While the mellow call of the cuckoo mingles with the deep content of the dove. 

Q?he mustard and cress in the kitchen garden gladdens the householder’s heart 
at morn, 


MR. PUNCH’S ALARMIST ALPHABET. 
{Dedioaded to ov/t Naval and Military experts^ to whose warn- 
ings owr Rulers attach no ya/rticular importance,) 

A ’s the Alarm that the Country ’s defenceless. 

B ’s the Belief such assertions are senseless. 

C ’s the Commission that sits with regard to them ; 

D onr Defences— the one topic barred to them I 
E ’s the Expense— it ’s supposed we shall grudge it I 
F is the Fear of increasing the Budget. 

G- stands for Guns, which we thought we had git. 

H is the Howl when we hear we have not, 

I ’s the In(iniry, abuses to right meant ; 

J is the Judgment (a crashing indictment I) ; 

K is the Knot of red tape someone ties on it ; 

L ’s Limbo— where no one will ever set eyes on it I 
M is the Murmur, too quickly forgotten. 

N is our Navy, wMoh some say is rotten. 

O ’s the Official who bungles with bonhomie, 

P ’s Party-Government— all for Economy. 

Q. is the Question engrossing onr Statesmen. 

R is Retrenchment, which so fascinates men. 

8 stands for Services, starved (out of Policy), 

T is the Time when— too late I — we onr folly see. 

U is the Uproar of Struggle Titanic ; 
y is the Vote we shall pass in a panic. 

W’s War— with the Capture of London. 

X our Xplosions of fury, when undone, 
y is the Yoke we shall have to get used to. 

, Z is the Zero our Empire ’s reduced to I 


THE NEXT ARMADA. 

A BrUj Chapter from the History of Macaulay Junior, 

In the City the agitation was fearful. None could 
doubt that the decisive crisis was approaching. It was 
known, from the second edition of the Times, that the 
joint Armada, carrying everytMng before it, was con- 
tinuing its victorious progress up the Channel. Ply- 
mouth had fallen without firing a 3iot. Portsmouth had 
speedily followed suit. The former had found itself, at 
the eleventh hour, unprovided with a single gun. The 
latter, at the crucial moment, discovered that it was 
still waiting the arrival of its ammunition. When 
these facts, mysteriously whispered at first with bated 
breath, became, later in the day, authenticated by the 
appearance of succeeding editions of the morning papers, 
the public excitement knew no hounds. A hideous panic 
seized the Stock Exchange. “ Goschens ” went down to 
sixty at a single leap. Five well-known Stockbrokers 
went off their beads, and were removed in cabs by the 
police in violent hysterics. The Lord Mayor appeared 
on the steps of the Mansion House, and endeavoured to 
quell the riot. He was at once recognised by the mob, 
and pelted with Pass-Books, 

But things assumed a most threatening aspect at the 
Admiralty. A vast multitude had assembled at White- 
hall, and rendered Parliament Street impassable. There 
was an angry howl at the “ Board.” The Police took the 
precautionary measure of closing the gates. The First Lord 
appeared inside the enclosure, and his presence was the 
signal for an ominous roar. He was deatMy pale and 
tremhling, but be managed to scramble up the balus- 
trade, and gazed feebly down on the raving thousands 
below. He was understood to say that when next Parlia- 
ment met it would be asked to appoint another Ck>mmitt6e 
to inquire into the naval administration of the country. 
His speech was cut short by execrations, and he hastily 
withdrew. Ten minutes later it was understood that he 
had escaped by the back way over the palings into the 
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Park, and was Hding* himself from the fttpr 
of the mob in an imfre<inented ^slnm in 
Pimlico. 

But while these events"were transpiring 
in the Metropolis of the Empire, still graver 
issues were being arrived at on that silver 
streak,” which, up to now, had popularly, 
but erroneously, been regarded as its sure 
defence. What had been left of the British 
Channel Fleet after its first disastrous 
encounter with the joint Armada ofi the 
Lizard had rallied, and was now await- 
ing the attack of the again on-pressing 
and advancing enemy, in what promised 
to be a decisive encounter for the pos- 
session of the Mouth of the Thames, in 
the immediate neighbourhood of Herne 
Bay. The Admiral, in his hasty retreat, 
had collected about the shattered •remnant 
of his forces some auxiliary adjuncts. He 
had been joined by Her Majesty’s ironclads, 
Styx and Megatherium^ and by the belted 
cruiser. Daffodil; but owing to the fact 
that these vessels, not possessing any guns, 
had had to put to sea without their arma- 
ments, the recent arrivals could scarcely be 
counted on by him as an addition to his 
fighting power m*any pending action. Nor 
was he sure of his own ship. Her Majesty’s 
ironclad Blunderer^ which carried his fiag, 
was armed with four of the famous 43-ton 
Collingwood exploding guns, and though 
hard pressed in the recent engagement, he 
had not thought it wise to give the order 
to “fire.” 

Such was the position of the British Ad- 
miral at the commencement of that fatal 
afternoon which saw the last blow struck 
for the preservation of the Empire. The 
fight commenced by a general attack of the 
enemy. But it did not last long. In a very 
few minutes seven of the British ironclads, 
includiog that of the Admiral, were blown 
up by file explosion of their own guns. 
The rest found that they were supplied 
with the wrong-sized ammunition, and were 
rapidly put hors de combat. Within a 
quarter of an hour of the firing of the first 
shot the action was over, and the last rem- 
nant of the British Fleet had practically 
disappeared. That evening the advance 
despatch boats of the joint Armada anchored 
ofi Gravesend, and 120,000 men^were landed 
on the Kentish coast between Margate and 
Whitstable. 

When the news of the disaster appeared 
in the evening papers, the panic, winch had 
been gathering strength as the day pro- 
gressed, culminated in fever-heat. Eve^- 
body was in the streets asking, with staring 
eyeballs, for the latest news. 

Gradually it became known that 75,000 
of the enemy were advancing on the capital 
by way of Aldershot, and that the General 
in command at the camp, who had 1371 men 
of^ all arms under him, aU told, had re- 
ceived orders to oppose them, and this 
announcement seemed to restore in some 
measure the public confidence. 

Memtime a quite phenomenal activity 
prevailed at the War OflBlce, and the horses 
of the General Omnibus Company were at 
once requisitioned for the service of the 
Eoyal Artillery. The Duke of Cambbxd&e, 
on hearing of the catastrophe, had applied 
to the Aufiiorities instantly for the 11,000 
men he had recently insisted on. With that 
force, he said, even at the eleventh hour, 
he would guarantee the safefy of the 
country, mx, Whitelby forthwith under- 
took to furnish them within twenty-four 
hours. His offer was accepted with en- 
thusiasm. It was known too that Lord 
WoLSEMJY had already started with a 
miscellaneous force of Yolunteers, Guards, 
and Policemen, hurriedly collected, for 










I mi 










‘ OH, TAX »EM, BY ALL MEANS 1” 

SawJcer {outside, taking advantage of tM oyen window) ** Bur A yiOB Mop, Gov’yoirB t ” 

Sydenham, with the intention of taking up a defensive position among the antediluvian 
animals, and there waiting the course of events. 

The Authorities were fairly on their mettle. They instantly supplied three Yolunteer 
regiments with rides of an obsolete and antiquated pattern. Nor was this all. They 
telegraphed to Woolwich to expedite the selection of a model for the new magazine rifie, and 
marked their communication ** urgent.” Matters, meanwhile, at head-quarters were not 
less vigorously pushed forward. Inquiries were made for Mr. Stanhope’s plan of “ defend- 
ing the Thames.” Every pigeon-hole was examined, but it could not be round. Still, the 
Department did not despair. They despatched a third-class War Ofdce clerk to Greenwich 
to report on the situation and say what he thought of it. 

When, however, it transpired the next morning that, spite aU the efforts to stay their 
advance, 60,000 oi the enemy had taken possession of the Bank of England, seized the Lord 
Mayor and Aldermen as hostages, and were prepared to treat with the Government, with a 
view to evacuation, on the cession of Margate, Canada, India, Gibraltar, Malta, Australia, and 
Madame Tussaud’s Wax-work CoUection, together with a preliminary payment of fifteen 
milliards, Englishmen began soberly to recognise that what they had so long regarded as an 
I impossible vision had really come about, ana that the “ Next Armada ” was an unhappUy 
accomplished fact. 
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came down to House to-day, whistling Marlhroch U ien m-t-en guerre.^'* 
BnooKmiii) w’as in 13th Hussars, doncha. Now sits for Rye, and sometimes 
writes books. Had a great notion to-day. On Friday BnADLAUGB: orating on 
Waste Lands. Incidentally spoke disrespectfully of one hundred thousand 
acres of waste land in Sussex. All Beoojcfibld’s martial ardour boiled over. 
Rye should see what he could do for the county. Went out to prepare his 
speech. Bell rang. Didn’t matter ; too busy. Presently messengers come in 
to put lights out. House counted, Beadlauoh got off scot-free, Sussex sat 
upon, and Rye unavenged ! 

Thus things looked black on Friday night. But to-day sky brightened. 
Bkookpieli) had happy thought. Why not go down to House, rise after 
questions, crave indulgence to discourse on personal matter, and, as Maple 
Blxjitdell would say, give it Be^dlatjgh ’ot ? Some fellows when they can’t 
get off speech write to long-suffering TimeSy and work off stray thoughts. 
Better still to rise on personal question. Members always listen to personal 
qn 3stion ; all the papers report it at length. Wonder never thought of this 
before. 

So Bbooeeieli) il s'en va'-t’-en guerre — all across the Park, where the Spring 
leaves danced out to see him go by. Arrived at House took seat immediately 
on right of Bpeaeek, so as to catch his eye when time came. Q^uestions over, 
rose, produced manuscript, and “ claimed indulgence of House whilst he made 
personal statement.” Members beginning to crowd out under impression 
that business was commencing, halted, turned back, resumed seats. Bhooe- 
pielb began with reference to Count Out on Friday, to Bbadla wee’s “ serious 
and absolutely unfounded allegation,” and so on to the existence of hundred 
thousand acres of waste land in the county of Sussex—** one of the divisions 
of which I have the honour to represent.” 

Speaker on his feet, with warning cry of “ Order I Order I ” “ One hundred 
thousand acres of waste land,” said ne, “ oejmot possibly be a subject of personal 
explanation,” 

Brooeeieli) nervously explained that he was coming to the personal matter. 
Speaker sternly shook his head. To cross an ordinary spinney, or fifty acres of 
ploughed land, might be permitted; but a hundred thousand acres of waste 
land I — ^House evidently could not wait whilst he crossed it at whatever speed. 
So Speaker called on next business, and Brookeiblu mournfully picked his 
way back through the hundred thousand acres. 

“Maple Blundell was quite right,” he wearily said. “Dead set in 
modern legislation against anything ’ot. Suppose I might have made a cool 
remark, but when I meant to give it BRADLAuen ’ot. Speaker shuts me up,” 

Business done.— Local Q-overnment Electors Bill through Committee, Glebe 
Lands Bill read Third Time. Got mto Committee on Criminal Evidence BUI. 
At this rate soon have no work to do. 

2]Meed«y.— Alderman Sir Robert Fowler, thrice Lord Mayor of London, in 
the dock again to-mght. Always finding himself there, not lor personal dere- 
hctions, but as chief representative iu House of Corporation. Firth led for 
prosecution. With him Bradlawh, Q,.C, Prisoner, who was respectably 


dressed, accommodated with a seat. Baxjmann, faute 
de mieuXy accepted brief for defence. Crowds of wit- 
nesses in the lobby prepared to swear anything, either to 
character or ihaving been with the prisoner in any par- 
ticular place at any particular time mentioned in indict- 
ment. Solicitor General, interposing as amicus curieSy 
urged Court to look over affair, as another formal and 
more serious charge preferred against prisoner and his 
friends is to come on at next assizes. General disposition 
of Court to deal leniently with prisoner. Well known 
for his philanthropy, his hospitality, and his ‘*HearI 
hearl” In the end, Jury disagreed. It is stated that 
133 were for a verdict of “ Guilty,’’ and 156 for acquittal. 
Consequence was, prisoner was discharged, and left the 
Court accompanied by his friends. 

Turned up a little later in support of Sikh’s 
motion deploring the r^)id spread of demoralising litera- 
ture in the country, U nderstood that Alderman traces 
all the iniquities of the Corporation to inordinate indul- 
gence in cheap literature ojf demoralising tendency. 

“If it hadn’t,” he said, “been for penny dreadfuls, 
the Street Committee would never have gone on that 
excursion to Paris, ostensibly to inspect the telephone 
wires ; and the City Barge (if there be a successor to the 
defunct Maria Wood) would have been sold for a mis- 
sionary ship long ago, if it hadn’t been for the minds of 
the Court of Aldermen becoming unhinged by reading 
accounts of piratical excursions up the River Lea, penny 
plain, twopence coloured.” 

Business dfowe,— Corporation on its trial. Jury dis- 
agreed. 

Wednesday,— AxmiTB . [Baleottr had pleasant time 
this afternoon. Usually has Irish Members ^ banded 
against him. Fights them on wholesale principles, 
“ One down, another come on.” To-day sat beapring 
on Treasury Bench, whilst Irish Members demolished 
each other. Fun broke out on Second Reading on Irish 
Saturday Closing Bill. T. W. Russell brought it in ; 
circumstance didn’t particularly recommend it to any 
section. As Fltnn, dropping into metaphor, and re- 
membering work of Art he has seen somewhere, observed, 
“Russell always treating Ireland as The Dirty Boy; 
catching it by the^ scruff of the neck, and forcibly 
proceeding to wash its face.’’ 

Irish Members sharply divided on Bill. Some sup- 
ported it, others opposed it. Parnell, with charac- 
teristic j udicious reserve, declined either 
to support or opposite. John O’Con- 
nor moved rejection. Thereafter as- 
sumed that Arthur Baleour’s remarks 
on Bill were personal to himself. House 
screamed with laughter when Airev- 
Arthur having made a particular 
statement, Long John slowly uncoiled 
himself, and, rising to fullest height, 
solemnly declared he had “never said 
that.” In vain Baleour protested he 
had not mentioned Hon. Member, had 
not had him in his mind, was not, in 
whatever indirect way, referring to him. 

After a few more sentences, Lono 
John’s legs observed to move, then 
slowly uprose the columnar edifice, and 
a voice was heard saying, more in 
sorrow than in anger, “ I assure Right 
Hon. Gentleman I never said any- 
thing of the kind.” 

Presently Airey- Arthur grew ac- 
customed to process. Regarded inter- 
position as note of admiration, perhaps 
rather too plentifully sprinkled about 
his sentences. When the tall figure 
at the corner Bench opposite showed 
signs of movement he resumed his 
seat, John O’Connor made his protest, 
and Baleour continued his speech as 
if nothing had happened. 

Business done , — Irish Saturday Clo- 
sing Bin read Second Time. 

Thursday ,— kept a watch on ^ Note of Admi-' 
OuiNN this afternoon, which, as J oachim: ration . 

says, was odd, since Ouinn had no watch on him. Lost 
it early yesterday morning, wending his way homeward 
after legislative labours. Understood that Q-uinn was 
coming down this afternoon to give notice to ask Hoke 
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SEOSJi;TAS.T whether he had received of&oial information of the 
outrage, and whether he was prepared to G-azette Chelsea as a 
proolumed district? But CtuiNN didn’t put in appearance, and 
condolences held over. 

House spent useful, but not exciting, evening, 
discussing Railway and Canal Traffic Bill. 

Shaw come back after long absence. Makes 
his first appearance since New Rules in opera- 
tion. Says he’s “struck all of a heap.” 

Doesn’t know the place. So dull and deco- 
rous, that an afternoon with the Halifax 
Town Council quite a refreshing change. 

Business done * — arious Bills ad- 
vanced a stage. 

—Thought there was some- 
thing the matter with the Dock to- 
night. Met him going to the Lords, 
frowning and puffing, and clenching . . 
his hsts. All explained early in sit- 1^| 


ting. Seems someone has been wri- 
ting to the papers purporting to 
supply information on the highest 
military authority. 

“My Lords,” said H.R.H., look- 
ing round the hushed Chamber, his 
hand instinctively seeking sword- 
hilt, “up to this moment I had 
supposed I was the highest military 
authority.” 

Then the Markiss wheeled into 
Kne of battle. Fell upon Our Only 
General, who has been making 
speeches, and rather hinting that 
we can do without 'W'ar Office, per- 
haps even without Premier. Guite 
a fively half-hour. Running neck- 
and-neck in point of excitement was the scene in other House where 
BEAnLAUGH came to the front again. Geahdolph took oppor- 
tunity of landing Old Morality a back-hander, and there was gene- 
rally the doose to pay. Business done * — Flare up in both Houses. 



“ Struck all of a Heap.” 


PROM BROMPTON TO DENMARK AND ITALY. 

i^By Owr Much Abroad Contributor*) 

Aemed with the sealed instructions of my Editor (not to be opened 
until I was well on my way), I left Brompton for the distant climes 
of the home of our Sea Ring ancestors, and the land that, by 
universal consent, is known as “ The Garden of Europe,” It is un- 
necessary to describe my journey (which I need scarcely say was by 
the Roaderzee-Exhibitionersberg, and the Diss-Trickrauwayzein), as 
it was uneventful. I will merely observe that I was soon, very soon, 
in the centre of Denmark. It was a most remarkable spot, and on 
every side I found evidences that I was indeed out of England. The 
Brst object that attracted my attention was a sort of .boat, painted a 
bright red, which was Boating in a small lake, dotted here and there 
with fountains. This vessel had a solitary mast, or rather pole, sur- 
mounted with a kind of globe of intertwined hoops, also coloured 
vermilion. On closer inspection, I found that this globe at night- 
time could be exchanged for a lamp. 

“ Ah,” I observed to a bystander, “I think I recognise this ship. 
If I am not greatly mistaken, this is the Nore. It is to be found, as 
a rule (is it not ?), at the mouth of the Thames.” 

“ You are not quite right,” was the reply, “ This is indeed a 
Nore— but not the English Nore. This is of Danish origin. It is 
mentioned by Shakspeabe, and is called Elsie-Nore.” 

Much pleased with this discovery, I continued my explorations, 
and was soon standing in front of a collection of smaU cottages. 

“ A village ? ” I hinted, 

“No,” said the bystander, who had accompanied me, and seemed 
most anxious to furnish me with information. “ In England, no 
doubt, this cluster of cottages would be called a village, but here in 
Denmark it is known as a Hamlet. Tour great poet had, when 
living, a deal to do with Hamlet.” 

“ That is questionable,” I replied, glad to show my erudition. 
“ The chances are that he might have composed half of it — say the 
last half— but the I fancy, is attributable to Bacon.” 

My Guide (who seemed a little annoyed at this remark) now left 
me, giving place to a young lady (quaintly dressed in white muslin 
and wild Bowers) of veiy prepossessing appearance. I was much 
struck with her hair, which was tastefully decorated with straw. 

“ Are you a Dane, Madam ? ” I asked. 

“ I have lived all my life in Denmark, Sir,” was the soft response, 
“ but I am really of Irish extraction. My name is O’Phblia.’’ 

Shepronounc^ it “ O'Failure,” which gave me an opportunity of 
declarmg that I was quite sure that it was a misnomer— that she 


could only be associated with a great success, “ You are moighty 
polite,” sue returned, with a smile, “ will I do anything else for ye ? ” 
Thus invited, I said I should very much like to see a real Dane. 
“Nothing aisier,” she cried, and pointing to a gentleman in black 
with a hat tied up at the sides and wearing gaiters and an apron, 
observed, “ Sure he ’s a Dane, and so was Swiet.” 

After this, I saw a hundred objects of the most interesting char- 
acter— there were jam tarts, jewelled brooches, tiny tea-cups, small 
watches, and wee handkerchiefs covered with the most elegant lace, 

“ Thoroughly foreign,” I commented. 

“ Not only foreign,” said Miss O’Phelia, “ but Dane-ty.” 

It now occurred to me that only half my duty had been performed, 
and that in spite of the enchanting company of my fair conductress, 
I must tear myself away to visit Italy. So after a courteous adieu, 
I left Denmark, and was soon in the Rodo die Lillie, which, as every- 
one knows is close to the Cemetario die Bromptoni. I hurriedly 
entered the domains of the House of Savoy, and threw myself on a 
seat where one of the most charming views I have ever seen pre- 
sented itself to my delighted vision. 

There was a small forest of the most delightful green foliage sur- 
mounted by a gorgeous layer of Besh-colour enshrined in a sort of 
shell of the brightest red. Resting on the layer, and overBowing 
the foliage, was a stream of yellow that seemed to me like oil mixed 
with hard-boiled eggs. I revelled in this perfect picture, and abso- 
lutely devoured it. 

“ What is it called ? ” I asked, almost choking with emotion. 

“ This, Sir,” replied a man at my elbow, “ is the celebrated saladi 
di lobstermi* Would you like to see the soupo^consommom f ” 

I replied in the affirmative, and immediately there appeared before 
me a small lake composed in the most exquisite taste. 

After this I was shown the lambo, situated close to the sauci di 
minto^ the gelatino di stuffo-vealo^ ana the meringoes di cremo. While 
I thoroughly enjoyed these magnificent products of a happy country, 
I quaffed a very pleasing beverage, which effervesced when it was 
poured from a bottle, decorated at the neck with what appeared to 
me to be gold-foil. I was obliged to take it, as I found this kind of 
sight-seeing rather thirsty work. By degrees the pleasant views 
became slightly indistinct, and then I witnessed a most extraordinary 
spectacle. The ground seemed to be turning round. Here was a 
lamp-post standing on its head ; there a band-stand climbing up a 
tree. It was a weird sighh which filled me with vague awe. 

“ Where are we now ? ” 1 stammered. “ What do you call this ? ” 
“ We call this,” was the immediate reply', “ the Champagna ! ” 
Then I remembered the evil effects attributed to the country sur- 
rounding Rome, and hurried away. Shortly afterwards I fell asleep, 
and remained in a heavy slumber for many hours. When I awoke I 
opened my sealed instructions. They were as follows : — 

“Go to the Anglo-Danish and Italian Exhibitions, and write a 
preliminary notice of what you didnH see.” 

With a sigh of relief (and a slight head-ache), I refiected that 1 
had carried out my Editor’s instructions to the letter I 


“ DISTRICT VISITORS.” 

That there is “no more useful class, whether it be first, second, 
or third, than ‘ the District Visitor,’ ” is the opinion of every official 
connected with the District Railway and the Exhibitions at South 
and West Kensington. Such, also, is the sentiment of the aristo- 
cratic Earl of Earl’s Court, in whose heraldic bearings stands out 
conspicuous “the Early Bird on a field argent j catching the worm 
slugganV^ 

For these District Visitors to London has been compiled, by an 
anonymous writer, an excellent District Railway Guide, so choke- 
full of useful and interesting information that the intending Visitor 
who purchases it, may consider the most economical way of spending 
a happy day to be remaining indoors perusing this valuable Guide ; 
only as it does not include details of the Italian and Anglo-Danish 
Shows, he will have to visit these, unless he prefer trusting to his 
imagination. The maps, as works of Art, might be taken as models 
by some of our most eminent colourists in the Academy ; and the 
War Office will do well to consider “the thin Red Line” shown 
on this map in their scheme for improving “ Defenceless London.” 

So much for the present— if you can get somebody to give it you as 
a present, all the better, if not it is sixpence well spent, — and in the 
future not dim and distant, we may have something more to say on 
these same lines. 

It is published by “ Aiekeh Boot and Sons,”— a pair of Boots, 
and perhaps some odd boots,— and as it ought to be appreciated by 
the Fublic, it, as Lucrus Junius Bootus might say, will go “like 
old Boots.” Boots it to add that it is Bootifully got up ? Whether 
it wouldn’t be still better if more pocketable, is for the Publisher 
to consider. But, d propos de bottes, he may think that a re-issue 
in a portable form is quite another pair of shoes. A good advertise- 
ment for the Guide would be on every Smith stall to have written 
up “ Boots Sold here.” 
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“THEEE JOLLY POST-BOYS 1” 

Thbjte jolly Post-boys were drinking: at the “ Dragon,’’ 

Eaoh of them considered he ’d a big success to brag on ; 

And they determined, 

Gleefully determined, 

Triumphantly determined 
To push about the flagon. 

“ Landlord, flll the flowing bowl, until it runs over 1 
Eaoh of us, in season, of good tipple is a lover ; 

There are not three thirstier boys, 

Bibiflously thirstier boys, 

Gloriously thirstier boys. 

From here away to Dover I ” 

Smith— a steadier rider never threw his leg o’er leather ; 
Goschen— he was game to pound through every kind o’ weather ; 
Eitchie — ^lad of promise he. 

They were full of mirth and glee ; 

Never a more jovial three 
Took the road together. 

^Here is our first stage I ” they cried ; “we may take an easy. 
Pace we have put on, my boys, will make opponents queasy. 

If you ’d see three Post-boys proud, 

Post-boys jubilant and proud, 

Post-boys with good reason proud, 

Gentlemen, us three see I 

couldn’t ride together,— bound to quarrel. 

They must come a cropper soon,’ they muttered; ‘ that’s a moral.’ 
All their nasty temper, boys. 

Spiteful jealous temper, boys, 

Beastly bitter temper, boys ; 

Blend of rue and sorrel. 

“Tlmugh we’ve come a spanking pace, our nags’ reserve force 
fund 11 

Prove that over a long course we boys know how to trundle. 

^d the luggage— ’tisn’t light— 

Travels safe ; that Budget's tight. 

And the L. G. B. ’s all nght, 

Though a biggish bundle. 


“ As to t’other — * National Defences ’ bag— we find, boys. 

That it is a lumping load, and for our nags a grind, boys ; 

But, although its weight may irk, 

We must face that piece of work, 

And, whatever else we shirk, 

Can’t leave that behind, boys I 
“ Steady does it ; be the road to China or to Chiswick. 

Patience cures the (Party) gout, the colic, and the phthisic ; 
And it is allowed to be. 

Commonly allowed to be, 

By the wise allowed to be, 

The very best of physic. 

“ Push the flagon round, my boys I A man mav be too sober. 
We are not the lads to shirk a draught of sound' October. 

Fill the bumper, crack the joke. 

We ’re not Wilebids ; a good soak 
Will not hurt our British oak ; 

Genuine quercus rohur. 

“ Presently again we ’U mount our postchaise smart and yellow, 
For the moment let us tope until we ’re ripe and mellow. 

He who toils, and tipples too, — 

L^e myself, dear boys, and you — 


Lives as a man ought to do. 
And dies a jolly fellow.” 


\_Left drinking. 


Change op Name. — Tn the Divisional Court, before Mr. Justice 
Beett, appeared, in Wrench v. Wrench — a wrench asunder — one 
Mr. Cannot as counsel for the petitioner. It is an unfortunate 
name. “ Who will take the case r ” asks the client of her solicitor. 
* He, Cannot,” answers her adviser. “ Can not I shall not,” indig- 
nantly exclaims the fair client. Now wouldn’t it be better if 
Mr. Cannot changed his name to Mr. Non Possumus ? Or, to make 
it still more singular, why not Mr. Non Possum ? If these hints 
won’t do, say Mr. Kaent. 

N.B.— No. 22 in the Eoyal Academy, by Frank Holl, K.A., 
representing “Sir Andrew Clark— ‘or his equivalent,”’ — and 
that’s Holl about it. 
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EFFEtTILLAWrr LA MARGUERITE. 



AN IDYL MOMENT. 


THE LA.TEST SOCIETY SENSATION. 

The President of the British Artists—if we may still he per- 
mitted to call him so— will find a formidable rival in Ms handsome 
countrywoman, who has just arrived from America, and who has 
already commenced her season in London. We allude to the talented 
* * Madame Le SiFELEina,” or Lady Whistler. The ‘ ‘ Lady WMstler I ” 
and our impressionable James is not yet knighted, “ Why should 
London wait ? What a chance for a duet ! Papageno and Papa^ 
gena in II Fvauto Magico ! What is the old English, and, in this 
case, decidedly ungallant proverb about a “ Whistling Woman and a 
Crowing Hen P No matter. The Lady WMstler has a career before 
her. She is so attractive, that a song should be written for her, 
“ WMstle and I’ll come to you, My Lad-y ! ” Of course Madame 
Le Sipeleue does not exMbit her accomplishment “ pour les beaux 
geux^* of her admirers, and therefore they will have **to pay for 
their wMstle,”— and a very pretty and melodious wMstle it is. 


“P’ShoeeI”. — Morning Performances are nowadays of such 
frequent occurrence that the poor overworked Dramatic Critics might 
adopt, as their national song, “ OA, dear ! what can the Matinee 
he TMs wonld be a foot too long, hut then anytMng connected 
with an afternoon representation would naturally be the reverse of 
too short. However, there are exceptions to every rule ; and had 
the Actors engaged in The Silent Shore a week since at the Olympic 
Theatre played in any piece other than Mr, Blootdelle-Bttbtok’s 
drama, there is every reason to believe that their labour wonld not 
have been in vain. The promoter of tMs particular Matinee was 
Mr. Aethhe Playeair, who is more than a fair player— in fact, this 
gentleman promises to he a very good Actor indeed when an oppor- 
tunity is offered to him. On the occasion in question he worked 
wonders out of very miserable materials, and was certainly the 
feature of the performance. Mr. Scott Buist was also good. The 
“ Producer and Director ” of the play, however, who assumed the 
character of a fat and vague villain, was not so satisfactory ; and it 
was a matter of some regret that he was not as “ Silent” as the 
“Shore” for the production and direction of wMch he seemed to 
hold himself proudly responsible. 


ALL OF A PIECE. 

Deae Me. Pukch, 

1 SEE by the law reports that although Mr. Seebohm is not 
to use any of Mrs, Btjehett’s lines from her novel of LUth Lord 
Fauntlerog^ he is to be permitted to retain what Mr. Justice Stielihg 
has decided to be Ms own work. I quote his Lordship’s words : — “ I 
have come to the conclusion that it may not be impossible for the 
defendant to sever the passages which he has extracted from the 
novel from the rest of Ms work. If he desires it, I will give him the 
opportunity of doing so. He must first, however .... extract from 
those copies which are in his possession or power, and deliver up for 
cancellation to the plaintiffs, all passages copied, taken, or colonrably 
imitated from the plaintiffs’ hook.” Of course this will rather alter 
Ms present dramatic version of the story. I frankly confess I have 
not been to the Prince of Wales’s Theatre to see the play, but, as a 
brother dramatist, I cannot help feeling that it would be a pity to 
lose the whole of his labour. Why should he not alter the piece in 
such a way that it might be still suitable for representation. I have 
not time to work out the whole drama, but present him with a sug- 
gestion for the Last Act. 

Scene— YAe Condemned Cell at Newgate^ Old Lord Fontueect 
discovered pinioned^ “ UgIiTBST ” in tears. 

Old Lord F, Be off with you I 

“ UgliestP Oh, don’t say that, my grandson 1 Ton break my heart I 
Old Lord F, What do 1 care 1 But, before I die, let me sing one 
song that reminds me of happier times— when I was a boy at Eton 
somewhere towards the end ot the eighteenth century. 

{Song introduced — Jolly Nose,^^) 

“ UgliestP Oh, my darling, you break my heart I I cannot hear it I 
Sheriffs of London and Middlesex (entering). Nor we either! 
Take Mm off to immediate execution 1 
“ XJgliesV^ (clinging to their knees in supplication), no! You 
shall not tear him from me I 

Old Lord F, Why not, grandmother? I die happy. I am of 
ancient birth. I am a nobleman. I have the greatest contempt for 
cads I Noblesse does not oblige J Down with the democracy I 
Sheriffs, Away with him I 

Old Lord F, (with dignity), I obey you, Sirs! But first a word 
with those present. ( Turning to the Audience,) I can die happy if 
you show you forgive me by applauding Old Lord Fontleroy, 

“ TIgliesV* (sobbing). Or The Phantom Pride of Battersea 
Park, (Faints) (Curtain,) 

There! I do not know if there is any “ colourable imitation” in 
the above ; but if there be, it must he altered. With kindest regards 
to Mr. Seebohm, Yours sincerely, A Boom at Sea. 


A STITCH IN TIME. 

With a view to calming the popular apprehension now showing 
some signs of rising, owing to the recently sprung “National 
Danger ” scare, it is said that the Naval and Military Authorities 
I have resolved on putting the following schemes into execution at 
their earliest convenience : — 

1. Arming the Volunteer Artillery, — As neither Sir William 
Aemsteong nor the Ordnance Department at Woolwich, owing to 
the heavy arrears of work they have at present in hand for the pur- 
pose of supplying guns for Her Majesty’s sMps, arsenals, and coming 
stations, can turn their attention to the manufacture of a weapon 
suitable for the requirements of the force of Artillery Yolunteers for 
the next fifteen years, it has been determined to equip tMs impor- 
tant factor in the defensive organisation of the country with a light 
muzzle-loading field-gnn, the barrel of wMch will be constructed 
from an ordinary six-inch iron gas-pipe. The contract has already 
been placed with an enterprising firm of East-end sweaters, and it 
is calculated that probably before the end of the year after next the 
first consignment of the order will be in the hands of the force for 
which it has been so happily designed. 

2. Organising the First Line of Defence, — ^With a view to pro- 
viding a suitable force te act on any sudden emergency as a first line 
of coast defence, it has been determined to enrol all the bath chair- 
men, marine store-dealers, and Nigger minstrels, in the habit of 
frequenting the summer sea-side resorts, and forming them into a 
skilled corps to discharge this important duty. They will be drilled 
by the locM police constable, and efficiently armed with the famous 
Brown Bess, a sufficient supply of wMoh good old-f asMoned weapon 
will be forthcoming from the Tower. 

3. Land Transport Service, — This important branch will be 
supplied in any emergency by an arrangement with the Borough and 
New Cut costermongers, who have undertaken to furnish their 
barrows for the work. It is calculated that in the event of any 
sudden call being made upon them, they could render valuable and 
active service in this special department. 
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THE NEW GALLERY 
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Hebe ’s the Hew G-allery, marhle-ona I golden 1 
Architect Robson, to whom we 're beholden.j 
Every'arrangement made in the Hew Gallery 
Is in a style we '11 call Oarr-ish and Hall^ry 


Rooms rather low, and snggestiveof 
heat, 

But the vestibule offers a shady retreat ; 

'lis called an implumum ^^ — ^just what 

you 'd wish [and fish : 

On a very hot day, with tank, fountain, 

So useful for morning, with brushes and 
sponge. 

And here comes the Infant to make its 
first plunge, 

Carr-ied by Halle and C abb. If you look, 

The picture's one-huudred-and -seven in 
book, 

KsinsnEDT’s subject. "We hope the ablution 

Will suit the new Infant's untried con- 
stitution. 

If he boldly strikes out, we foretell, and 
with reason, 


He must get on swimmiugly all through 
the season, [chairs, — 

Here plays a fountain, and here there are 
Why not a band, hid away, playing airs ? 
'Tis just the place for a lounge in July . 
Where you can rest with some green in 
your eye, [think 

Which there will be, if you sit there and 
That a waiter will bring cigarettes and 
cool drink, [Jones. 

Tadema, Heeeomek, Ford, and Bubne- 
All the Committee, in various tones. 

May to the Middlesex Magistrates go 
I'or leave and for licence,— the answer is 
“Ho." 

At last they must yield— then Refresh- 
ment I Cigar I [Oabe, 

We 'U do it in style with our Triumphal 
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Afm then the Duke looked np. ,,15 •j.-l . 1 

What Little asANnoLPH saw was a portly old man, \mh scanty | 
white have and hnshy whiskers, and a nose like a florid bulb between 
his nrominent imperions eyeSt , . . -a 

What the Duke saw was a smart, small figure m a la^ty suit, 
with a large collar, and with trim, accurately-parted locks curved 
carefully about the curiously canine little face, whose equally protu- 
berant eyes met his with a look of— well, peAaps the 
have found it difQ.eult exactly to define the character of that look, 
hut it combined in an emphatic way the interrogative and the 

thoxiglit that Little Lord FAtratiLiKOT was ^.elf rather 
like a oTnall copy of a grander and older ongmal, and he hj^ell was 
supposed to be well aware of the f wt. But th«e was a sudden gkw 
of emotion in the irascible old Duke’s face as he saw what a stwdy, 
self-confldent Uttle feUowLord FArarriaiEOT was, and howuiAeM. 
tatingly he stood to .his “ Til 


tatmgiy ne siooa w suuo jjj. cw* — — — - 

grim old nobleman that the youngster should show no shyness or 
fear, either of the situation or of himseH. _ , , ^ , 

“lAre you the Duke ? ” he said. V I ’m- a Duke ’s son, you see, and 
know something about such things. I m, Lord Q-eaudoIiPH 
Fatotleeot.” 


thingto do, evenfromyoungandcleyer l^rosto oiaana a~ve 

he mentally used may be suppressed) Dijkes. I hope you— and t^ 
Army— are all right,” he continued, with the utmost airiness. 1 m 

very glad to see you here.” .3 xi. -n t- 
“ Glad to see me, are you ? ” said the Duke. 

“ Yes,” answered Lord FAtTNiLpiOT, *; yery.’ 

There was a chair at the head of the table, and he sat down ; 
it was a big chair, and, physic^y, he hardly filled it 
he seemed quite at his ease as he sat there, and regarded a Monarch s 

august relative intently and confid^tly. , 

‘‘IVe often wondered what a Commander-in-Chief would look 
like when being cross-examined,” he remarked. I ve wondered 
whether he»d be anything, like my great ancestor of the Queen | 
Anne epoch.” . , ^ . 

“Am IP” asked the Duke. _ , , * 

“Well,” Gkanuolph replied, “I’ve only seen pictures of 1^, of 
course. Mid I cau’t exactly say how he woidd Imve looked m a 

Bimilar case, hut I don ’tiAmifc you are much like hm. 

“You are disappointed, I suppose?” suggested hie august 
^^O^oT” replied Guaotolph, politely. “ Of course you would 
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like any great military contemporary to look like yonr own illustrious 
ancestor; but of course you might admire the way your great 
military contemporary looked, even if he wasn’t like your illustrious 
ancestor. You know how it is yourself, about admiring your con- 
tempor9.ries.” 

The Duke stared. He could hardly be said to know how it was 
about admiring his contemporaries, many of whom he didn’t admire 
at all. and some of whom did not altogether admire him. 

“Well, and how’s our bit of an Army getting on?” asked Lord 
Fatjntlreox, airily. 

“Our — bit— of— an — ^Army?” repeated the Duke, in a scattered 
sort of way. 

“Yes,” explained Q-rajstdolph, “ the bit of an Army we pay such 
a pile of money for ? ” 

“ Ha I ” ejaculated his Lordship. “ That ’s it, is it ? The money 
isn’t spent as you like. You ’d like to have the spending of it. What 
would you buy with it ? I should like to hear something about that.” 

“ Doubtless,” replied Lord Fatjntlrroy, coolly. “iSonie day you 
may. At present J’m asking questions, and your .business is to 
answer them.” 

“ The D 1 ” began the Duke, hotly. 

“ Q,uite so— the D etaHs,” interjected Little Lord Fauntlerot, 

blandly, “As you were doubtless about to say, the details are the 
things I All very well to say in a general sort of way that the Army 
is going to — its usual destination, Duke; that Party Spirit and 
Financial Cheese-paring are the cause of it, and that more men and 
money are urgently required. That won’t do for me. I want to 
know — so does the Country — ^much more than that. How ? Why ? 
What ? When ? How many ? How much ? These, my dear 
Duke, are^the pertinent questions^to which we— the Country and I — 
demand precise answers. When we get them, instead of vague 
denunciation and big D’s, we shall know what to do.” 

The sensations of his Royal Highness the Duke, could scarcely be 
described. He was not an old nobleman who was very easily taken 
aback, because he had seen a great deal of the official world ; but 
here was something he found so novel that it almost took his lordly 
breath away, and caused him some singular emotions. A civilian 
had always seemed to him a most objectionable creature— imperti- 
nent, parsimonious, and with inadequate conceptions of discipline. 
But this composed, precise, insolently interrogative little personage 
i was a portent. The Duke’s martinet manner was quite shaken by 
this startling surprise. 

“Well,” he began, “if we cannot get the Country to understand 
what is wanted, why then it is not our fault.” 

“Isn’t it?” said Lord Fauntleeot. “And who are ‘we’? 
“ Whoever ‘ we’ may be, be sure that when ‘ we ’ can explain clearly 
and convincingly, with something like agreement, and without fog and 
fury, what really is wanted, the Country will be only too ready to 
‘ understand,’ and to pay, for that matter. But when the Country, 
paying heavily for an Army, is told periodically, with much 
emphasis, that it hasn’t got one ; and when, asking anxiously what 
it IS to do to get one, the only intelligible ‘ tip ’ upon which all 
‘ Authorities’ agree is— pay more money, why, then, my dear Duke, 
the Country can’t understand that singular state of things, and 
small blame to it, I say. What do we want, and how much will it 
cost ? These are the questions. Who can answer them ? ” 

“ Well,” faltered the Duke, “ something satisfactory might doubt- 
less be done with an additional eleven thousand men.” 

“Kow, do you mean to tell me that the difference between ‘no 
Army’ and an adequate one, between frightful danger and com- 
fortable security, resolves itself, after all, into a question of eleven 
thousand extra men ? ” asked little Lord Fatjntlerot. 

“ Why, n — 0 — 0 , not exactly,” replied the Duke. 

“ Not exactly,” repeated Lord Fauntleroy. Of course I Nothing 
ever is ‘exact’ in what the Authorities tell us; “and yet they 
grumble at the Country for not ‘ understanding.’ Stanhope says he 
never heard of any such want before. What we want, he says, is 
‘ improved organisation.’ Another nice vague generality I I ’ve no 
doubt we do want it, and are likely to want it as things go at 
present. If there is one point you do agree upon, it is the need of 
^more money.’ While John Bull believes, as I do, that with less 
money he might, with decent management, get all he wants, he’ll 
hardly be in a hot hurry to relax his purse-strings at the confused 
clamour of conflicting Authorities. Only a little re-arrangement 
required, say the official optimists. The patriotic pessimists 
put it very differently. A pleasant picturcj indeed, the latter 
paint. ^ Nothing like enough men; not sufficient barrack accom- 
modation, even if we had the men ; artillery batteries with 
bad guns; no means of supplying good ones without long 
delay ; best magazine-riffe invented theoretically, but not a single 
regiment provided with it ; Army stores miserably deficient ; not a 
single land-fortress with a modern breech-loading gun ; guns served 
out to Yolunteers obsolete, armaments of forts obsolete, shot and 
shell obsolete I There is the pessimists’ picture of our Army — ^to say 
nothing about the Navy, what there is of it. If half of it is true, 
Homebody ought to be impeached ; eh, my dear Duke ? ” 


^ “ All we can accomplish is to do the best we eau with the Authori- 
ties we have to deal with— the Country and the House of Commons,” 
muttered the Duke. 

“ But do you ‘ do your best?’ ” asked Little Lord Fattntlerot, 
“ A physician doesn’t first grab a bouncing fee, and then turn the 
patient loose in a drug-shop. He given a prescription ! Where is 
yours ? ” 

“ What does Lord Wolseley say ? ” retorted the Duke, “ At 
present John Bull goes to considerable expense in paying those 
whom he considers experts to advise him as to the Army and Navy ; 
but he never gets to know what the opinion of these experts really 
is when it has been given.” 

“ Then couldn’t the experts get to let him know ? ” asked little 
Lord Fattntleroy. “If, in all honesty and frankness, they agreed 
— supposing always that they can agree — to take a complete survey 
of the needs and resources of the Empire, with a view to clearly 
formulating a scheme, and fairly estimating its cost, don’t you think 
that ‘ the Defence of the Country ’ would he better advanced than by 
the Qrxdlenn charivari of confiicting counsels and all-round recrimi- 
nations which John Bull finds it so hard to “ understand ” ? 

“ Humph I ” said the Duke. 


THE BRITISH OFFICER AT HOME. 

{A Page from a Diary » ) 

8 A.M. — Called by my servant. Glad to find that the window had 
not fallen in. Thought the fork would keep it together. 

9 A.M. — Tub sunk into the fioor. My 
donkey of a servant put in more water 

than the hoards could bear. j '/'AV \ 

10 a.m. — Slight delay getting on parade, ^ IL V]Vr 

caused by chimney coming down and 

smashing half my furniture. 

12, NOON. — Back again. During my 
absence the ceiling has fallen in. Guarter- 
master does not see his way to ordering 
repairs. Thinks I shall have to pay bar- 
rack damages myself, as I had a bird-cage 
with a canary in it suspended from the 
ceiling. Says that that was enough to 
“bring the whole thing down with a 

1 P,M. Just been to see my horse. ' 

Found the poor creature occupying a ' 

stable, as General Nicholson would say, 

“not large enough for a donkey I” I ^ 

don’t know wbat he would do if he didn’t m 

keep his head out of a window ! Y W 

2 P.M. — Rather annoyed to find that 
the paper of my quarters had peeled off, 
thanks to the damp. 

4. P.M. — Nearly broke my neck falling through the barrack stairs. 
Planks gave way, and when I tried to save myself by holding on 


to the banisters, they divided in half, 

6 P.M. — Dressing for Mess, I was imprudent enough to lean against 
the wall pulling on my hoots, and suddenly found myself in the next 
fellow’s quarters. Really these barracks are sadly out of repair I 
12 Midnight. — ^Home from Mess. Looked out of window, and 
found it rather windy. Under these circumstances I retire to rest, 
with an uneasy feeling that if it blows fairly hard, I may find 
myself under a heap of ruins before the morning. 


Something Like a Cemetery.— While General Sir Lothian 
Nicholson was under examination last week by the House of Com- 
mons Select Committee to Inquire into the Army Estimates, General 
Havelock- Allan put to him the following query : — “ Are not the 
Royal Barracks in Dublin in a very unsanitary condition ? ” To which 
the Inspector-General of Fortifications replied, “That is an open 
question,” Upon this Lord Randolph Churchill observed, 
smiling, “ Not much of an open question to the officers who reside 
there.” Quite so— not an open question, but an open grave question I 

A Northern Line,— In the Chantrey case Mr. Justice North, 
giving his decision, quoted, d propos of sculpture — 

“ The brass that seems to speak.” 

And it must have struck his Lordship how far more appropriate 
would be the application of this line to some of the eminent prac- 
titioners in the Law Courts. 


On a Recent Trial, - 
Bedlam ? 


■ What rhymes to Headlam ? Isn’t it, 


0;^ NOTIUB. — Rejected €k)ximLuuieatiojxs or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictxires of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To rule 
there will be no exception. 
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OUR JAPANNERIES. No. 1. 


After tlie style of the Story of 'ReiTeo in the Japanese Gollection in the British Museum; designed mud happily dispatched hy the celebrated Japanese 
Artist, Lika Joko [specially engaged hy Mr, Punch), who is now on a visit to this country* 



TABLEA.U I, — Ebiko Wol-se-li at a banquet attaaks the Giant Sa-Eum TABLEAU lY. — Kom-mandarin-Chief interyenes, Tbe ceremony of 
in the latter’s absenee. TABLEAU II.— Giant Sa-Rum denounces Hands- Sha-Kin is performed all round. Kom - mandarin - Chief 
W oL-SE-Li in the Up^er-ous, when WoL-BE-Li is away. congratulates everyone on The agreeable manner in which this 

TABLEAU III. — Rbiko WoL-SE-Li confronts Giant Sa-rxjm in the presence incident has endedj' and he, Giant Sa-rxtm,' and Eeik.045sWol-sk-li 
of The Kom-mandarin-Chief, Lords, and Spiritual Peeris. dine together happily. f v. C 


DIAET OF A NOBODY * 

Mx dear wife Carrie and I have just been a week in our new 
house, “The Laurels,” Brickjdeld Terrace, Holloway — a nice six- 
roomed residence, not counting basement with a front breakfast- 
parlour, We have a little front garden, and there is a flight of ten 
steps up to the front door ; which, by the bye, we keep locked with 
the chain up, Cummings, Gowtng, and our other intimate friends 
always come to the little side- entrance, which saves the servant the 
trouble of going up to the front door, thereby taking her from her 
work. We have a nice little back garden which runs down to the 
railway. We were rather afraid of the noise of the trams at first, 
hut the landlord said we should not notice them after a bit, and took 
£2 off the rent. He was certainly right, and beyond the cracking of 
the garden wall at the bottom, we have suffered no inconvenience. 

After my work in the City, I like to he at home. What ^s the 
good of a home, if you are never in it. “Home, Sweet Home”— 
that ’s my motto. I am always in of an evening. Our old friend 
Go WING may ask us to drop in sans cdremonie ; so may Cum- 
mings, who lives opposite. My dear wife Caroline and I are 
pleased to see them if they like to drop in on us. But Carrie and I 
can manage to pass our evenings together without friends. There is 
always something to be done. A tiu-tack here, a Yenetian blind to 
put straight, a fan to nail up, or part of a carpet to nail down— all of 
which I can do with my pipe in my mouth ; while Carrie is not above 
putting a button on a shirt, mending a pillow-case, or practising 
the Maiden^ s Prayer on our new Cottage Piano (on the three 
years’ system), manufactured by W. Bilrson (in small letters), from 
CoLLAip AND CoLLABD (in very large letters). Now for my diary : — 

April 3. — Tradesmen called for custom, ^d I promised Parmer- 
SON, the Ironmonger, to give him a turn if I wanted any nails, or 
tools. By the bye, that reminds me there is no key to our bedroom 
door. Dear friend Gowtng dropped ia, hut wouldn’t stay, saying 
there was an infernal smell of paint. 

April 4.— Tradesmen still oaUing, Carrie being out, I arranged 
to deal with Birrs, who seemed a civil Butcher with a nice clean 
shop. Ordered a shoulder of mutton for to-morrow to give him a 

♦ As everjrhody who is anybody is publishing Reminiscences, Diaries, 
Notes, Autobiographies, and Recollections, we are sincerely grateful to “A 
Nobody for permitting us to add to the historic collection.— £d. 


trial. Carrie arranged with Dorset, the Butterman, and ordered 
a pound of fresh butter, and a pound and a half of salt ditto, for 
kitchen, and a shilling’s worth of eggs. In the evening, Cummings 
unexpectedly dropped in to show me a meerschaum pipe he had won 
in a raffle in the City, and told me to handle it carefully, as it would 
spoil the colouring if the hand was moist. He said he wouldn’t stay, 
as he didn’t care much for the smell of the paint, and fell over the 
scraper as he went out. Must get the scraper removed, or else I 
shall get into a scrape* I don’t often make jokes, 

April 6.— Two legs of mutton arrived, Carrie having arranged 
with another butcher without consulting me. Gowing called, and 
fell over scraper coming in. Must get that scraper removed. 

April 6.— Eggs for breakfast simply shocking ; sent them hack to 
Dorset with my compliments, and he needn’t call any more for 
orders. Couldn’t find umbrella, and though it was pouring with 
rain, had to go without it. Sarah said Mr, Gowing must have took 
it hy mistake last night, as there was a stick in the ’AH that didn’t 
belong to nobody. In the evening, hearing someone talking in a 
loud voice to the servant in the downstairs Hall, went out to see who 
it was, and was surprised to find it was Dorset, the butterman, who 
was both drunk and offensive. Dorset, on seeing me, said, “He 
wonld he hanged if he would ever serve City Clerks any more, the 
game wasn’t worth the candle.” I restrained my feelings, and 
quietly remarked “ that I thought it was possible for a City Clerk to 
be a GentlemanJ^ He replied, “ He was very glad to hear it, and 
wanted to know whether 1 had ever come across one, for he hadn’t.” 
He left the house, slamming the door after him, which extinguished 
the fau-light, and I heard him faU over the scraper, which made me 
feel glad I hadn’t removed it. YYheu he had gone, I thought of a 
splendid answer I ought to have given him. However, I wiH keep 
it for another occasion. 

April 7.— Being Saturday, I looked forward to getting home early, 
and putting a few things straight ; but two of our principals at the 
office were absent through Hlness, and I did not get home tiU seven. 
Found Dorset waiting. He had been three times during the day to 
apologise for his conduct last night. He said he was unable to take 
his Bank Holiday last Monday, and took it last night instead. He 
begged me to accept his apology, and a pound of fresh butter. He 
seems, after all, a decent sort of feUow, so I gave him an order lor 
some fresh eggs. 
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“ RETRENCHMENT/^ 

mv<d. Cfosterdn Trav). “We shall see yott an* the Missxrs at Epsom as trsTTAL, BillI” , 

Second Ditto “No* THE Times ain’t pbrpitioits, *Arry,** (Shaking his headJ) “No. Wi* Goschbn a rbdoocin the Old 

MT Boy ! ! ” • ■ - — 


April 8, Sunday, — After olmrcli, the Curate came back with us. 

I sent Caeeib in to open front door, which we do not use except on 
special occasions. She could not get it open, and, afte all ffiv 
display, I had to take the Curate (whose name, by the bye, I did 
not catch) round the side entrance. He caught his foot in the scraper, 
and tore the bottom of his trousers. Most annoying, as Caeeie could 
not well offer to repair them on a Sunday. After dinner went to 
sleep. Took a walk round the garden, and discovered a beautiiiu 
spot for sowing mustard and cress, and radishes. Went to Church 
again in the evening ; walked back with the Curate. Caebxe noticed 
he had got on the same pair of trousers— only repaired. 

A BALLAD OF A LATE OCCURRENCE. 

To the Time of “ The Spanish Armada" | 

Lord Wolseley spoke some trenchant words for one in his position, 
For though a soldier straight and bold, he is no politician. 

And what he said at dinner-time contained reflections^ sinister 
Upon all sorts of Governments and every kind of Minister. 

The things he said are often heard quite calmly by the nation. 

For as a rule they don’t enjoy the Largest Circulation ; 

But now the Daily Telegraph exploited him and Banger, 

And told the world, in largest type, the country was in danger. 

Though WoLSELEY can’t bear politics, each sentence had a stab in it, 
And caused much inignation to each member of the Cabinet ; 

And Saiisbtjet, who of appeals sensational no lover is. 

Was hurt that he had not been first apprised of these discoveries. 

But what most vexed thePremier was the shocking want of grace of him, 
To say these things behind his back, and not before the face of him. 
And so to set the matter right, and make things straight and pleasant, 
He said the nastiest things he could, when Wolselet wasn’t present. 

The country now was all agog, its Tadpoles and its Tapers, 

And those who had no private views annexed one from the papers ; 


But all allowed that now at last a crisis we were nearing, ^ 

And some for “ extry-speoials” went, and some for volunteermg. 

Some roundly Warned tte Soldier bold, f or J ealous-minded men are all 
As pleased as — not as Punch — ^to jibe at England s Only General ; 

And others didn’t care a fig about their country s slo^^y» 

If they could hurt a Government that happened to be Tory. 

But Hp, hooray 1 when Greek met Greek they showed how scandal’s 

tools lie, , T T • II A 

For Salisbxtet vows ’twould break his heart to lose his gallant 

OLSBLEY, 

And hatchets fouled with party strife we aU at duty’s calls bury, 

And WoLSELET never said a word disparaging to Salisbuey. 

A New Discoveey by Mes. E.— “Well,” said the go(^ My to 
a friend, “ I dare say, my dear, you ’ll laugh at me when I teU you 
that till the other morning I never knew there were more equators 
than one. And what ’s more, I hadn’t an idea that when one of the 
equators was out of use it could be lent or given to anyone by the 
Government to whom it might belong. How did I “this out r 
This way : my nephew reads the foreign news in the Times to me 
every day, and on Saturday last he read out, and wrote it doro at 
the moment ‘ The Greeks still talk of expelling a TwrtoA Cowsw? 
from Greece^ should the ex-equator refused to him, I t say 
a word to my nephew; but I’m going to write to the Astrologer 
Eoyal about it, as I think public attention ought to be draTO to tbe 
fact. The idea of a TurMsh Consul having an ex-equator wl to 
himself, and then being angry because they wouldn’t give it to him I 
Why, it ’s like a child crying for the moon 1 ” 

* We have referred to the wer of that date. A very natural mistake, as 
the vrord was “ exeguatwr"-^o. ' 

In the St, Jameses Gazette the review of pictures headed “A Fire- 
side Commentary,” is not, as the title might imply, by Mr. Fubniss. 
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A LADY-IN-WAITING. 

“ The death is annouiLced of Miss 
Fray, a well-known frequenter of the 
Law Courts.” — Daily Daper. 

She was no Portia in a wig ; 

Her mind was purely “ lay ; ” 

Y et she f re quented Courts of Law — 
Why ?— gentle Usher, say I 

Did she, like Woedswohth’s 
famous maid. 

Delight, when vexed with care, 
To “take her little porringer, 

And eat her ” luncheon there ? 

What Court preferred she ? P’raps 
Miss Peat 

Was feudally inclined, 

And foundthelast of all the’Barons 
A Baron to her mind* 

’Twas carrying coals to Newcastle 
To take a Peat to where 
There are already quite enough. 
And many more to spare. 

The vision of a Pemale Bar 
Pair pleaders oft consoles ; 

Did she a glorious time foresee 
As Mistress of the Bolls ? 

The Usher replies : — 

Oh, not as a mere haek-Beneher, 
To Court she daily hied ; 

Bat while the Judges tried her 
suits, 

She oft the Judges tried. 

No end of actions she had brought, 
This enterprising dame ; 

And though at last “put out of 
Court,” 

She ’ll haunt it just the same I 


Seasonable Top DsEssiNa.— A 
‘ ‘ Gibus,’ ’ or Sirring Hat. The Hat 
that goes up with a Spring, tra lal 
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ENGLAND’S “INVISIBLE ARMADA.” 


PROPOSITION’S AND RIDERS. 

Wht are there not pleasant; 
rides made across the Park and 
through Kensington Gardens 
where the Equestrians could get 
a little variety of light and shade 
away from the tedious and dan- 
gerous monotony of Rotten Row ? 
“L’Aomme propose^^ and the 
‘ * Authorities ” — whoever they 
may be— don’t “ disposed 

“ Consule Plunket,” some- 
thing surely might be done. For 
Plunzet is a reasonable man. So 
are we all— and reasonable women, 
too. Perhaps if there were a 
“demonstration” on horseback, 
there might be a chance of some- 
thing being done. We hope that, 
in many matters, and this one to 
begin with, the present Plunket 
administration will not be equi- 
valent to translating “ Consule 
Flanco ” as “ In the reign of King 

The Shower Plow “as pour 
USUAL.” — The Royal Botanic 
Society held their first Summer 
Plower Show in Regent’s Park. 
Of course it poured. The simplest 
way to know when it is going to 
rain, is to consult a calendar of 
events, and note down all the 
Flower Show dates. 

“There’s a new show at 
Sangler’s,” said Mrs. Ram, mean- 
ing Hengler’s, “ It ’s the Marie- 
onettes. I suppose it’s historical, 
and in costumes of the period, 
and represents the poor Prench 
dueen and her family. Poor 
Marieonette, a very sad story 1 ” 


“The British Fleet I Cannot See, Because,” &o., &o. Burmese Characteristics. - 

The Critio*' Lord Charles Beresford^s Latest Edition, Receding Chins. 


MEREY LONDON ! 

“You think unless you have some fresh excitement yon will die? ” 
“lam sure of it. I have grown so accustomed to a whirl of the 
most delirious amusement, that, unless I have some new pleasure 
every day, I must sink. Wild mirth is my second nature.” 

The Editor looked upon his Contributor regretfully. He felt 
that to some extent it was his fault that his faithful follower had 
become so wedded to these delicious but Jadingdelights. 

“You were present last week at the Festival Dinner of the Home 
for Incurables in the Conservatory attached to the Albert Hall ? ” he 
murmured sadly. 

“Ah, was I not?” cried the contributor, in an ecstasy of joy. 
“Never shall I forget the ubiquitous draughts, the several lignts, 
the soul-stirring eloquence of the Duke of Cambridge (who was 
defying infinenza under cover of Japanese screens), and the music of 
the Guards’ Band, which was loud enough to blow the roof off I And 
the dinner— what a dinner ! And the company— what a company.I ” 
“ And there was singing too ? ” 

“ I should rather think there was I One song, in any number of 
verses, was called ‘ Helpless J ’ and described tne ‘ death in life ’ of 
the patients. So interesting! so cheerful! so pleasant! Just the 
sort of roUieking ditty to enjoy over a cup of coffee and a cigar.” 

“ And did yon go into the grounds afterwards ?/’ 

“Yes: and saw quite a number of coloured oil lamps— quite a 
number I I was never more pleased in my life.” 

“ And did you not like the tableaux vivants of Hans Christian 
Andersen, arranged by Mr. Savile Clarke ? ” 

“Sincerely I aid. They were really and truly beautiful. But 
even Mj, Clarke paid a passing tribute to the prevailing gloom of 
the Incurables by iacluding in his admirable collection the Little 
Match- Girl being frozen to death in the snow.” 

“ You must have had a very delightful evening ? ” 

“ Indeed I had ! But it was nothing to compare with the foUo'wing 
afternoon, when I had the advantage of being present at a Matinie 
of The Peal Little Lord FauntleroyP 


“ Was it well dramatised ? ” j 

“ Admirably, by the Authoress of the Novel. I cried the whole 
time ! It was so affecting ! Miss Emert, as “Dearest,” admirable, 
and Mr, Alered Bishop, as the Earl, beyond all praise. Then Mr. 
Chevalier as the Bntterman, and Mr. Brandon Thomas as the 
lawyer could not have been surpassed. And Miss Yera Beranger 
was clever beyond her years. She had studied every attitude, and 
paid such attention to the audience that it was impossible to overlook 
the fact that she was acting, and acting very much indeed ! And 
when I was not distracted by her admirable impersonation, and could 
fancy the other characters real flesh and blood, I wept like a child.” 
j “ You must have had a most enjoyable afternoon ? ” 

I “A most pleasant one, and the very next dav I went to the 
' Criterion, and absolutely revelled in a piece called The Deputy P 
“ Do you know what it was about ? ” 

“No, I do not, but I am sure it must have been something vastly 
amusing. I rather fancy a gentleman called Brown was supposed to 
have committed bigamy because he would not say he was married to 
a widow of tbe same name— not until the last Act, you know. So 
very mirth-provoking ! At least I know it must have been mirth- 
provoking, because it was called a farcical comedy in three Acts ! 
Dear me ! Alas ! And aU these pleasures are over I ” 

And the poor Contributor heaved a heavy sigh. 

“ Life is not worth living without such wild delights ! ” he mur- 
mured. “ Unless I have some more, I feel I shaR die.” 

The Editor drew a packet from his pocket and gently placed it in 
the hands of his faithful follower. The latter with lack lustre eyes 
glanced at its contents. Suddenly his face beamed with pleasure. 

“ Saved ! ” he shouted, “ saved ! I am myself once more ! ” 

He had received a voucher for a special morning performance for a 
new and original play in four Acts, It was called The Love Story ^ 
and he read this note on the programme “ N.B.— Unless the whole 
of the First Scene be witnessed, the subsequent action of the play 
cannot he understood.” 

“ Pour Acts, and not a jot less ! ” he cried. And then he fainted 
away for sheer joy. 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 

Monday, 14.— Attgxtstus DB.UBiot.Amrs opened b*s Operatic Season 
with, a real novelty. There was a bust of the OuEEisr on the stage, 
and a bust of applause from the audience. Everyone sang the 
National Hymn in honour of the National Her, and then we sat 
down to listen to DoNiZETif s Lucrezia Borgia. For my part— a 
very small one in the Opera — I may say I am never tired of Lucrezia, 

I wagged my head to the old familiar strains, kept time with 
my foot, and wondered to myself whether Geisi had dressed the 
part as does Madame Fubsch-Madi, — who certainly ** embodies 
the character’^ in the most ample manner,— and whether Signor 
Mabio made as boyish a Oennaro as does Signor Havelli. 1 
like Signor NAVABBrpri as the Duca. ^ But how difficult for any 
couple to play the great poison scene without drifting unconsciously 
into the fine old and very mellow-dramatic style of the palmiest days 
of the Yictorian Theayter, which the burlesquers of half a century 
ago— I mean Gubebt a Beckett, Albbbt Smith, and the Bboughs 
for example— scotched, and which H. J. Btboh, and later burlesque 
writers, MUed. So there are uses even in burlesque. 

Tuesday, 15.— There could not be a stronger contrast in appear- 
ance between Madame Nobdica, as Carmen, and Miss McInttbb as 

Micha^a, 

playing and singing the part like the genuine artiste she is. M. 
ETiENisrE UE Reims, as Don Jose the soldier, was excellent as far 
as the acting went — about the most dramatic Jose I Ve seen— but 
in singing he was what any siUy lover of Carmen would naturally 
be, “ a little fiat.^* With the JSscamillio of Signor Del Fttemte 1 
was, like the Toreador himself, quite “ contentoJ^ The encores, 
which weren’t taken, the bouquets that were, and the applause 
on all hands quite recalled the ‘‘ palmy days of Covent Garden 
Opera. In those palmy days the palms were white- gloved ; perhaps 
the applause was not so real as now, when there is “very little 
kid ” about it. 

Thursday, 17, — Y ebdi’s Traviata, Favourable verdict on Yebui 
emphasised and Anglo-Italicised, The opera has never been so per- 
fectly placed on the stage. To-night, under the personal superin- 
tendence of Augustus Dbubiolaitus principals and chorus looked 
thoroughly Harris’d, hut not in the least distressed. Miss Ella 
Russell as Violetta, the suffering soprano, was charming, and 
physiologically looked anything but consumptive ; but she was, and 
frequently I felt inclined to hand her up a box of cough lozenges 
instead of a bouquet. ^ Once in the course of the evening, her chair, 
overcome by the weight of woe, gave way, and poor Violetta 
was more upset than ever. Mr. Rakueggeb conducted himself 
and the orchestra most properly. M. D’Ahubade was old daddy 
Germont, melodious but prosy ; and Signor Ravelli was Germont 
junior, dear little Alfredo, the tender tenor. The opera went off with 
great eclat-^B, fact due, among other causes, to the amount of powder I 
used in the piece. The supper scene was superb. The Realistic Drama I 
could no further go, for there was real supper, which the chorus and i 
supper-numeraries were really eating : and there was no sham about 
the^‘ cham” itself, which was real, and which they were really drink- 
ing. No doubt it was Pommery ’74— not iced, as the had Boulangerites 
had it, for Augustus Dbubiolaitus doesn’t do the thing by halves 
when he goes in for it, and there are one or two on the Operatic 
Organising Committee who know good wine when they taste it. I 
Perhaps the Organising Committee were among the chorus on this | 
occasion. Lucky dogs ! On the nights that the Prince and Princess | 


and the Princesses of Wales have been present the Royal Party set 
a notable example of punctuality which was followed at a vary 
















<*Not for Jos5.*’ 


Wanted. — Several strong Muscular Musicians in Orchestra, to assist in 
handing up the gigantic burden of Flowery Tributes to Prime Donne. | 

respectful distance by rank and fashion, which still consider it the 
correct thing to arrive as lata as possible. Why P 
Saturday, 19. — Brilliant house, crowded. Brilliant stage too. 
Everybody brilliant, except M. Debeimb as Faust, Albahi the 
great attraction, in magnificent voice, looked sweet, took encore for 
Jewel Song^^ and all the bouquets. Signor Navaba made a sub- i 
stantial Mephistopheles, to whom a course of Turkish baths might | 
he of considerable service. Not difficult for Mephistopheles to get 
such a thing. To epigrammatically describe him, taken in this 
costume, I should say ne was “rough and reddy.” End of first j 
week, the successes having been Mdmes. Albauz, Noi^ica, Tbebelli, i 
Miss McTnttbe, and Mise-‘en-scene. Delighted with hit made by ! 
the puir Scotch lassie in Italian Opera, as I sign myself ’ 

McAboni. 

THE HANGLODANNISH XHIBISHTJN. 

With that usual good luck as allers ateuds the owdacious, I has 


you gets a hopeniug, make the most of it,” an I did so, and ailwiss 
shall do so, and ave done so. 

Who hever heard of Mr. Sammoh till about a munth ago, and who 
won’t have heard of him in about another week? It appears that a 
Mr. Sammok, who is the babel Secretary of The Inkurahels (a nobel 
charrity), was a sailing along close to the City of Denmark when it 
suddenly struck him that as they was wery much in want of a lot of 
money for the nobel hinstitution afoursaid, what a grand idear it 
wood he to hinjuice sum of the poor hut most clean looking people as 
he was a passing by iu his ship, to cum over to hold England and 
bring their tidy cottages with 'em, jest to show ns what a nice set 
they was where our Princess of Whales came from. 

He had plenty of time to think hont his nobel idea while he was a 
tumbling about in the Danish Sea, and dreckly he cum home he 
set to work and, with the abel asistance of Mr. Tbundlb, who 
heverybody nose, we now sees the grand results. And a most 
hdnteresting site it is. Ah, if all our own pore English and Irish 
Labourers had such nice neat and clean cottages to live in, what an 
appy lot woud there’s be I 

But of course that ain’t the only site for to see. Why there’s a 
spessimen of how they travels up and down their snowy mountains 
in that partiekler eold country as makes you amost warm ony to look 
at. Up hiU.and down dale they gos like a flash of lightning, and I 
didn’t see one single sole tumbel off. And then they have brought 
over with ’em a sample of their sno mountings themselves as is jest 
like life, and which was so jolly reel that on the nite of the lust 
hopening that it quite sJcounnted not “for the milk in the Eoko | 
nut,” as the sayin is, but for the air outside witch was pennytrating, 
an 1 could have wisht it warmer. I ’ve got roomytizum since, but 
more in my nex, Robbbt, 

“ Dieficulties oh Epsom Downs ” !— Yery “ Strange ” I 
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HAPPY THOUGHT BY OUR SMALL AND EARLY IMPRESSIONIST. 





THE BEAK AND THE BOARD. 

“ Mb. Montagu Williams said he had made an invariable rule while he 
was at Woolwich never to have these School Board commitments enforced 
without his sanction. Half the time the poor creatures were nearly destitute, 
and he would not have their homes sold over their heads if he could help it. His 
instructions in future to the warrant-officers of this Court were, that he should 
be consulted before any distress- warrant was put in force .*’ — iDaily News, 


OUR ADVERTISERS^ 

Sweating System Clothing Manyvaotitrsiui and Others. 
fJlHE HAPPY DUCHESS JACKET. 

HE HAPPY DUCHESS JACKET. - This unique article of 
fashionable female attire, though offered by highly respectable 
West-End firms to their customers at prices, ranging according to 
style and material, from one guinea np to twenty, is, owing to the 
fact that five middlemen each in turn extract a profit out of the 
process of its prodnction, ultimately supplied by the worker in the 
East-End slum where it is made at a cost of sevenpence halfpenny. 

T he happy duchess jacket is worn with satisfaction by 

the light-hearted pnrohaser in Belgravia. 

T he happy duchess jacket is the prodnct of the labour 

of the starving Heedlewomau at Mile End. 

T he happy duchess jacket comes fresh from the fever- 
stricken home. 

HE HAPPY DUCHESS JACKET is toiled at through long and 
weary hours, from sunrise to midnight, in the Sweater’s den, 

T he happy duchess jacket is stitched with the sighs of 

blank and hopeless despair. 

T he happy duchess jacket is trimmed with indescribable 

human suffering. 


When the poor and oppressed a true champion would seek, 
They find the rigrht man in the brave Wandsworth Beak, 

Who from bearding the biggest of Boards will not blench. 
What a joy to see heart and sound sense on the Bench I 
A “ poorly-clad woman ” to poverty tied 
By “ several children ” to Williams applied, 

A runaway husband had left her to fight 

Life’s battle— and School-Boards— alone. Sorry sight I 

And the poor soul was fined, by a cast-iron rule, 

For the crime of not sending her children to School I 
“ Her poor little home must he seized for the fine,” 

With a sequel humanity dreads to divine. 

Still, of course Law is Law ; she must stump up the tin, 

Or— but here Mr. Montagu Williams steps in, 

In the resolute fashion for wbicb he is famed, 

And Justice this time is not utterly shamed. 

The Beak braves the Board ; how the Board loves the Beak 
They may find out perchance who ’ve a fancy to seek. 

“ A fortnight to pay,” says this Beak of sound brain, 

“ And if still you ’re hard up, why, just come here again 1 1 ” 
Then he adds words of wisdom, as printed above. 

Now if there ’s one mixture Punch really does love. 

It ’s a “ blend ” of sound sens^ and warm heart and good pluck. 
Bravo, Monty Williams I Here ’s wishinsr you luck 
In your manly crusade, on behalf of poor Want, 

Against cruelty, cast-iron rule, and Mieer cant I • 


THE -BOYS AND THE BENCH. 

Hespeotissime Editor, — ^Aliqua tempora vidi in tuis exoellen- 
tibus columnis epistolas de Tommio, Etonensi puero. Hmc circum- 
stantia est menm exons'^ nunc, et faeit me audacem soribere ad te 
de subjeoto pugnarum inter pueros ad soholas. Exousa errores in 
meo Latino, quia scribo hoc sub difficultibus, id est, quum noster 
Magister non habet snnm oenlum super me. 

Yicinua puer (quern pugnabam duos dies ante hoc, et qui est 
tonans bonus socius, quamquam dedit mibi sanguinolentnm nasum, 
et bungavit ambo meos oculos) juvat me cum verbo quum sum in 
dnbitatione. Twiggisne ? 

Bene, nuUnm dubium tu vidisti vere nobiles sentimentes Ma- 
gistri Paget, alio die (proximum ad unam mensem transitam, — ^nt 
cum puto), ad Hammersmith PoUoitam Curiam. Dixit ad pedagogum, 
qui lixerat (bestia !) duos pueros qui pugnabant, ut est propria et 
Anglica et virilis res pro pueris settlere suas disputationes in hoc 
modo ; et, sum joUiter felix dicere, mulctavit pedagogum deoem 
libras pro sua harbaritate. " Paget pro semper I Si non pugnamus 
cum fistibus, quid sumus facere, amem noscere P Habere duellos 
cum ensibus vel pistolis ? Mala forma, illud ! Aut facere nihil ? 
In illo oasn, “ fungar vice funki” (quotatio de Latino Urammario). 

Debeo cessare, quia Magister fit oereus, et non sum certus ut ille 
non maculavit me. Sum Engbeiensis, et nos omnes veneramus 
ToMMitTM Brownum, qui, oonsule Arnoldo, pugnabat cum Flash- 
m.ann6, bnUio, olim, in quieto paxvo loco juxta mnmm CapeUi. Hie 
est qua mea pugua prehendit locum, et eram jolliter lictus, admitto, 
sed nunc non euro. Yale I Magister venit base via. Sic solum 
dicam, ut Paget est trumpus, et homo pro mea pecuuia. 

Sehhla^DomuSi Id. Apr. Peter Pctgnaz. 


T he happy duchess jacket is fashioned amidst the 

a gonies of appalling domestic privation. 

T he happy duchess jacket is finished under the strain- 

ing of tear-blinded eyes. 

T he happy duchess jacket is brought in completed by 
hands the aching fingers of which have, in the process of its 
making, been worked to the bone. 

T he happy duchess jacket is the outcome of that firmly 
established White Slavery on which the smooth working of 
existing economic laws enables the Sweater comfortably to fatten. _ 

T he happy duchess jacket might cause the thoughtful 

wearer acquainted with the history of its manufacture to 
shudder. 

T he happy duchess jacket is stiU, however, displayed in 
the windows of fashionable West End shoijs, and continuing to 
attract a bevy of light-hearted customers. Spite the fact that its 
original cost is daily being paid for in blood-money, it is much 
admired and in constant and increasing demand. 

rjIHE CHUECHYAED OYEECOAT. 

HE CHUECHYAED OYEECOAT. — This stylish Novelty, 
owing, as it does, its attractive and appropriate title to the 
fact that the grinding and miserable pittance paid for its production 
entails starvation, premature disease, and death, on most of the 
miserably straggling wretches who are engaged in the work, is now 
being supplied by enterprising Middlemen, to well-known West-End 
Tailoring Emporiums, in large quantities. 

T he CHUECHYAED OYEECOAT is patronised largely by the 
dashing City Clerk, who,; solely anxious to obtain a Showy 
Article at a cheap figure, is callous alike as to its origin and 
antecedents, 

T he CHUECHYAED OYEECOAT is occasionally purchased by 
the totally unsuspecting Member of Parliament. 

T he CHUECHYAED OYEECOAT has even been supplied by 
his highly respectable West-End tailor to the quite unconscious 
Peer, who has worn it conspicuously iu the Upper House of the 
Legislature. 

T he CHUECHYAED OYEECOAT is being turned out daily 
at the East-Eud, in the midst of misery and death, and is pro- 
viding the usual middlemen with a handsome profit, hut, owing to 
the starvation price that is paid for its production, it can be offered 
to the trade at a figure that will enable them, in dealing with it, to 
do a highly lucrative business. 

T he CHUECHYAED OYEECOAT. -Noticr.— T he Master- 
Sweater, who offers the above-named unique Novelty, is prepared 
to supply the trade with The Coffin Trouser^ and the Undertaker 
Tweed Suit^ manufactured on the same system. 

E AST-END ELYSIUM. — An Employer of Slave labour, greedy 
for a little extra profit, wishes to hear from PoUsk Jews, 
Eussian Outcasts, and other Greeners, who believe that the above 
may be met with in a working day of 19 hours, at a wage of fi 7 e- 
and-sixpence a week. 
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THE LATEST NOVELTY IN PETS. 

UneU Joseph {juiA hoiMfrom IniiaX "Tbh mb, IiAttea, who’s that BEAHTurtri. Ladt walhiho with tohno Peinob Paul ot 
Geeolstein! Some (Jjujm Dvoebss, I shtposb, feom the Homaob they eb all payino to hee ! 

Fair Enthusiast. “Oh no I it’s Miss Ooedelia P, Van Sceomp, thb Ambeioan Sipplsusb. She whistles ' Es s J.Lt bi 9 BT 
WBEE roB Kbow Ear, bet tov’vb eoi to Eifow bib fust!’ quite E/mEir — with fourteen original Vaeiations. Oh, you 

SHOULD SSAR HER. XJnOLB JOSEPH 1 — 


“ THE UNPROTECTED PEMALE ” ! 

Queen of the Sea 1 She stands, 

Calm front, and clenched hands 
Knit on that best of brands, 

Stainless, unfailing, 

Whilst through the murky air 
Thickening around her there 
Break sounds of Party blare. 

Riot and railing. 

Queen of the Sea I How long ? 
Steadfast she stands and strong. 

Who dares to offer wrong 
To Britomartis f 
Tes ; there *s a voice that cries 
lohabodl Plaints arise 
Doubting her destinies, — 

Plaints of the Parties I 

These hears she, oft has heard, 

Nerves still and pulse unstirred. 
Croaks of that boding bird, 

Eaction^s hoarse raven, 

Shake not her heart nor charm 
Force from her potent arm, 

Breed not a base alarm. 

Causeless and craven. 

Yet round her path arise 
Portents and prodigies. 

Which wise and watchful eyes 

Must mark and measure. 
Calm though her heart, and large, 
Stout must be steel and targe 
Of her wbo hath in charge 
So rare a treasure. 


Storm-clouds are gathered rouud, 

And from earth’s broadest bound 
Break thunders and a sound 

Of wild winds wailing. 

Foes muster, whom to face 
She every nerve must brace, 

Arm, and her ramparts face, 

Watchful, unfailing. 

What is this wreck around 
Cumbering the littered ground ? 

Blades broken, mail unsound, 
Sea-hulks unready ! 

Thus do her servants wait 
On her imperial state ? 

Shall she he found, though great, 
Faint and unready P 

Shall she, though unafraid, 

With patriot zeal arrayed, 

By her own sons, betrayed, 

At ’vantage taken, 

Bcj at the time of test, 

Driven to vail her crest, 

Beaten, or, at the best, 

Sore shamed and shaken f 

Shame, unexampled shame. 

Shall smirch the Warder’s name 
Who risks her power and fame, 
Careless watch keeping ; 
Letting her armour rust. 

Trailing her ff ag in dust, 

Whilst past the ward we trust 

Armed foes are creeping 1 

Wake ! W atoh I But as for fright ?- 
Nay I Stands she day and night. 


Love-axmed, with eyes alight, 

Calm and collected. ' 

Eng] and ’ s still patriot I 
Hearts at delay wax hot ; 

But, while we ’ve hearts, she ’s not 
All “ Unprotected.” 

The Sunday Times^ which is going ahead 
(with a Hatton), now gives most useful hints 
as to how to spend the^ day well, beg innin g 
with church and ending with recreation,' 
Railway time-tables, where to go, and how to 
go it, all there for the benefit oi the Cheerful 
Sunday Observance Society. Prosit. “ Good 
Old Sunday Times I ” 

The Baconian Theort.— Did Bacon write 
The Merchant of Venice f The natural anti- 
Hehraio spirit which the very name of Bacon 
suggests affords a clue. Be this as it may, 
its author must have been accustomed ■ to 
Parliamentary Bine Books, as is evident from 
the pswsage, ‘‘ Are yon Hansard now ? ” 

The First Number of Mr, Harry Qtjilter’ s 
Universal Review jnst^'out. We have not 
yet had time to open it, hut the inside ought 
to be brilliantly written, if only to corre- 
spond with the outside, which is brilliantly red. 

Art Query, — ^Mrs, Rahsbotham: admires 
Mr. Alha-Tadema’s pictures immensely. 
She pronounces his name “Allmar Todaymar,” 
• and wishes to know if he is still a foreigner, 
or a neutralised Englishman. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


BXTKAOTBD BBOM 


THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Monday Nighty May 14.— Lively night in 
both Honses. In Lords, Our Only General replied to Markiss’s 
attack of Friday last. Explained that when at the famous Pendee 
dinner he had spoken of English Statesmen as ** deprived of the 
manly honesty whioh was once their charaoteristio,” and as being 
“ influenced by a low and vicious standard of morality,” had not 
meant anything personally oflensive to present Government. Refer- 
ence, in fact, rather meant to he complimentary. As to what he had 
said on state of Army and Havy, that he stuck to. Markiss thought 
apology very handsome. AU ended happily. 

In Commons, Solicitor-General for Ireland delivered striking 


I speech in debate on Tm Heaxy’s Privilege Motion, Irish Members 
say that before he came to House, Solicitor-General had honest Irish 
brogue. Now, struggling against suspicion, has hit upon most 
remarkable pron^ciation heard since Dundreary Peerage extinct. 
Leading peculiarity is to pronounce “ er ” as if spelled ** the 
syllable being delivered with sort of explosion like drawing a tight 
cork. Took verbatim note of opening sentences of to-night’s speech. 
Naturally resolve themselves into poetic form 
Mr. Deputy Speaka^dJA, 

The hon. and learned M.mCoawh 

Has taken advantage of the reading of this \e\Aawh 

To suggest that the wniawh 

Has been concerned in the &c. 

House began to titter. . Deputy-Speakaw?^ openly laughed at hon. 
and learned Meinbau^A, By time flf th line m poem was reached, 
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Solicitor- General, red as tnrkey-cock, gazed angrily round hilarious 
House, wondering what was the meaning of this unseemly laughtaioA. 

Debate incidentally furnished Habcotjrt with opportunity for 
paying off old scores. Question of privilege arose on letter from 
resident Magistrate announcing John Dillon’s conviction “for 
taking part in the Plan of Campaign.” Tim Healy demurred to 
this way of putting it. “Taking part in Plan of Campaign,” he 
said, “ not offence known to law.” Goest put up to endeavour to 
get Government out of this fresh hole, dug by irrepressible resident 
Magistrate, Said Magistrate had simply “adopted popular language 
intelligible to the Speaker,” Haecottet quickly saw opportunity, 
and made most of it. Has an accumulated debt against Cotjetney, 
who, as Deputy Speaker, has more than once called him to order. 
Paid him off now. 

“ Sir,” he said, turning to Courtney, “ this is a pretty defence. 
The Under Secretary for India says that letter was eonobed in 
popular language likely to be intelligible to you. This insult is 
offered to the House of Commons in order to meet the feebleness of 
the comprehension of the Deputy Speaker.” 

Courtney squirmed, hut could say nothing. No mistaking triumph 
of Haecouet’s tone, or intention of his gestures. But perfectly in 
order. Courtney accordingly could only smile, and smile, and be a 
Deputy Speakat^;^. 

Business done* — King - Harman Relief Bill in Committee. 
Heneage’s Amendment, charging salary on revenues of Lord-Lieu- 
tenant and Chief- Secretary rejected by majority of eight in House 
of 374; dangerously narrow t queak. 

Tuesday Closure reached its climax. Climbed up pretty 

well when Joseph Gillis at critical moment shut up Old Morality. 
To-night Sage of Queen Anne’s Gate closured Beablaugh. Junior 
Member for Northampton rising to continue debate on Motion giving 
precedence to Imperial Defence Bill ; Senior Member for Northampton 
moved question be now put. Put it was, and Beablaugh peremp- 
torily shut up. Coolness since sprung up between these eminent 
statesmen which may have important effects on history of England. 

Sitting sharply divided into two epochs. First with crowded 
benches, animated speeches, resounding cheers and counter-cheers, 
discussed order of business with special reference to King-Harman 
Relief Bill, Epoch second : empty benches ; Old Morality on his 
legs; dead silence, broken only by rustle of yawns. Subject under 
discussion, Imperial Defences, and expenditure of Three Millions and 
a Half sterling. 

House doesn’t do this sort of thing by halves. Makes no pretence 
of preference for business. Soon as ever fireworks over and work 
began, benches cleared. House so 
empty that, whilst Price was discus- 
sing proposals for convoying merchant 
fleets in time of war, House nearly 

Depressing effect upon Bobby Seen- 
CEE. Bobby’s gay young life been 
changed by iron hand ()f iate. Went 
to bed one night a frivolous 

flutterer around the Parlia- - 

mentary flower - garden ; i7 

awoke next morning a serious u ‘7^’ 

politician. Duke of West- M 

MINSTER did it. Asked Bobby 
to dinner on a Wednesday. 

Bobby occupied Tuesday m 
dining at Eighty Club with 

Parnell, Hearing this, Doke ||jl\ W'iM \ 

formally withdraws invita- ||| | \ i 

tion. The babbling current ||[|| p ^ \ 

of Bobby’s life changed. |||| \ t/ T ^LA 

Thinks of lowering his collar M||(j) 

and growing a beard. Has w/]/ / J 

already abandoned pretty ^ , Wl / ^ 

trick of turning np his trou- m\ 

sers over spotless patent ^ ] 

leather hoots, and has bought f - —^1^ 

an umbrella suited to changed 

circumstances. ^ . 

“AU very weU,” he says, A Benous Politician. 

“ in days of my youth, when I was what I may call an Irresponsible 
Butterfly. Now, when it has become a question of State where I 
dine, and ducal dovecotes are fluttered at sound of the name of a 
fellow guest, must behave as such,” 

Pity the Duke took it that way. Was always such a pleasant 
thing to have Bobby buzzing around, convoying his noble brother 
about the House, standing him a bun and a glass of sherry at the 
bar, keeping Glabstone well informed on the current of public 
opinion, and with aU the cares of a division sitting lightly on his 
young shoulders. As 'Haecouet says, “ One must needs be a Duke 
to take Bobby seriously.” 

Business In Committee on Imperial Defence Bill. 

Wednesday* — Met Joseph Gillis leaving House early. Says 
he ’s going to dine to-night at house dinner, National Liberal Club, 
Going home to dress. Bought an orchid to wear in button-hole. 
Doesn’t see why Chamberlain should have 
all the good things. Lord Spencer, K.G,, 
to be in the Chair ; Tay Pay in Vice-Chair. 

“ What a happy combination ! ” I said. 

“ Suppose it ’s arranged to do special honour J 

to Spenc er ? ' ’ 

“No,” said Joseph Gillis, gently but 
firmly, opening orchid with his forefinger. 

“ Fact is, some talk of National Liberal 

Club being hard up. So they invited Spen- 
CEE to preside, with Tay Pay in Vice-Chair, ,j 

to show they can make both ends meet.” 1 

Business done*— 'J esse Coblings— Cob- 
LINGS the friend of th e Agricultural Labourer 
not Glabstone— moved Second Reading of \ 

Small Holdings Bill. Conservatives much \ 

interested in Bill ; discussed it so earnestly S 

that Muntz talked it out. / 

Thursday* — Courtnbt’s early training / 

stands him in good stead. (Not generally 
known, I think, Chairman of Committees / p 
brought up for stage. Rather promising 

Itoineo*) His great feat of quick changing ^ 

already noted. Now, in absence of Spea kee, \ 

doubles his part every night. Takes the \ 

Chair when the House meets; sits there \ ly 

through questions ; when House gets into K Wy XI r 

Committee, steps down to place at table, h 

and offioiates as Chairman of Committtes. 

Great hit of the evening is, when, as j -i. 

Chairman of Committees, he reports pro- lalkeditout. 

gress to himself as Deputy Chairman. Usual thing, when pro- 
gress reported, for Speaker to bo brought in. Takes the Chair, 
Chairman of Committees stands at his right hand, and reports 
progress. In doubling part, Courtney has first to get himself into 
Chair as Deputy Chairman, and then, standing at his own right hand 
as Chairman of Committees, report progress. How it is done secret, 
like his famous feat of changing his dress behind Speaker ’s chair. 
But ’tis well done, and quickly. Since Dr. Blimher's eldest pupil 
used to write letters addressed to “P. Toots, Esq., Brighton, Sussex,” 
nothing been seen like Courtney reporting progress to ’himself. 

Summers, who has grown quite desperate since John Bright 
attacked him for his appearance at Huddersfield side by side 
with T. D. Sullivan, had Balfour up. Balfour, having a 
holiday on Wednesday night, went out to make a speech. Inci- 
dentally alluded to C(>roner’s Jury at Mitohelstown as “corrupt.” 
Summers challenges him with this. Balfour apologetic. Not 

certain he used the word, or if he 

did, didn’t mean it. Hopes House / ^ 

will accept his correction. 

“When he said Jury was cor- > r \ 

rapt, he meant to say that it was 
incompetent and worthless.” 

^That^ makes it so much nicer 

asked him wl^t he meant 

blockhead/ said Johnson, 

Business done* — Trifle 
g-e^Four Millioim and a ^ 

ers’ Liability Bill y 

House met at / 

Two. Needn’t have met ^ 0 

at all, only for the cus- ^ 

sedness of Conybeare. 

Members, being there, Leadmg the way. 

talked. Kept thing going as long as possible, and then happily dried up. 

Business done*— 'OS. for Whitsun Holidays, Smith Wright leading 
the way. Sergeant-at-Arms chalks up on door, “ Back again in an 
hour.” Only his fun. Really shan’t be baek till Slat ; but notice 
looks as if we weren’t neglecting business. 


IISOTICE. — Bejected Comsutmications or Goutributious, wjietiier MS., Printed Matter, Brawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception. 
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BAROMETRE POLITIQUE. 


TO W. G. 

{By an Old Admirer.) 

[Mr. W. G. Grace, playing at Brigliton last week, made a 
score of 215 runs.] 

Oh^ "W*. Gm tireless W. G., 

More power to your elbow I although one can see 
Your foes hardly wished that at Brighton. 

How many— at forty— could pile such a score ? 

But yom — ^may you do it a hundred times more, 

My black-bearded cricketmg Titan I 
Two hundred and fifteen ! Some thundering thumps 
The ball must have had whilst you stood at the stumps 
Till the trundlers despaired of your wicket. 

Ho wonder they call you, in jubilant glee, 

And after another great W» G., 

The very “ &and Old Man ” of Cricket ! [error 1 
Well, WiLLrAM, there ^s work for you. friend, and no 
There’s Fesbis, the Fiend,^ and there’s Tubneb, the 
Are liokinff our Counties like winking. [Terror, 
Their pitch, ana their pace, and their break seem to 
fiurry 

The best of our batsmen from Yorkshire or Surrey ; 

That ’s scarce to your taste I am thinking. 

I ’m sure, my dew W. G., you’re a yearner 

To “ collar ” smart Fbbbis, and score off of Tubneb, 

And thump for three figures the pair of ’em. 

Well, when you next meet may you fiog ’em like fun. 
For it ’s time my swart Titan that soTnetking was done 
To lessen the funk and the scare of ’em. 

The Cornstalks are rattlers, my WiiniAM, all round ; 

As bowlers they ’re smart and as batsman they ’re sound, 
As good as they make ’em, or pick ’em. 

But, Wr LUAM , my champion, although we may feel 
They ’re brothers m breed, foemen worthy our steel, 

Our duty’s to love, laud— and lick ’em I 


THE DIA.EY OE A NOBODY. 

April 9. — Commenced the morning badly. The butcher whom we decided 
not to arrange with, called and blackguarded me in the most uncalled-for 
manner. He began by abusing me, and saying he did not want my custom. I 
simply said, “ Then what are you making all tins fuss about it for?” and he 
shouted out at the top of his voice so that all the neighbours could hear, “ Pah, 
go along ,• ugh I I could buy up ‘things’ like you by the’ dozen I” I shut the 
door, and was giving Cabbie to understand that this disgraceful scene was 
ptirely her fault, when there was a violent kickmg at the door, enough to 
break the panels. It was the black^nard butcher again, who said he had out 
his foot over the scraper, and would immediately bring an action against me. 
Cmled at F abme bson’s, the ironmonger, on my way to town, and gave hiTvi the 
job of moving the scraper, thinking it scarcely worth while to trouble the land- 
lord with’ snch a trifling matter. Arrived home tired and worried. Planted 
some mustard and cress and radishes, and went to bed at nine. 

April 10. — Fa b m e bson came round to attend to the scraper himself. He 
seems a very civil fellow. He says he does not usually conduct such small 
jobs personally, hut for mo he would do so. I thanked Mm and went to town. 
It is disgraceful how late some of the young clerks are at arriving. I told 
tMee of them that i£ Mr. Pbbihtpb, the principal, heard of it, they might be 
discharged. Pitt, a monkey of seventeen who has only been with us six weeks, 
told me “to keep my hair on I” I informed him I had had the honour of 
being m the firm twenty years, to which he insolently replied that I “looked 
it.” I gave him an indignant look and said, “ I demand from yon some 
respect, Sir.’’ He replied, “All right, go on demanding.” I would not 
argue with him any further ; you cannot argue with people like that. In the 
evening Gowing called and repeated his complaint about the smell of paint. 
Gotting is sometimes very tedious with his remarks, and not always cautions ; 
and Cabbie once very properly reminded him that she was present. 

April 11.— Mustard and cress and radishes not come up yet. To-day was 
a day of annoyances. I missed the guarter-to-nine ’bus to the City, through 
having words with the grocer’s boy, who for the second time had the imper- 
tinence to bring Ms basket to the hall-door, and leaving the marks of Ms dirty 
boots on the fresh-cleaned door-steps. He said he had knocked at the side 
door with Ms knuckles for a quarter of an hour. I knew Sabah, our servant, 
could not hear tMs as she was upstairs doing the bedrooms, and asked the boy 
why he did not^ rin^ the bell ? He replied that he did pnU the hell, but the 
handle came ofi in his hand. I was half an hour late at the office, a thing that 
has never happened to me before. There has recently been much irregMarity 
in the attendance of the clerks, and Mr. Pbbxutp, onr principal, unfortunately 
chose this very morning to pounce down upon ns early. Someone had given 
the tip to the others ; the result was that I was the only one late of the lot. 
Buckling, one of the senior clerks, was a brick, and I was saved by his inter- 
vention. ^ As I passed by Pitt’s desk, I heard Mm remark to his neighbour, 
“ How disgracefully late some of the head clerks arrive.” This was of course 
meant for me. I treated the observation with silence, simply giving him a look 
which unfortunately had the effect of making both of the clerks laugh. 
Thought afterwards it would have been more dignified if I had pretended not to 
have heard him at all. Cummings called in evening, and we played dominoes. 

A^ril 12. — ^Mustard and cress and radishes not come up yet. Left Fabmbbson 
repairing the scraper, but when I came home found three men working, I ask the 
meaning of it, and Fabmebson said that in making afresh hole he hadpenetrated 
the gas-pipe. He said it was a most ridiculous place to put the gas-pipe, and the 
man who did it evidently knew nothing about Ms business. I felt Ms excuse 
was no consolation for the expense I shall he put to. In the evening, after 
tea, Gowing dropped in, and we had a smoke together in the breakfast parlour. 
Cabbie joined us later, but did not stay long, saying the smoke was too much 
for her. It was also rather too much for me, for Gowing had given me what he 
called a green ci^ar, one that his friend Shoemach had just brought over from 
America. The cigar didn’t look green, but I fancy 1 must have done so, for when 
I had smoked a little more than half, I was obliged to retire on the pretext of 
telling Sabah to bring in the glasses. I took a walk round the garden three or 
four times, feeling the need of fresh air. On returning Gowing noticed I was 
not smoking ; offered me another cigar, wMch I politely declined. Gowing began 
Ms usual sniffing, so, anticipating him, I said, “Yon’ re not going to complain of 
the smeU of paint again ? ” He said, ‘ ‘ No, not tMs time ; but I ’ll tell you what 
— I distinctly smell dry rot.” I don’t often make jokes, but I replied, “ You’re 
talking a lot of dry rot yourself.” I could not help roaring at this, and Cabbte 
said her sides quite ached with laughter. I never was so immensely tickled by 
anything I have ever said before. I actually woke up twice during the mght and 
laughed till the bed shook. 


Bad StxIiE. — “ If there is one thing more than another irrigates me,” says 
Mrs. Bam, “it’s to see people mixing their tongues.” She instances the 
familiar quotation, “ Chacun a son gout.” “ Why not put it all in French, or 
all in English? Or, if this medley of languages must be used, why not say, 
‘ Chacun a son rheumatism,’ or ‘ Chacun a son neuralgia ’ ? ” These com- 
plaints, Mrs. R. affirms, are quite as common as gout. 


Pbopositions and Ridebs.— Why not make a few rides under the shady trees 
through Rensington Gardens, and ooimeet Rensington with Bayswater P Who 
objects ? Whv not more Rotten Rows across Park, from Park Lane side to 
Bayswater ? Who can cut these Gordian Why-Nots ? “ Geobge Ranges ” ? 
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MR. PUNCH'S GREAT DERBY CRYPTOGRAM. 

D oS'isrBXi.T be — depblogistioated ! His 
** Mammoth Mare’s Nest” [as the Spectator 

ft oallsUt) is very small 
potatoes indeed com- 
pared with an idea 
which struck Mr, 
Punch, Mr. Don- 
nelly labours 
through some thou- 
sand pages to prove 
that Bacon wrote 
Shakspeare, and hid 
an avowal of the fact 
something more than 
“ fathom deep ” in 
the arithmetical fog 
of folios. And hardly anybody will read 
him. Mr, Punchy who has a free pass to the 
Shades, hit upon the splendid notion of get- 
ting Bacon and Shakspeaee to collaborate 
in an article for his pages, which should 
contain as a veritable “open secret” the 
name of the Derby Winner for 1888 1 1 ! 
And everybody will read—and profit by — 
him. Here ’s the result I 
If all Mr, Punches readers after its perusal 
don’t win piles oft the coming race— but 
there, they are Punch! e readers, which of 
coprse means that they are the wisest, 
brightest, but nxit meanest of mankind. The 
boxes of Cabanas and cases of ’74 Champagne 
which will crowd Mr, Punch e sanctum for 
some days after the Derby, will sufficiently 
demonstrate that I Bacon begins 

ON RACINO. 

As Racing hath pertinently been entitled 
“ the Bport of Kings,” so might it with e<iual 
fitness be called “ the King of Sports.” Youth 


A TRYING MOMENT, 

Little Smuggyns. “ Mr Danob I ” 


loveth it, manhood rejoioeth in it, and age 
gossipeth thereof by the chimney-comer. 
Racing, like Love, levelleth all. Shopboy and 
Prince are at one in interest and in hojoe on 
one day at least of the year. “ How not r ” as 
the interlocutors of SocaiATES have a habit of 
asking. It is the Day when the Derby is run ! 
Regiomontantts’s prediction, “ Octogesimus- 
octavus mirabilis annus^^ (Eighty-eight a won- 
derful year) will be fulfilled. Eighty-eight 
hath produced this prophecy, and the equine 
wonder— and winner — whose name it enig- 
matically enshrineth. As to betting on horse- 
races,— marry, there ’s the rub I 
To bet or not to bet, — ^that is the question. 

Whether ’tis nobler in a man to gobble 
The Derby luncheon without tempting fortune, 

Or take the odds upon a dark outsider, 

And 80 spoil one^s digestion. To punt — to plunge, 
No more ; and by one lucky bet to end 
The heartache and the thousand bills and bothers 
Poverty ’s heir to, — ’tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wished. To punt— to plunge ; — 

To plunge ! perchance to lose : — ay, there ’s the rub. 
For from that plunare what awful dreams may come 
When we have shuffled off our Derby togs, 

Must give us pause ; there ’s the consideration 
That makes us long for an infallible prophet ! 

For who would bear false “ tips ” of sporting touts, 
The Welsher’s wrong, the Advertiser’s snares, 

The pangs of backing wrong ’uns all the day, 

The insolence of bookies, and the spurns 
The patient juggins of the sharper takes. 

When he might winners spot and make his pile 
With a bare monkey ? Who would ever bear 
To fret and fume about a “ morning 'wire,” 

But that the off-chance of a stunning “ coup!* 
Some undiscovered “ System,” with whose use 
No chap can ever lose, puzzles the will, 

And makes us take Ihe bogus tips we have, 

Hoping for “ morals” that we know not of. 

Let tbe egregious Donnelly decipher this 
cryptogram, and decide, if he can, the respec- 


tive shares of “Sweet Will” and facile 
I Francis therein. A world charmed or hitten 
I by the new game of Cryptogram-hunting may, 



TEE WINNER SPOTTED ! 

(By our Lowther^Arcadim Artist ) 

an it please, share the profitable toil. Oh, really 
beautiful is this I Here lurks the winner I 
** Search narrowly the lines ! — ^they hold a treasure,” 
as Edgar Allan Poe hath it. Argal, ore oi \ 
opulence, bnliion beyond the dreams of avarice 
“ He concealed within ’t.” 

Search well the measure, i 

The words— the syllables ! Do not forget j 

The trivialest point, or you may lose your labour T ’ | 

And mind ye are not put off the scent of 
the veritable quarry by obvious herring- traUs, 
diverted from the true track by false clues I 
Aha I A cryptogram is naught that is not — 
cryptogramio. Ask Donnelly else. Not as 
the crow flieth, hut as the swallow wheeleth, 
wiWindeth through this lucre-yielding laby- 
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“OUTSIDE, SIR! OUTSIDE !« 

Mrs, Australia {to John Chinaman), “ I*va had quite enough of you ! ‘No Admittance/ — not even ‘On Business’ !’ 


rintli. Be e:^s riglit ready, yet may they miss without subtlety’s 
spectacles. Dark as nether Styx is the wood, mazy as ambient Avon 
is the track. Green moss or yellow bracken is there little, only 
sombre umbrage, gloomy as Bm-my-- Chree^ but through its boskage 
Cometh the Big Secret, and, like the Jahherwoch^ it “Burbles'^ as it 
comes.^ Go for B. It canH be wrong, B is second— in the Alphabet, 
in which A, of course, is first. The last shall be first. The real | 
one to back is the good animal long openly revealed, exoterically, I 
^ct, in this mystic script. First here, it wiU of course be first i 
at Epsom. See me reverse I In this way. Yonder real runner’ 
evidently bears winning or “ realising’^ colours 1 Can anything ever 
receive light as vividly evident, radiant, or clearly keen P 
That ^s clear enough, I hope. Do not holloa till you are out of the 
wood. But it’s in the wood amidst the fern that you will find the 


Winner. Wins (not whines) from the wood! That tip alone is 
worth all the money. Pray pile it— dear Mister or gentle Maim, — 
on this horse as heavily as you can. The van cannot be in the rear, 
nor my selection lose the race. It is “the only sure case among nine 
outsiders.” Don’t I evidently mean another nubibustio secret lucidly 
and not darkly to reveal ? 

« * # « * UK 

80 far the great clairvoyant Shades, now dropping from Baconian 
prose into Shakspearian verse ; anon even into contemporary verna- 
cular. Mr, Bunchy who does not, like Doitneilt, take ten years and 


it is done 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 

Monday 21*^.— GFreat excitement consequent upon anticipation of 
the rentrie of Mile. Seorid AnifOLDSON as Zerlina, and the appear- 
anoe of Miss McInttre as Donna JElvira. Everybody remembered 
what a charmingr performance that was 
last season with Miss Aenoldson in . \ 

the part, and M. Maxjkbl as the r - T 
Im-Maurel Don. Audience in state of ( _ ^ 

expectancy. House full by 8*15 in , S 
consequence of the Times having ' , ' . 

advertised the performance to com- ' 
mence at eight. Practical joke on part 

of Times at Wits-untied time. Opera \ ‘ 

really to begin at 8*30. In the lobby, 1 ^ 

AnousTUS Deueiolanus going along ^ TO I! 
full steam, his fine eye with frenzy ■( 

rolling. Evidently something’s up. Jm ij > 

What? The Curtain, probably. No. JmHk ‘ '■ 

“Miss McIntteb is like JBwAarc? the :' i ! 

Third^^ says Dkusiolanus, throwing W " ’ ' 

ofE ^his cares with a light laugh. ! 

Richard was ‘hoarse,’ you remember j if/ ' ''' 

so’s Miss McInttee.” He adds, V ' W 

“She can’t sing to-night,” and Dbueio- 1 m 

lANUS vanishes through a secret panel, I m ' 

Somebody, looking pale and small, i , 

appears before the Curtain. House Ijli'li, 

silent for a solo. The Pale and Small 
One on stage “ regrets” (thrill through " 

the audience) “ having to announce 

that Miss McIntyre cannot appear ” (damper all round, and people 
regarding one another doubtfuUv) ; “but, in order not to disappoint 
the public by putting off the Opera” — (audience much relieved!) 
— “ Mr. Harris ” — (Is he going to announce that Augustus Drueio- 
IlANUs will sing the part himself P Excitement I)— “ Mr. Harris has 
been fortunate enough to find the one person in London who can and 
will sing the part of Donna JElviraP^ (We breathe again! 
Wonderful person, Druriolanus ! We imagine him driving at fire- 
engine speed — perhaps on a fire-engine — all over London, routing up 


a bit, “ who, as a matter of fact ” (here he becomes quite confidential), 
“ has made a great success with this very part in St* Petersburgh” 
—with which encouraging announcement he pulls himself weU 
together, bows in a familiar but withal respectful manner to the 
audience, and retires amidst applause. 

“Name! Name I ” shout voices of inquisitive people, who insist on 
Rowing so much. Whereupon the Announcer returns at once, and 
in a pleasant, casual sort of way, apologises for having quite foreot 
to mention that the lady’s name is Rolla — ^Madame Rolia, ifibio 
Apologist seems as pleased with his second appearance, as if he had 
taken an encore. 

The name of Rolla suggests Pizarro^ Co9*a. and the child, in 
Sheridan’s old play. When Madame Rolla does appear, she is 
most heartily received by a grateful audience who thank her for 
having ‘‘kindly consented to oblige.” Pretty face, majestic presence, 
plays and sings admirably ; and how she fits into her place without a 
ireheareal is a mystery. Piquante Miss Arnoldson, charming as 
Zerlina, but Signor D’ Andrade (why not Irishise it as Dan 
Drady ?) too Hamletty for the gay Don. ^ He picks himself up over 
the immortal serenade, and the audience forgive and encore 
him vociferously. Everybody delighted with Signor Ravelli’s “ II 
m%o teeoro,^^ as also with the great trio of masks, before the Ball 
Room scene, with Mmes. Fursch-Madi, Rolla, and Signor 
Ravelli. Don Giovanni evidently had an eye for what Mr* Manta-- 
Uni would have called “ Demnition fine Duchesses,” for certainly 
the two cruelly-deceived ladies of title, as personated by Mmes. 
Eursch-Madi and Rolla, represent “ Quality and Quantity.” Miss 
JJcIntyrb wouldn’t have been half a Duchess compared with Madame 
EtTRSCH-Mpi. Signor Ciahri as funny as ever as Masetto ; Signor 
NATA^iNrs Leporello a trifie cumbrous. The Ball and supper 
magnificent. 

^together an eventful evening. I am particularly interested in 


are you? Q^ought you were all ears I ” Must be always on 
guwd with Wagstarb present)— but unfortunately a man in the 
stall 3 ust m front of me is all head and shoulders. If I sit up, I can’t 
see over him ; I can never see through him ; and he is of so restless a 
mspositmn, that he is either leaning to the left, to make remarks to 
lus neighboim, or swaying to the right, to obtain a particular view of 
the stage. When he moves to right, I move to left, and vice vered ; 
omy as I c^ot calculate on the exact moment of his changing 
his position, I can never once get more than a momentary glimpse 


of the stage. Finally give it np as a bad job. At last in the middle 
of the Second Act his head droops , . . thank Goodness, he sleeps, 
and I obtain an unintermpted view of stage. {Jffappy Thought 
suggestion for Druriolanus and Organising Committee, — ^Tall men 
oughtn’t to he admitted into front rows. Every opera-goer 
patronising the stalls should be measured for a ticket. AH the taU 
men at the back and the shortest in front.) 

Aiter Second Act great excitement. From the lobby I hear audi- 
ence making a noise. What has happened? Another apology? | 
I rush to staU entrance. What is it ? Anyone HI ? No. Only I 
first appearance this season of black oat. It crosses the stage, it 
visits three private boxes, and is at last kindly taken care of by a 

G entleman in the staUs. Wagstafe said he thought it was Katti 
iANNEr. Equanimity restored. As I have akeady remarked, “ An 
eventful evening,” and Miss McIntyre not missed. 

Tuesday, — Albani perfect as \Gilda in RigoUUo, Sad Opera 
Rigoletto, Melancholy finish always makes me unhappy. The 
Quartette in last Act of course encored^ and so was Signor Ratelli’s 
“ La Donne e Mobile, This is, up to now, the best thing Ravelli 
has done. Madame Zerpilli Yillani, the new contralto^ is likely to 
be popular. The choruses magnificent, and once more, as to the 
mise-en-8cene^ Druriolanus is outdoing himself. Another eventful 
night,— no bouquets 1 1 New departure, this. 

Thursday, — Madame Melba de-huted^ and Signor Cotogni 
rentri'd. Opera, Lucia di Lammermoor. Scotch Opera, — Miss 
McIntyre ought to have been iu it, but, as it is, Miss Melba from 
Melbourne (real name Arm'^teong, and “ more power to her elbow! ”) 
was a great success, Bou^Luets to-night. Scotch Chorus first- 
rate, and Scotch mist-en-scene admirably arranged by Augustus 
Haggis. Signor Ravelli (getting better and better histrionically) 
appeared as Edgars and sang his dying song like a swan. 

Saturday, — See “ Oar Next.” 

DOGBERErS DIARY. 

Monday, — Notice of crime about to be committed at No. 13, Lonely 
Lane, handed in at offLoe. Residents appeal for protection. Set 
watch immediately. Special officers told off. Some in disguise. All 
surround house. Some watching from neighbouring house-tops. 
Nothing nor nobody can escape onr vigilant eye. 

Tuesday, — Odd I Burglary and murder been committed at No. 13. 
Most extraordinary. Sent men in aH directions. Somebody, by the 
I way, who,— corresponds to the description given by the residents of the 
snspioious-lookingparty, — caUed with information at office. Sergeant i 
Yeeges took down nis name and address, and promised to caU as soon 
as possible. Man not since been seen. Can’t help repeating, odd I 
Wednesday, — Scouring the country for miles round. Made four- 
teen arrests. One man confessed his guilt. 

Thursday, — Thirteen arrested people discharged and oantioned. 
They thanked the police, and testified to the great care taken of them 
in the cells. Fourteenth party, who confessed his guilt, is now sober, ' 
and asks what it ’s aH about, and where he is. His friends visit 
him. ^ He is discharged. Twenty arrests made before 9 p.jc. 

Friday , — The twenty people arrested have been discharged without 
a stain upon their character. The criminal is somewhere about. 

Saturdays Sundays Monday, — StiH scouring country. The criminal, 
of whose description we have isssued exact descriptions, was last seen i 
at a public-house within the radius of Charing Cross, The barmaid | 
suspecting something wrong from the way in which he drank his 
beer, communicated with the poHce, who, after carefuEy taking down I 
her statement, and giving her the usual caution, went in company with | 
her to the public-house. The landlord, after some resistance, was 
arrested ; also, barmaid. They were not detained in custody beyond I 
a few hours, and both thanked the police for the kindness and con- 
sideration with which they had been treated at the station-house. 
Criminal still at large. 

Six days afterwards, — Criminal more at large than ever. Several 
burglaries have been committed by him, and in each case he has left 
a note for the police with a parcel enclosing description of his latest 
disguise, and a photograph. Not to be put on false scent by this. 
Friday, — Made several more arrests, 

Saturday, — Arrested persons discharged, and cautioned that 
whatever they say wiH be used against them. 

Tuesday, ---W, is just three months to-day since the crime at No. 13, 
Lonely Lane, was committed. Criminal last seen talking to Detective 
Sharp, who was in disguise at the time. It is believed that Detective 
Sharp told him, incautiously, who he was. Neither of them has 
been seen since. There is some mystery here. 

Six Months Zajfer.— Criminal of No. 13, Lonely Lane, stiH more at 
large than ever. Sure to turn np some time or other. Shall wait. 
PnbHo interest in case died out. More important cases demand instant 
attention. 

Pretty Sight.— A t Cxford and Cambridge. Meeting* of “The 
Coaches.” Date uncertaiii. 
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"ALL OVTHE DOWNS.” 

Come, now, I do like this j it ^s really jolly 1 
Your healths, my hoys, all round I 

Thanks, thanks, dear Solly 1 
Must say I think that we deserve some fun. 

We have worked hard enough. 

[JkiTWuidly), I have, for one. 

G-^sch^n* You let limp looks your reputation mar, man. 

R-tch-e» Besides, dear boy, you know you Ve got JBjno-Hajlman’. 

A hamate such as he deserves a salary. 

B-lf-r. Haw I yes— but, really, it ^s too hot for raillery. 

Irish Girl [on stilts). Pray, pretty gentleman, remember 

B‘lf-r [starting). What f 

^ You don^t mean Mitchelstown ? That awful rot 
Pursue me here ? By Jove, a twang Hibernian 
Might mar the taste of Horace’s Palernian, 

Surgit amari 

Irish Girl, Faith, Sor, thin, ye ’re clever 

At guessing. Mary is my name, Sor. 

Never I 

Irish Girl, Mary O’Brien. 

B-lf-r, Here, I say, get out ! 

Constable, send her to the right-about. 

By Jove — that name ! It made me feel quite queer. 

Irish Girl, Ye Saxon spalpeen, there’s no Crimes Act here ! 

Or you ’d give me six months, ye murtherin villin. 

B-^lf-r, Faugh 1 I believe this is some dodge of DitxoN. 

S^Ush-ry, Come, cheer up, Arthur I Let this lovely luncheon 
Make you forget the Land of League and Truncheon. 

R-tch-e, This pie is prime. Lark-pudding is not in it 
For flavour. Taste it, G-soh-n I 
G-seh-n, Wait a minute ! 

This cork is precious tight, — defies the screw. 

H-cks-B-ch, You taxed it, 0., and now it taxes you. 

G-sch-n, I ’d like to tax bad jokes. 

H-cks’-B-ch, Well, make a trial 

Upon your own. 

S^^sh-ry, That would be self-denial. 

R^tch-e, Enable him to take that Wheel-Tax ofl, 

And yet to swell the Exchequer. 

G-sch-n, Ah I you scoff I 

, Where would you be without me ? 

H-rUngUn, What is that ? 

B4f^r, Mgger, in a huge collar and big hat I 

( Voice below, singing his old favourite ditty : — 

Oh, Epsom is a jolly place, 

l)oo-dahI Doo-dah! | 

They think they ’ll win on the big race, 

Doo-dah ! Derby-Day I 
But I ’m bound to come out right, 

I ’m bound to win one day ; 

I ’ve put my^ money on the Irish horse, 

Who ’ll win, whate’er they say ! ”) 

B-If^r, Poor fellow I Don’t he wish that he may get it ? 

G-^sch^n, Thousand to one against. I ’d like to bet it. 

H^cks^B-ch [to friend below). Have a glass, Grand olph ? 
Grandolph, Don’t care if I do. 

[Aside,) I say, old fellow, though, they are a crew I 
Look at old Snblgrove there, how he is fuming I 
Fears that the lot of wine they are consuming 
May get into their heads, and lead to dizziness. 

To-morrow they must all be back at business ; 

St. Stephen’s Stores re-open. Twig old Solly I 
Made up his mind that he ’ll, for once, be jolly. 

Harty alone sits silent and sedate ; 

His soul seems concentrated on Ms plate. 

S^Usb^ry, Come, boys, a bumper round. How then, my Harty, 
Your glass I Do make yourself one of the party I 
A toast ! 

Omnes, Hear! hear I A toast! 

S^Usb^ry, Well, charge your glasses. 

TMs is a toast that no one ever passes. 

Ready ? That ’s right, dear boys. Well, then, I give, 

“ Our Noble Selves. Long may our Union live I ” 

Omnes, Hear! hear! Hooray I Ourselves! Away with sorrow!!! 
Sm^-th [anxiously). Steady, dear boys! Remember, there’s to- 
morrow! 

Mrs. Rah was present when Mr. Frederick Cowbn embarked 
for Austealia. “ I was not acquainted with the Gentleman person- 
ally,” she explained, “ though 1 knew his compositions. However, 
as I was seeing some friends off, I was present at Ms embrocation ; 
ip.d, as I had seen photographs of him, directly I set eyes on Mm 
I recognised Ms liniments.” 


THE HANQLODANNISH XHIBISHUN. 

I to all I disoribed laxst week, tkere’s a Pieter Galley 

as will estonish a good menny of onr own Painters. Sum on ’em I calls 
reel staggerers, and quite difirent from 
auy that I ever seed afore. For instance 
there ’s 1 or 2 that made me that mel- ? 
lancolly to think of what sum people hw 
to go throngh, and the kind of life as 
sum people has to live, as made menrry 
out into the blessed sunshine jest for a 
change. But they are not all like that. 

“O contrare^\eB the Germans says, 
there’s one lovely little boy a setting 
hnnder a tree all as naked as Master 
Eupid huself, a trying for to pick a 
most bntiful Rose' on a great big tree, j 
He tries to look as if he rather liked it /. 
than otherwise ; but if the East wind " 
was a blowing where he was, as it did 3 
outside the room where I was, he must 
have been froze to death direckly as 
the sun set. 

Of course it was all right, while they 
was about it, to choose such a jolly cold Robert at an Opening, 
nite for the hopening day as to make us think as we was really in 
Denmark, where, as we all know, even Amlet said as the hair Mted 
so rudely as^to make it werry cold ; but I tMnk, as fur as I was con- 
serned, 1 shud ha liked it jest a leetle warmer. 

There ’s a nice little Theater bin hilt up in the Garden, and if what 
I was told by one of the Gentlemen of the Press,— and I allers beleeves 
all as they says, just the same as I does all as they rites— was true, 
that I little Theater will be that scrowged ewery heavening that it 
will posserh^ bust. He acihally told me as they means to play one 
hact of the Tragedy of Amlet, the part of Amlet by the rem Prince 
I of Denmark I at the speshnl request of his bntiful Sister. 

Grayshus Goodness I what a idear I and the charge for admission 
is to be 1 Ginny for a reel Lady, and 2 Ginnys for a reel Gentleman, 
and no one else ain’t to be alowed to henter not at no price. 

I have herd of one rich person, who is not considered to be quite a 
reel Gennelman, as has noflered to give a hundred giunys to be 
aUowd to hact as one of the Hofficers in the Play. I am harf promised 
that praps I, may be allowd to carry a Banner, but my hopes 
scarce haspires to so giddy a Mght. 

One of the Denmarkish Sailers as speaks a little Inglish, told me 
as they tMnks nothink of catching half a dozen whales of a morning 
before breakfast. I didn’t understand what he ment when he torked 
of their sticking Sharp Poons into the poor things to make ’em blubber. 

Considring what a remarkabel jolly cold country Denmark looks to 
be, I’m sumwhat disappinted at the werry few new Drinks as they 
has brort over with ’em. Memory looks back with fond deHte to the 
grand old times last year, when Bupeerlow Bill and his Satterlites 
introduced me to a new Drink for ewery day in the year, xcept, of 
coarse, Sundays, when in coarse nobody don’t want no drinks, or if 
they is werry uncommon thirsty they can repeat Saturday’s, Can I 
ever forgit my sensashuns when I fust tasted “ WMte Tiger’s Milk I ” 
or the Flash of Lightning,” or the “ Parson’s Delight I ” or, far 
above all, the “ Yard of Flannel I ” Never ! or my enwions estonish- 
ment at seeing the Savages of the Wild West toss ofE three of them 
“ Nock-me-down ” Drinks in sncksession without winking! Ah, 
them was grand times, them was, wMch has gorn, I fears, never to 
return ! 1 shall try and get a peep at the Etaliens, close by. to see 


return ! I shall try and get a peep at the Etaliens, close by, to see 
what they can do in that Ene. Ro-rp.tit- 


Robert, 


A SURREY SITE. 


Mr. Alexander Macmillan, the well-known publisher, has given 
his house and grounds, Knapdale, Upper Tooting, to the proposed 
Su&agan Bishop of South London, wMch gift has been “gratefuUy 
accepted.” “ GratefuRy accepted !”— rather I Why, who wouldn’t j 
have gratefully accepted it, without being a Snflcragaa Bishop ? | 


for dat qui site-o datP But, in honour of the beneficent donori 
why not build on tMs site a splendid Cathedral for South London, 
after the model of the grand dnomo of Milan, and call it the 
Cathedral of McMillan ? ‘^Tell,” as a Foreign Gentleman observed, 
“ the Bishop ’ave got der money,— dat is von ting ; now he ’ave got 
der house and ground of Knapdale,— dat is two tingf^ [Foreign 
Gentleman subsequently caught, and sent bach to his friends,) 

WoLSELETAN Maxdi POR THE “Soldier’s Pooket-Book.”— “I n- 
discretion is the better part of valour.” 
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A STRAIGHT TIP. 

Visitor (to Sporting Oharadsr^ who has got hold of his Watch-guard)^ American Ticker — 

Germ’ Silver Chain 

Sporting Character, *‘Oh — thanks ! Beo pard’n ! ” [Lets go ! 

CoRRECTio.—Carissime Punch®, — Legi in tn§. impressione i^istolam Petri Puqnacis de 
pngnis puerornm. Bed facit parvum errorem dicendo qnod Tommius Brownus pugnavit 
cum Flashmanno. Hoc non ita fuit. 

Flashmanno erat egregius hullins in sohol® domo (cnjua Peter nunc est et ego olim 
fni alumnus), et un§, nocte Tommius Brownus (is ^.ui nunc est suns Honor Judex Hughes), 
et Hbnricus sive Harrius Oriens, adhuc parvuli pueri, pugnaverunt cum eo in aul^, — 
adjuvant® quodam (si reote memini) Dobbs, sive Diggs, qui vidit sequum iudxun — et vioe- 
j runt. Bed pugna ilia Tommh celeberrima fuit cum quodam Williams, cognomine Slogger, 
et orta est ut sequitur : — Uno die WLagister quidam juvenis (scilicet ut audivi, Cottonius, is 
qui postea fuit caput magister Marlburiie et episcopus Galouttee), capiebat olassem alii 
Magistri, cujus Arthurus (id est, Stanleius, postnoc prseclarus Deoanus Westmonasteriensis) 
erat caput, Legendo Homerum Arthurus lacrimis solvitur. Turn Magister ponit super 
Slogger, qui non bene paratus venit ad dolorem construendo, et desoendit ad fundum classis, 
cumimpositione. Slogger iraeundus minatur puncbere (non intendo jocum) caput Arthuri 
post scLolam. Tommius hoc audiens intervenit, et pugna sequitur, in prsesentia juvenis 
Brookh (prsepostoris) et totius scholee, exceptis lUis, qui in aull. manentes furando aliorum 
cibos sibi unctum parant. Hseo est vera nistoria quam potes, si vis, legere in Tommh 
Browi libro immortali. Tuns vere, Oldi Eugbjeensis. 

Hand and Glove at a Spa.— At a meeting of a Syndicate for the exploitation of 
the bromo-iodine Spa at Woodhall, Lincolnshire, Dr. Burnet x eo (our Only Nautical Doctor, 
“Yeo, my boys, yeo hoi”) hitched up his main braces, and observed that there was a 
growing desire “ to encourage English Spas.” We hope so. Boxing has once again come 
into fashion, so has glove-fightiog, and what more does anyone want in the way of an 
English Spar ? Sir Spencer Wells was also present on this interesting occasion. What 
would any watering-place be without Wells ? We did not see the name of Dr. Robson 
Roosb among the professional visitors to the Woodhall Pnmp-Room, which is odd, seeing 
that in his latest hook, The Treatment of Gout in Toto, he strongly recommends WoodhaU 
Spa, and draws such a pleasant picture of the place as to make the realisation of it quite a 
Roose-o^ 8 Bream, In fact we thought he was the first discoverer of the place— a sort of 
Dr. Robinson Roose-o. Why go abroad for our regular Homhurg, when we can get it at 
home ? Plenty of Flats to let in Lincolnshire. “ Better to bear (».®., support) the ‘Wells ’ 
we have, than fly to others that we know not of.” | 


STANLEY. 

( With Apologies to Mr, Browning'^ s ” Waring,'^) \ 

I. — I. 

What ’s become of Stanlet 
Since he gave us all the slip. 

Started off, as gav as can he, 

On his Equatorial trip, 

Sworn on his returning track 
To bring fame— and Emin— back ? 

II. 

Ichabod, Ichabod I 
To Emin he ^s departed. 

Does he travel up the Congo ? 

Or hobnobs he with some Pongo 
Of a native Afrio chief, 

Some slave-dealing royal thief, 

Whom he marvellously teaches 
To be honest and wear breeches ? 

Who has heard a rumour swell 
Of a white man just upstarted 
In the Bhar Gazelle ? 

How he tames the cruel-hearted 
Millions there, who now revere 
Colt’s revolvers, home-brewed beer ? 
Haply through that torrid zone 
To their goal he ’s brought his hand, 
And— just as ’twere Livingstone— 

Lifts his hat, holds out his hand, — 

** Emin Pasha, I believe ? ” 

Do such flattering thoughts deceive ? 
Shall we greet his well-known face 
Once more in the market-place ? 

II. -I. 

“ When I last saw Stanley ” 

How all turned to him who spoke I 
You saw Stanley I Truth or joke ? 
Stark mad must the man he I 

n, 

“ Near Uganda we were hunting, 

When one of us espied 
Shoreward borne a bit of bunting 
To a topmast tied. 

Out there stepped a bearded man, 

Eye like vulture, head like lion, 

Skin all browned and bronzed like tan ; 
Not the sort of man to try on 
Playful jests with, one perceives, 

Nor to bore with make-believes. 
f It was Stanley ” — (how the speaker 
Was surrounded I How we drank 
^ All his words !)— * ‘ the EMiN-seeker, 

I Stood there, on that hank. 

' ‘ Tell them— tell friends far away,^ 

Stanley said, * I ^m here with Emin. 

^ Failed to reach him ? That a dream in 

I Dotards’ heads I But here we stay. 

Some day, haply, from the gloom 
We’ll emerge, and, past Khartoum, 

* Past the shrieking GoEDON-slayers, 

• Down to Berber we shall win, 

^ Till our strange- built dababeahs 

; Make the Cairo gossips grin I ’ 


“ Then he paused— turned on his heel— 
Wonld have vanished past appeal ; 

But, as though our voiceless wish 
Stayed him, he turned back, and said, 

‘ Have you some Cut Cavendish, 

Snuff, or any decent bread ? 

Thanks I My men expect me now.’ 

So he stepped on hoard his prow.” 

IV. 

Ah ! We hope that tale is true I 
That the traveller, over-due, 

May do that for which he went, 

And become more Emin-ent I 
Down the White Nile gleams Ms van ? 
What’ s the news in Kordof an ? 

New Piece at Mrs. John Wood’s Th^tre 
{when it opens in Octoher), — Les Surprises du 
Divorce; or^ What will MiSTEiBi Grundy say*! 



JoNE 2, 1888.] 




PUNCH. OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


OUR JAPANNERIES. No. 2. 






















SOME EPSOM OUTSIOEES. 

The Emperor of Ettssia’s Threatened European Disturlance^ by 
Unceasing Military Preparations, out of Sight, 

Mr. Olaestone’s^ Deferred Home Pule, by Enthusiastic States-- 
man, out of Eeckoning. 

Lord Salisbuh^^s National Defence Muddle, by Machinery of 
D^artments, out of Gear, 

Prince Febeenanb’s Bulgarian Crown, by Patriotic Aspirations, 
out of Patience, 

M. Lessees’ s Panama Canal Lottery Loan Scheme, by Visionary 
Dividends, out of Beach, 

Mr. Bujlon’s Baffled Plan of Campaign, by Nationalist Agitator, 
out of Temper, i 


Lord Mayor Db Ketseb’s Over^confident Imperialism, by Some 
Recent Remarks, out of Taste, 

Lord Chaeles Bebeseobb’s Restored British Naval Supremacy, 
by Utterances of Assiduous Champion, out of Office, 

Lord Eahbolph Chubchill’s Latest Political Somersault, by 
Tory-Democratic Acrobat, out of Bounds, 

Mj. Stanhope’s Recent Military Scare, by War Office Organisa- 
tion, out of Order, 

CONSEBVATIVE EXCLAMATION ON BEABINO THE BESULT OP SOUTH- 
AMPTON Election, Mat 23 .—“ Q-ood Evans 1 ” 

Is Mabbiaoe a Lottery ?— bTo, it isn’t. Lotteries are illegal. 
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VOCES POPULL 

AT A HUNT STEEPLE-CHASE. 

Ik the Paddock:. 

SCoraes being led round in Circle, Joc'keya receiving final direciiona. 
Owner {to Jockey), NTow— you know where you've to go ? Down 

the MU, over the hurdles with the white flags ; 

[iVoi? of intelligence from Jockey, 

Trainer {correctively), JRet? flags. 

Owner. I mean red flags. Then keep j‘% 

along by the flying course, and take the , 

bank between the red flags / 

Trainer, ^Mte and red— first time. ’ \ ' 

Owner. Eed and wMte flags— 


I through the gap when you turn ^ ' ;J | 

Trainer, Kot through the gap till I 

' the second round. S w WJJ I 

Owner, Oh, isn’t it ? Wen, over Jrl I — 
the hedge then, white flags. 

Trainer, iNot white flags for the 
banking course, Sir. 

Owner. And the Starter will tell you the rest. {To Trainer, aa 
Jockey goes off to saddle mount,) There— if that feUow makes any 
mistake now, he shan’t ride for me again! 

An Owner with a Grievance {to anybody who will listen to him). 
It ’s a she a me o’ they Stewards. ^ Passed Giraffe^ and gone and dis- 
(malified my mare, Camels for being over height I See for yourself. 
Giraffe stands higher by a inch. Look at the teu together. 

I ask any fair-minded man. They’re all afreead of her— that’s 
what ’tis, they ’re afreead of her I 

[^As often as he sees a Member of the Committee, he drags his 
disqualified mare up to him, and harangues bitterly. Com-- 
mittee-men decline, with one accord,^ to reopen the question, 
and leave Owner to ventilate his grievance outside, which he 
does, at intervals, throughout the day. 

Ok the Codkse. 

Artless Young Lady {on drag — to Organiser of Sweepstake), Oh, 
ought I to pa; 3 ryou a shilling ? — I didn’t know— and take on© of these 
tickets out of the hat. You must tell me which ! May I open it 
yet ? Number Two. Which is that ? Oh, Svgartongs—'TrhitQ and 
silver. I must try and remember that. [Preliminary canter. 

Sportsman {on drag). That ’s cherry and plum sash. 

Best horse running to-day by a long chalk— regular clinker. Wish 
I could have got on at a better price. There ’s action for you I 

The Artless One. He looks such a scraggy thing, and his jockey ’s 
wearing gaiters. I ’m sure he won’t win ! Is that man with the 
red flag going to race, too ? Why is he riding down there with them ? 
[Sportsman receives her prattle, which is intended to he very 
engaging, with silent contempt. 

Rustic Spectators, They ’re ofl — no — false start ! They be off neow, 
sure I Theer they go I All over I . . , Pretty jumpin’ I . . . Theer ’s 
Toastrack ! Ben’t Tomm? a pikin’ of en, tew ? Well done, my 
sonny, go on! . . . Look at Jampot lumpva! — he’s rnnnin’ away from 
’em all ! 

Lady Sportsfnan, Why doesn’t Jampot^ s jockey let him out ? 

JECer Husband, Well, it rather looks as if he was going to let the 
pubUo in ! Look at that .'—deliberately waiting for Muffineer ! 

A Sage {in market- cart). Tell ’ee what — if that ’orse as is leadin’ 
neow don’t lose any more greound than that, ’e’U win. You mark 
my words I 

Crowd {on Grand Stand), Rggcup’s down! Butterdish has gone 
outside the flag— there, he ’ll hev to go back, he ’ll hev a job to get 
up to them now I Look at Jampot, he ’s ahead again . . . Beertiful 
strider, ben’t he ? Don’t ’ee fall now, my darling ! A-ah I 
Muffineer ’« on him again— he ’s passed en I 

The A.r Hess Young Lady, Oh, isnH it exciting I {Looks to see if 
anyone is looking at her, and is disgusted to find that everybody is 
absorbed in the racing,) I don’t see my horse jumping. Why ? 

The Sportsman {coldly). Possibly because he came to grief at the 
second bank, and is being walked in. 

Artless One {with a charming pout). How perfectly horrid of it! 
Why do they all groan at Jampot so ? Don’t they want him to win P 

^ The S, Because his jockey ’s doing all he can to let Muffineer pass 
him. 

Artless One, But I think that ’s so nice and magnanimous of him ! 

The S. I doubt if the Stewards will take your view of it, . . . 
There, pulling the poor brute’s head off I It ’s all over, and Muffineer 

ought no more to have won than 

[His feelings fail him. Crowd groan at jockey as he 

pulls up, a bad second. Jockey affects a pained surprise. 

In the Paddock, 

Chorus of Disgusted Sportsmen, Well, after that! ... I am 
dashed. Ever see anything more barefaced in all your life ? So 


badly don^ too! No wonder these country meetings are going 
down. ... If this was under Grand National Kules- &c., &o. 

Rxdted Bookmaker {forcing his way in, and up to owner of 
Jampot), It’s a shame and a disgrace, Mr, Cubbahd. You ought to 
be warned off every course in England I If Jarnpot could ha’ broke 
bis reins, he’d ha’ won easy! It oughtn’t to be allowed. ’Tisn’t 
English, no, nor yet honourable. I tdl you to your face you’re a 
scoundrel, and you know it. It ’s all your doing I 

[Owner tries to look as if such accusations were beneath his 
notice, and walks away, pursued by Bookmaker. 

Indignant Backer {tackling JampoVs jockey as he unsaddles). Ye 
rode foul, ye did— ye’re a slipsher ! Ye pu’d the ’arse by the geatt 
when ’e was winnin’ I 

Jampot's Jockey {sulkily). Hide better if ye like, but don’t say I 
pu’d the ’arse I 

I, B, I do say it. Ye ’re a disrespeckful man to ride on any 
course. Ye did pu* the ’arse, ye did ! 

J*8 J. {with warmth). Don’t eaU me a disrespeckful man I 
I, B, I do call ye a disrespeckful man. Ye done wrong ! 

J*8 J, Then don’t say I pu’d the ’arse agean ! {And so on, ad lib,) 
The Bookmaker, Everyone on the course saw it. It ’s a scanda- 
lous thing, and there ought to be some notice taken of it. Fair is 
fair all the world over ! 

Bystanders, ’Tis a trieu word. But, Satchell, *e don’t ought to 
cast first stone at en. 

Sportsmen, No good bullyragging the boy. He had to ride to 
orders, or he turned off next day ! Ah ! here comes the Admiral I 
Now for a row I 

Outside the WEiGHiKa-RooM. 

Inquiry proceeding : ^OTetexY^keeping door against surging Crowd, 
Secretary {to a tall man who is trying to look through a chink). 
Don’t ’ee now. Sir, don’t. Don’t take an unfair advantage of your 
superior height. The proceedings are strictly private. 

The Tall Man, You be blowed ! I ’ ve paid my half-crown, and I 
mean to see all I can for the money I 

Crowd [peeping through window). They’ve got the boy in there. 
He’s getting a rare good wigging. {Door opens,) A Fo ice— Send 
Mr. CuBBAKD here ! 

The Sec. Mr. Cubbahd ! Wanted by the Stewards. Policeman, 
pass the word for Mr. Oubbaed I 

Crowd {with relish). CuBBAED ’ll catch it now. 

Policeman {with a grin). Mr. Cubbaed gone ’ome, Sir. 

[Murmur, commending Mr. C.^s discretion. 

Inquiry over. Stewards come out of Weighing-room perspiring 
freely. Crowd press around to hear result. 

Stewards. You ’ll see our decision in the papers to-morrow. You 
won’t hear any more to-day ; so it ’s no use bothering. Here, let’s 
get out of this I 

Stable-boy {to Jampot's Trainer), Will Jampot be wanted any 
more to-day, Sir ? 

Trainer {gloomily). You can take him home, soon as you like ! 

Afiee the Last Race. 

First Owner of Losing Horse. You see it was this way. Toast- 

rack had a strange boy on his hack, and so o’ course- 

Second Ditto, That theer boy ’s bin ridin’ tew many races, he hev. 
They git weak, ridin’ so much. I told en not to let Butterdish bolt 
with en— he will bolt at times. 

Third Ditto. Fggeup didn’t fell. ’Twaa her jockey failed off o’ 
she. She was gallopin’ way from them ail. She’d a come in teu 
fealds ahead ’ithout that. 

Fourth Ditto. Oh, that other was ridden very jealous, and so old 
Sugartongs she got baulked at the bank. If there ’d ’a bin another 
reound, she ’d ha gien ’em all a proper doin’, sure ’nough I 
Fifth Ditto, I’ve sin Creamjug mn a deal rougher nor that. 
She run away from a field o’ fourteen-two galloways in a flat-race 
once, she did. She worn’t in form to-day, that ’s all. 

[They go home, each with a comforting conviction that he has 
won what the leader-writers on bye-elections would call 
a moral victory 

Derby Anticipations.” 

By Major Drive down— dust— dirt— N.E. wind— lose 

money, time (probably watch), temper, health, and laid up for weeks 
afterwards. 

AfarA Tapley. — ^No Derby without dust— fresh wind — 
N.E. wind, or “N.E. wind” you like — ^jolly lunch — ^lose a jolly lot 
—or win— jolly companions— jolly hot, or cold— holiday jolly day— 
! 3 oIly good headache— joUy well tired. 

The Real ** Scillx Isles.”— If we don’t see to perfecting our 
i ^my and Navy, so as to be ready in case of emergency. Great 
) 1 Britain and Ireland will be known as “ The Yery Silly Isles.’^ 


Coatributions, wbetber MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, wUI 
iSere be nrSoeptto^* accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Coyer, or Wrapper. Xo this rule 
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‘LE GRAND PRIX.^^ 


RAKiE AYES. 

[Poetry ly Po'pjoy.) 

y^BJES I was a youngster, tlie finest of fun 

Was to roam fields and meadows and lanes with my gun, 

Knocking over cock-robins and potting tomtits, 

Blowing thrushes and blackbirds and linnets to bits. 

But at birds somewhat bigger I now have a slap, 
Pigeon-shooting at blue-rocks let loose from a trap ; 

'Tis a pastime wherein a resource may be found, 

Sport in season at any time, all the year round. 

Birds of passage, rare strangers that visit our shore, 
Wheresoever I find them I pop at and fioor, 

Hang the Wild Birds Protection Aot~that I defy I 
At as many as come in my way I Ve a shy. 

Golden Oriole, King Ouzel, and Hoopoe to bag 
Are exploits and achievements I boast of and brag. 

If a Short-toed Lark ever should light on his way 
Close enough, dead he drops, to my choke-bore a prey. 

0 St. James, at that Cormorant, come to thy Park, 

Had I only a chance, ^twould have been a rare lark, 

So to speak without making a bit of a bull, 

With sure aim, on the perch to have taken a puU I 

And the grand Golden Eagle in Kent lately seen, 

What a triumph to pepper— for sharpshooter keen. 
Famous feat,, from the clouds, crack, with rifle to 
bring 

Down the soaring, scarce visitant, splendid Bird- King I 

Obvious Eeb^tum. — At a political meeting, Lord 
Gboboe HAMiLTONr delivered a statement of the amount 
which the Government intended to expend annually in 
strengthening the Kavy : — 

** This, he maintained, would keep us abreast of foreign 
nations.*’ 

Has not a word been misreported in the above <iuota- 
tion P “ Abreast ? ’’ Surely what the noble Lord really 
did say must have been “ Ahead.*^ 


RECREATION GONE WRONG. 

[An Advertisement for the Censor*) 

JJARROWIKG ATTRACTION. 

^HE SUICIDAL BALLOON ASCENT. ' 

T he SUICIDAL BALLOON ASCENT. — This unique and ghastly 
feat already witnessed with creeping awe by upwards of 200,000 | 
shuddering people, will be repeated (the Authorities in the meantime 
not intervening) again to-morrow afternoon, when the Champion 
Aeronaut will make his dating ascent hanging on to a wire suspended 
from the balloon by his eyelids. 

rpiHE SUICIDAL BALLOON ASCENT, appealing as it. does to 
X the most brutal, degraded, aud savage instincts of "a large 
portion of the sight-seeiug classes of the British Public, is considered 
a fitting and attractive item in the programme of a great popular 
eufeyfaiTiTneTit. 

T he SUICIDAL BALLOON ASCENT presents the unquestion- 
able advantage of placing the life of the performer in absolute 
and terrible jeopardy. 

T he suicidal balloon ascent may furnish the on- 

looking public at any moment with the spectacle of an in- 
desoribably appalling and horrible death. 

T he suicidal balloon ascent is made without the 

slightest p rovision for an y misadv e nture or accident. 

T he suicidal balloon ascent involves the performer, 

who loses nerve for a single moment, in utter destruction. 

T he suicidal balloon ASOECIT is the result of the com- 
petition of poor creatures anxious to create a sensatiou at any 
ruk, and enabled to do it through th^ absence of any paternal legisla- 
tion protecting them from the i^nseqaences of their headlong temerity. 

HE SUICIDAL BALLOOif' AfedENT will probably, if allowed 
to continue with imj^unity, terminate in the dashing to pieces, 
under circumstances too Mdeous to contemplate, Of' a living human 
being. , . ... . ' . . ' 


rriHE SUICIDAL BALLOON IBCENT ^otdd, therefore, engage 
X the attention of the Home Secretary- and the sooner the better. 


‘‘GOOD OLD GRACE 

[Playing for the Gentlemen against the Australians last week, Mr. W. G. 
Guacb scored an innings of 165 runs. Later in the week the Players of 
England beat the Australians by 10 wickets.] 

Beato, W. G. I *Tis a very prompt answer 
To Punchy appeal of last week. 

One hundred and sixty- five runs I That 's the plan, Sir I 
The moral is not far to seek. 

You Ve scored off of Tuenee and Febeis like winking, 

At Punch's especial desire ; 

j And now there should be no more funking or shrinking, 
j Or failing in coolness or fire. 

When that pair of smart Cornstalks let fly at our stumps, 

As well they know how to let fly, 

There is not the least need to be down in the dumps ; 

Think of Gbace, boys, and never say die ! 

Before Geace had met them, and spanked them all round, ! 

They really appeared bad to beat ; [bound i 

But the Players— who whopped them — were cheered 1^11 be I 
By the thought of that Grace after meet ! | 

A New Inspieatiok.— One of the Spectator's poets, with no sig- 
nature, in the number for May 26, wrote “ The steadiest angel is a 
woman’s love.” Now we know there are good angels and bad angels, 
but of tbe latter class the poet is not speaking. Among the good 
angels are there then some who are rather unsteady or shaky P This 
poet probably knows ; but tbe idea of one angel being steadier than 
another does open out a wide range of possibilities which might 
account for a good many erratic movements. Of course all such 
beings are invisible to ordinary mortals, and only seen by the Speo-^ 
tutor and hiS Inspire d Poet. 

A Long Farewell. 

Madame Nilsson has just commenced bidding “farewell,” 

But when she will finish one cannot quite tell. 

For “ parting,” as Shakspeaee says, is “ such sweet gorrow ” 
(And so says the lender to one who would borrow), 

That Nilsson may say it again and again, 

And then may decide (be it so) to remain. 

Continue to sing while you can, — then, ma helU^ 

“ One bumper at parting ”— one brilliant farewell. 


YOL. xorv. 
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Old Masters, Oh, where shall we go to? They all call us “Na 
tional,” 

Title of honour and glory of old. 

Then say is it loyal, and say is it rational. 

Leaying us homeless and out in the cold ? 

Young Marksmen. National also they dub us, oh, Masters I 
But now we’re evicted and driven to roam, 
w ® used to cold water and snubs, but disasters 
Have now reached their climax : we haven’t a home I 


Old Masters. No, by Yandyke and by Holbeik it ’s shameful I 
By Reynolds and Oaxnsboeouqh it is not right I 
Young Marks. By Ross and by Jacxson those big- wigs axe blameful, 
Who leave shots like them in so homeless a plight 1 
Chorus. 

Oh, where shall we go to ? They all call us National, 

Title of honour and glory of old. 

Then say is it loyal, then say is it rational, 

Leaving us homeless and out in the cold ? 
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‘'A BLOCK!” 

Old Military frW (fariinidy). "Now, Mb. Pitnoh, I onlt ask totj, SmK';-{ga^ps)-y^ t’look/t tha’, Shib! Absh’lutbi.t th* 
EN-TIEE Pavem'nt, Shae ! WHEEL TAX I 'ONLY WISH WAS KANCELLOE 0 [Ripshes hack homc^ and writes to the Times ! 


Young 


Old Masters. National ? Nay, they mnat mean it as raillery, 

Since in the wliole of tlie Nation tney fail 
To find for Bneh portraits a permanent OaUery. 

Britons shonld blush at the pitiful tal^ 

Marksmen, National? Nonsense! When Wimbledon 
shunts ns, 

Richmond refuses and Epping dmaes, 

When from post to pillar a Royal Duke hunts us, 

And bigwigs with builders against us take sides. 

Old Masters, England love Art ? J ust conceive the reception 
We *d me^-t with in Antwerp, or Pans, or Rome I 
Young Marksmen, Patriot England ? That ’s all a deception, 

Or shoid we be singing thus, Driven from home r 

Chorus, 

Oh. where shall we go to ? Thev all call us “ National,” 
Title of honour and glory of old : 

Then say is it loyal, say is it rational, 

Leaving us homeless and out in the cold r 

SLOW AND SHAW, AND lET UNCERTAIN ! 

(T7u Story of a Shadow that should not end in Smoke,) 

Mb. PuiiCH was greatly pleased wiA _all he had seen, had 
heentothehead-auartersof the Fire Brigade on side of 

the Thames, and had found everyone on the alert. The h^es we 
ready harnessed ; the fireplaces under the hollers ^^ed with lue^ 
and only waiting a match to set them alight ; the nwn (bess^ and 
wide awake, and prepared to start at a moment s notice to ©> 
where and to do everything. The orgaiusataon was perfect. _^ndon 
was protected by a network of tdegraph-wires. Commimoafaon was 
esta&shed between the centre office and the outlying ^ «f 

Zi there was a fire-e^ape with its attendant, «^We to proceed at 
once to any point re^nirinv immediate suooonr. The signal-posts, 

too, were all m working order. ^ +a 

“ Excellent I ” exclaimed Mr„ Punch, The system seems to be 


admirable I ” And as he spoke, six o’clock struck, and some of the 
firemen got up, and prepared to go out. 

“ An alarm r ” queried ilfr. PwncA. ^ i , x x t. 

“ No, Sir,” replied one of the Brigade ; “ we are off to help to take 
the escapes back to their morning quarters.” 

“ Morning quarters ? ” , , x. x xi. mi v 

“ To be sure. After six o’clock we presume that they will be no 
further needed for immediate use, so we wheel them back to their 
daily resting-place. They are rather heavy, so some of our men are 

sent to help.” , , 

“Rather risky,” quoth Mr, Punch, gravely. 

“Not much,” was the reply, as a number ot firemen departeU. 
Suddenly there was a glare of red light. The smoke rose m the 
air, the ftames made a crackling noise, and a huge pile of premises 

bud cry^L’ raised for the fire-escapes. It was useless— the 

refuges had been removed. . , - , , n 

Then the poor frightened inmates shouted for help, yupe more a 
vain appeal! The firemen were most of them away, assisting m the 
removal of the escapes I Tide and time wait for no man— fire never 
breaks an appointment ; so the flames spread, and there was no 
help ! Some died at onoe, others lingered but to die ! 

“How is this. Sir?” asked Mr. Punch, angrily. Why were 

^^“Pleasef^irf” Lplaiaed the Chief, "it is not onr fault— lo^ at 
the time,” and he pointed to a clock. The hands stood at half- 

pasU«. 0 ^ fault!” echoed JIfr. Punch, onoe.more sev^y. 

No, Sir. You see it is nearly seven ; and it s against the regu 
lotions for afire to break out after six . 

“ This must he looked into I ’’ cried Mr, Punch, 

And it must / 


SECUEA.-Madame ScHUMAirtr, m a safe 
Pen, may he seen in this month’s Mm at^ Womm 
where l^srs. BAEaiLxrD have sandwiched her between Lord Woi- 
siLBT and Mr. Bbsant. 
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Me. BrasBY is oedeekd Hobse 
Exercise, "which will take him ^ 
OUT 0? himself.’* Having secitebd ; 
“a perfect Gentleman’s *Oss, Sir, 

WITH FINE ACTION,” HE MAKES HIS 
WAT TO THE PARK. He FINDS THAT 
HE IS TAKEN ODT OP HIMSELF ; AS 

THE Horse absorbs his entire 
ATTENTION. 

OUR BOOKING-OPPICE. 

In answer to numerons anxious in- 
quiries as to why I have been so long 
silent, I can only reply that I have not had 
a moment to spare for reading since I com- 
mencjed my book on the Derby. The pro- 
cess has cost me many sleepless nights 
and a considerable amonnt ot ready cash, 

. Henceforth, I will read books, not make 
them. I have now on my library table 
The British Army^ which, of course, 
must be reviewed ; The French Stage in 
the Eighteenth Century^ by Monsieur 
Frederic Hawkins, uncommonly inte- 
resting, no doubt ; JEListory of the People 
of Israel — in the 60 per century ; 
Twenty-five Years in a Waggon^ whicn 
sounds monotonous, and suggests a 
series of “ A Week in a JBLansom^^ 
Fourteen Minutes in a Growler “.4 
Fortnight in a Fly,^^ and so forth. The 
title of The Chronicles of Bow Street 
Police ^ Courts by Percy Fitzgerald, is 

g remising, though I do not remember 
aving often come across his name in the 











HiS ATTENTION IS SOMEWHAT DISTRACTED. " WhY ON EARTH DON’t THE POLKJE STOP 

Traffic?" he exclaims to himself. 






Lm’ 


ha^g often come across his name in the They really ought a 

police reports. There are some cases, how- the Park Gates. Most 
ever, which are taken early, and do not more "taken out of hi& 

find their way into the daily journals 

which dismiss them summarily with the usual line, “ After the 


"They really ought to put down more Sand at 
THE Park Gates. Most dangerous!" says Bigsby 

MORE "TAKEN OUT OF HIMSELF" THAN EVER. 


^ I THE BRITISH OLLEHDORFP. 

, rv; y ! A Miliiartf JBstreUefof Special JEnffUth Stud]/, 

' Have yon the new rifie of the neigh- 

« to V,' No ; but I have the old gnu and 

I the corkscrew bayonet. 

^ I Then yon have the gnu of your father ? 

i\ . if L I Yes, X have it [je E at) ^ and also the 

j howitzer of my grandfather. 

“ iL newest gnu and the best 

I Ji L ; powder ?— The Frenchman has the new- 

I ofit gun and the best powder; but 1 
f— have the promise of a future report on 

JL the subject from a Committee of experi- 

enced scientific experts. 

„ Is the Yolunteer provided by the 

*/» i Authorities with the suitable equipment 
^:s s - — " ’ ' for rendering him an efieotive soldier ? 

IS"-'™ No ; hut he is in the proud position of 

a- public occasions being reminded of 

the fact that he has the very best wishes 
Q of the Dnke of Cambridge, 

^ Will he then be enabled still to enjoy 

tbe benefits of his convenient Bifie Range 
in the vicinity of the Metropolis P 

>UT DOWN MORE S AND AT No ; but the Duke will be in a position 
NGEROus!" SAYS Bigsby to make a pretty penny {Joliment son 
.f" than ever. affaire) by dealing on advantageous 

terms with his private property. 

Is the country possessed of any scheme of organisation tnat would 
table it to put two entire Army Corps in the field on a sudden 
aergenoy P 

No ; but it has the outline of a plan for reouisitioning oart-horses, 


XU a ^uuu LiLie, ana ofGrw.” mr. ULIPHANT'S iSctentific JHo; but it has the outline of a plan for requisitioning oart-horseB. 

^ligionj must be Oliphantine. Mr, Fargeon s Mtser Farehrother carefully put away in a pigeon-hole at the War Office. 

through since reading that Will the 180 swift-steaming cruisers deemed necessary for the pro- 
represent Mr. teotion of our commerce, he forthcoming when required ? 
and he will, I ho^, soon give ns another which No, they will not : but their place will be snppHed by the opti- 
Hodgson Burnett s charming mistio utterances of Lord George Hamilton, furnished from time to 
story of Sarah Crew: or, What happened at Miss MinchiWs, I Ve time in the Daily Papers. 

entranced hjZMeZord Fauntleroy first, Are these some of the defences for which the country has paid its 
w have been loud in pmse of this book as I was of the latter, millions, and upon which it relied for its safetv ? 


^ X t “ — - m WU.O.U out? .cvauunuLi/v littB liuruea onu as a snostiULTei 

among 1 m subject* for wpitos. At preset i Does John Brat not obj'eot to spending his money with a yiew to 
5^ more than motion thw names, and molnde among them defending himself, and making his position secure f 

BBAOTr-EiNQSioir, whose motto, as a Bpeoial No, Jora Bma does not objeot to spendiMMs money but with 
^ a-moment’s notice, must it he can pnrohase neither ships, nor soldiers, iwr^^^rt’iSWs 
never cease. THich reminds ine that having nor barracks, nor anything else whatever at Jil useful ^ttie puSw’ 
wandered as far as Emgston,! must come back again, and sign my sell. Has be, then, neither Army nor Navy P P 'T • 

The Shelves Su^es^ Bahoh M! Booilfc-'WoBKS. . 5 te has neither Army nor Navy, but he has a Eoyal Commis- 

j.ne aneives, jfunarest. sion and seyeral yolumiuous Blue Books. 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 

Saturday, May 28. — House crammed. Old times remved. 
Lorgnettes in requisition. “Pops’ Alley” restor^. That is, if 
Pops’ Alley was up the middle and down again. Don t remember 
Pom’ Alley myself, only heard of it. Eememher time when every 
stall and box was identified with a somebody, and as a boy repoUeot 
elderly gentlemen becoming qnite nervous on a subscribers night it 
one ot the stalls or a box was vacant. . . -et- 

1 Madame Albaih:, as the Countess Almaviva in the Jyozze at Jbigaro^ 
in: superb voice. Countess not a great part ; with one song (steenu- 
onsly encored but not taken) and a fair share of a sprightly duet with 
Miss Ella Russell as the coquettish Susanna^ in rather modern 
Opera Bouffe style of costume, with dangerously high heels. I>uet 
arouses unwonted enthusiasm. Demand for encore, ^bani raises 
her eyebrows and implies, “ShsLll wei*” Whereat Ella Russeix 
replies with graceful gesture, “ If you wiU, It ’s for yow to decide. 
More applause. Albani gives in. Mr. RANBimGEB says, ‘ w on!” 
and on we go. DeUghtful. Everyone pleased. Floral tributes. Pretty 
to see Albani hand drat bouquet to Ella Russell. Never lose by 
politeness. Next bouquet is a better one, and Albani gets it. 

CoxoGNi as Figaro— not quite a good hgger (01) dancing. Dooics ! 

as if good living and retirement on a pension in Count AlrrMvtva s 
service had told upon him. The Barber is not so active a^s he was. 
leaver mind. Charming music. Miss Abnoldson looks the l^-rky 
young CheruUno to perfection. Will suggest to ToBr that should 
the Honse of Commons ever want to cast this Opera among them- 
selves, Mr. Harry Lawson or Mr. Bobby Spencer would, either of 
them, make a drst-rate Cheruhino, JS either of them so pretty as t^ 
pHillante Aenoldson, but, as youths, each would look it and it. 
House thoroughly appreciates Aenoldson. Ravelli as the Count 
o counts much. 


DIARY OF A NOBODY. 

April 14.— Spent the whole of the afternoon in the garden, having 
this morning picked up at a bookstall for dvepenoe a capital little 
book in good condition on Gardening. I procured and sowed some 
balf-bardy Annuals in what I fancy , . 

will he a warm sunny border. I thought . — 

of a joke, and called out Caeeie. Car- 
EIE came out rather testy I thought. I ' 

said, “I have just discovered we have ' /i \ 

got a lodging-house.’^ She replied, /!> 

‘‘ How do you mean ? ” I said,^ “ Look . I , » 

at the hoarders,^' Caerie said, “Is 

that all you wanted me for ? ” I said, * 

* ‘ Any other time you would havelaughed ' JT 

at my little pleasantry.” Oaeeib said, r:-' 

“ Certainly — at any other time^ but not , . - a 

when I am busy in the honse,” The rest of the evening was spent 

in silence— both reading. 

April 15, Sunday, —Kt three o’clock CmoiiNGS and Gowing callsd 
for a good long walk over Hampstead and Finchley, and brought 
with them a friend named Stillbeook. We walked and ohajtea 
together except Stillbeook, who was always a few yards henind us 
staring at the ground and cutting at the grass with his stick. As it 
was getting on for five, we four held a consultation, and Gowing 
suggested that we should make for “ The Cow and Hedge, and get 
some tea. Stillbeook said, “ A brandy and soda was good cnoujjn 

>• I • Y J ^11 V.yvnaAa AlAttAn till 


some lea. bm,i.u., J3.uia.ju.vij — T”rT 

for him.” I reminded them that all publio-honses were closed tiLl 
I six o’clock. Stillbrook said, “That’s all right- 6w«a j/lae tra- 


] I ^ 






Dance of Blacklegs in Not see de Bigger 0. 


V Nv / i scores t 

v\ / \ l Xv /// k acohordingly. J 

V\\\\ \%viiVfl m %vv ^ ! 

tm Yaughanhallet. 

Dance of Blacklegs in Not see de Bigger 0. Evidently ^ 

intended to convey symbolically a moral before the Derby. Beware | 

of blackhg.^ and gambolling. Austere critics raging wildly about tbe ^ 

unities. How dare Augustus introduce Weber’s music mto Mozart s ■ 
Opera ? “ Sic volo, sic juheo^' replies Deueiolanus ; and the public 
who appreciate the unqualified generosity of Augustus in giving them 
Weber when they ’d only paid for Mozart, api^ud vehemently , and 
the Curtain descends on a triumphant of Wozaet-cum-Mebee. 

Jfowday.— Minnie Hauk as Carmen (Howk clever I ), wim Miss 
McIntyre as the ingenuous simple maiden. Glad pnir Dcotcn lawie 
has recovered from the ptdr Scotch lassitude which pr^ented her 
from singing in Bon Giovanni* Signor Ravelli as Bcpfi Jose^ a con- 
siderable improvement on poor De Reims. Ravelli grows on you ; he 
doesn’t grow any taller, and both Minnie and Macky— me^mg Miss 
Hauk and Miss McIntyre— have the advantage ot him in heigM. 

Saturday*— II Trovatore* This, by its name, II frove a Tory, 
ought to be a favourite Opera with Signor CsAPimi, Count Carlo 
Bbresfoedini, and other members of the Italian ^g^ising Com- 
mittee. II Trovatore himself was excellently Well Trovatore, 
being etuiT in first-rate style by Signor Ravelli, who received an 
enthusiastic and thoroughly well-deserved ovation. ^ As a worEmg 
tenor, Signor Ravelli is invaluable, for, up to to-night, and since 
the early retirement of M. de Reims,— who must ha’^ been a native 
of a very fiat country,— there has not been a single Opera, as far as 
I am aware, in which Ravelli the Reliable has not appeared, ^d 
won his way with an appreciative public. Then tWe is Uttle Mile. 
Bauermeistee the Benevolent, whe seems to delight in doing good 
work, and who, in the role of confidante to the soprano, is so deeply 
sympathic and so strictly attentive to business, that, whether she 
appears as a youthful gipsy in Carmen, pretty and 
the confidante already mentioned, or as a middle-aged lady lu wait- ! 
ing in some other Opera, doleful and demure, or as a genuinely 
wicked old Bame Martha in Faust, it is always a pleasure to see 
her, and recognise her dramatic talent..^^ To msure succew, no 
Italian Opera Company should ever be without Bauermeistee the 
Benevolent and Ravelli the Reliable. Madame 
first favourite as Azucena, Signor D’Ande^b lo^ed the _wO- 
pence coloured” part of the meloc^amatio Conte di iifl 

Maegubeite Martini, at first hearing, struck me as rather like the 
celebrated Betty Martini, who famous ^ 
great cavatina* Al mi io.y Honse crammed, DbueiolaOTS 
lighted, and everyone on their legs to assist in the National Anthem, 
in honour of Her Majesty’s birthday. 


R 1X O CiOCK. Oli.UljJSH.uujaL Daiu., jljuau » j/- — j 

velleis.” "We arrived, aad as I was trying to pass, the man m ohaw 
of the gate said, “Where fromP” I repUed, “Hofioway.” H« 
immediately put up Ms arm, and declined to let me pass. 1 turned 
back for a moment, when I saw 8iiiiBKOOi, olosdy followed by 
I Cummings and Gotving, make for the entrance. I watohM them and 


UUMMING8 ana UTOWJLKW, XUJL uuociiua 

thought I would have a good laugh at their expense. I he^ the 
porter say, “ Where from ? ” When to my surprise, in fact dwgnit, 
dTiLLBEOOK’ repUed “ Blaokheath,” and the three were imino- 
diately admitt^ Guwing called to me across the gate and said, 

“ We shan’t be a minute.” I waited for them the best part of sn 
hour. When they appeared they were all in most excellent s^ts, 
and the only one who made an effort to apologise wm Mr. 

BBOOE, who said to me, “ It was very rough on yem to M kept wait- 
ing, but we had another spin for Sand Bs. I wa^ed home in 
sUenoe. I couldn’t speak to them. I felt very duU aU the oveMng, 
hut deemed it advisable not to say anything to Cabbie about the 
matter. _ , , . . 

April 16.— After business set to work in the garden. When it got 
dark I wrote to Cummings and Gowing (who neither called, for a 
wonder: perhaps they were ashamed of themselves) about yester- 
day’s adventure at the “Cow and Hedge.” Afterwards made up 
my mind not to write ^ « 

April 17.— Thought I would write akmd little note to Gowwa 
aud Cummings about last Sunday, and warning them against m. 
Stillbeook. Afterwards, thinking the m^ter over, tere up the 
letters, and determined not to write at all, birt ^ JJt 
them. Dumfounded at receiving a sharp letter from LuMMINC^s, 
saying that both he and Gowing had been waiting for an explanation 
of rny (mind yon, MY) extraordinary conduct coming home on 
Sund^. At last I wrote, “ I thought I was the aggrieved party : 
but as I freely forgive you, you, feeling yourself aggrieved, shouW 
bestow forgiveness on me.” I have copied 
diary, because I think it is one of the most perfect and thoughtful 
sentences I have ever written. I posted the ietto, but lu <5wn 
heart I felt I was actually apologismg for having been insulted. 

April IS*— Am in for a cold. Spent the whole day at tee offi^ 
sneezing. In the evening, tee cpM being intolerable, sent Sae^ 
out for a bottle of Kinahan. FeR asleep in tbe 
woke with tee shivers. Was startled by a loud knock at tee front 
door. Cabbie awfully flurried. Sarah still out, so went up, open^ 

the door, and found it was only Cu^:^GS. 

* boy had again broken tee side-bell. Cummings squeezed my hand, 

I an5 said, I’ve just seen Gowing. All right. Say no more about 

. it.” There is no doubt they are both under the impresMon I have 

' apologised. WhHe playing dominoes with^CuMMiNGS in tee parlo^^ 

J he said. “ By the bye, do yon want any wme or spirits ? My cousin 
> Meeton hsiimt set up in tee trade, aud has a 
) four years in bottle, at thirty-eight 
while laying down a few dozen of it.” I told ton my 
’ were very small, were full up. To my horror, at that very moment 
. Sarah entered tee room, and Puttmg a 9^ 

3 in a dirty pieoe of newspaper, o^^thetableinfrontof u^ said, Pleaw. 
a Sir the grocer says he ain’t got no more Hmahan, but yj^ 11 
I very good at two-and-six with twwence 
^d plewe did you want any more sherry, as he has some at one- 

j and-t^ee, as dry as a nut ” 1 1 . 
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WHAT SHALL W£ DO WITH OUR GIRLS P 

ITHEIR PERVERSENESS.) 

RA ., R . WS , *c.,<fcc. “Thbrb tott oo, as tjsuai., steummino away os that abominablb IssrRtritKsrr instead 

w^X^ir*^**** PBOPLE TELL ME YOU OAN PtAY AND SlNO LIKE A PrOEESSIONAL NiQ 9ER ; AND YET, WITH ALL MT CAEB YOff OAN’t 
EVEN MAKE A DECENT COPS' OP A PlAS'JER CaST ! ’' XUU UAN r 

“■^=' I*' TTOD'd ALWAYS DlaCODRAOED MY PaIKTINO AS M0CH AS YOU ’VE ALWAYS DLSOODRAOED MY 

Music, BY THIS TIME I SHOULD PaINT ALMOST AS WELL AS YOU DO 1” AbWAXS DI.SLOURAOED MY 


NEW PRIENDS; OR, BUNG AND BRUM. 

Bung. Well, qome this is hearty ! I do like this ’ere. 

Dropping in for a ^lass in this way — as a friend ! 

Brum. Don’t mention it, Buno. This is excellent beer I 
Your health, my dear boy, luck, and business no end ! 

^ precious deal more, Sir, than some parties wish : 
That old hard ’uu, at Ha’rden, for instance,— confound him ! 
Brum. Oh, he ’s past praying for. Pretty kettle of fish 

He d make of your business. You always have found him 
Your enemy, Bung. He will smash you,— or try. 

Bat— J looks towards you! 

Bung [winking), I ketclies your h’eye ! 

Brum. Nice little place this. Lots o’ trade, I suppose ? 

Bung. Well, I don’t do so bad, though I say it as shouldn’t. 

Brum. But, robh^ of your licence, you’d just haye to close, 

I presume. Wouldn’t make it pay then P 


Bung [tndigrmntlv). Sir j couldn’t. 

A nastier, howdaciouser bit of black spite 
Even Radicals couldn’t have hit on. 

Y ^ Precisely. 

But then there are Rads, Btjno, and Rads. 

T> j a* VI. T M ^ Sir, you ’re right. 

yfim Rads, Sir, like you, I can get along nicely. 

Brum. Yes, yea ; I ’m your friend, as you’ll prove, if you try. 

Hooks, Bung, towards you! 

^^^9* 1 ketches your h’eye I 

Bun^ I did use to tHnk you inclined to be down on 


^ung. Ah I but how about Toilers and Spinners,— and Ransom ? 
Brum. Oh, you wait awhile, my good friend, and you ’ll see. 

But, as touching yourself, I would do the thing handsome. 
Circumstanoes have changed, and not Joseph, 

Bung [winking). I ’m fiy I 

Brum. Well, 1 looks, Bung, towards you ! 

Bung [with a grateful smile). I ketches your h’eye I| 

XI? ’? Bung, Law is all very fine 

f or the Irish, because they are rebels and Papists : 

But hue loyal fellovs like you, landlord mine, 

1 Shan t leave a prey to the pumps and red-tapists ! 

Bung. Ooray . Law be jiggered ! You are a good sort. 

means Compensation. 

W^ W^ ittlers and Brewers ’ll ’ave some rare sport* 

^,9\8rht out, if it ’s done by the ]!Tation- 
’Ope the ITation ’ll relish the figger, that ’s all. 

Bless yer heart, the Nation won’t do it, not never. 

That dashed Local Hoption must go to the wall. 

And Sir WiLPBiro will find he ’s been too jolly clever. 

Brum. Easy, ewy, friend Bxjnq ! An old dog ’s slow to cry. 

But — well, I looks towards you ! 

Bung. [Jmowingly). I ketches your h’eye I 

— .. 'i.Left hoh-nohhing, 

“Thb CouRSB OY TiKB.”-Tlere should be a new Derby Diy 
yersionof Polloks Poem, by Sir John BENiiETr, who, judeiiiE by 

Wedaesday, is doinu a match auainst 
Time, and wmumg it easily. No doubt Time has given mm a 

Go^^^KShCsif Jo^ *csn-but Sir John is quite up to 
‘‘The Ghost oy an Asaumwx.”— Immaterial to the issue. 





HiGHT Host. Joey C. MR. BUNa, I LOOKS TO-WARDS YOU!” Me. Bong. “SIR, I CATCHES YER H’EYE I I “ \_Thet/ carouse. 
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PRIVATE VIEWS OF ACADEMY PICTURES. 




















No. 687. Mad. “I’ll strike you 'vrith a 






Ko. 712. Heayy ‘W'ashing Day. 




Kos. 226 and 231. 

{to one mother), *‘Doii^t be 
frightened. It isn’t a real Lion, or anything 
like it.” 










No. 413. Watch Dog with Telescope. 
(“ An artistic joke.”) 






No. 220. Football. 


DOMESTIC MELODIES ; 

On, Songs op Sense and Sentiment. 

By JSancho Preston Panza. 

YI.— On the Kbcbipt op a Photograph. 
And is my hair as thin as that, 

And are my feet so big. 

And am I really getting fat, 

With eyes like slumbrous pig ? 

And does the smile, wherewith I thought 
To show the peace within. 

Appear with wreathdd folly fraught 
Like this insensate grin ? 

Small wonder when, amid the dance, 

I seek the young and fair, 

They ask, with soft, confiding glance, 

“ Oh, would you mind a Equate ? ” 
While rage and wounded Tanity, 

Like mingled powders fizz, 

I cry, “ Is this dark daub like me ? ” 
And conscience cries, “ It is I ” 

Ah I like the splash that makes yon mad, 
And Amaryllis scream, 

When in swift lanneh the careless cad 
Goes hnrling up the stream. 

Or when the cloudland crystals fieck 
The air with feathery mazes, 

A snowball bursts upon ^rour neck 
And makes yon jump like blazes,— 

Or wben'the booby-trap is sprung 
Above your chamber door, 

Or when the chairless weight is flung, 
IJnohecked, upon the floor. 

Or like the street-door’s sudden slam, 

So is the shock to me, 

Contrasting what 1 really am 
With what I hoped to be. 

Farewell the dreams of fond romance 
Of wedding-beUs and dresses. 

The dear discomforts of the dance, 

The fancied fondness of a glance, 

False smiles and doubtful tresses. 
Henceforth I spurn the worldling-crew, 
Eenounoe my cousin Mabel, 

And yield myself heart-whole unto 
The pleasures of the table. 


One Degree Better. — Beg your par ^ 
don-^Chrant your Qrace\^ — the ten dissen- 
tients haven’t begged his pardon, but the 
Senate has granted his Ghraoe, and GltAN- 
DOLPH is to have his honorary D.C.L* at 
the same time that it is conferred on 
H.R.H, Prince Albert Yiotor. 


MR. PTJHCH’S GREAT DERBY CRYPTOGRAM. 

Right again ! From amongst the thousands of letters Mr, Bunch 
has received from those of his readers who have deciphered— and 
profited by— his Great Derby Cryptogram, here is one 

Dear Mr. Punch, _ 

You Grand Old Oracle ! I drink your jolly good health in '74 
Champagne, and I ye taken care that you shall have the fullest opportunity 
of responding in the same splendid tipple. Tour Cryptogramio Derby 

Tip ” was as clear as mud. I took it like a shot, and am a Twenty 
Thousand- Pounder to-day in consequence “First here will, of course, be 
first at Epsom,’ ' says the Tip , the very first paragraph of Bacon’s contribution 
^ves the name of “ the absolute Winner,” as the advertising humbugs have 
it. That paragraph hath eight sentences. Put the first letter of the first 
words in those sentences together — ^those first words being. As — Youth — 
Eacing—Shopboy— How— It— Eegiomontanus’s— Eighty— and you have 
the name of the Derby Winner of 1888— .Ayrshire ! ! ! ! ! ! Wonderful ! 
Donnelly ’s not in it. Yours, opulently, I. S. Poitbm. 


S. Poitbm. 


True, Mr. Pottem; but that’s not all. The Cryptogram if 
of ** tips” from begiuuiiig to end. Look a little lower down. 1 m ot 
as the Crow fiieth, but as the Swallow wheeleth,” says the mystio 
script. And “ Be eyes right ready yet.” Put this and that togeth^, 
audyouhave the second in the Derby, “ Crowberry ” to wit I make 

assurance doubly sure, Mr, Punch says, still furtber on, See me 
reverse I In , this way. * Fonder real runner evidently Jeaxs win- 


ning or “realising” ooloursl’” Read the initials here in reverse ! 
order, and you get a second, “ Crowberry.” And “ Crowberry ” was 
second. And did not those who hacked him for a place win or 
realise ? 

Yet again. Take the latter sentences of the Cryptogram. “ The 
van cannot be in the rear. Don’t J evidently wiean another nnbi- 
bustio secret lucidly and not i^arkly to reveal ? ” And there you 
have “ Yan Dieman’s Laud,” the third in the Derby I Q. E, F. I I I 
Was ever so complete a “Tip” as this of Mr, Bunch's f 

But even this is not all. The Cryptogram contains— as Donnelly 
says Bacon’s does — an elaborate arithmetical cypher. Here is a 
specimen : — 

The (1*7) Derby (3*80) Winner (3*108) of (3 9) Eighty-eigbt 
(3*89-90) is (1*13) A (6*1) Y (6*8) R (6*11) S (6*25) H (6 23) I (6 5) 
R(6*37) E (6 9). 

Like Mr. Donnelly, Mr, Bunch means to “withhold the full | 
explanation” of this bracketed-dotted-hyphenated-mathematico- 
mystic cypher. His readers w^, doubtless, prefer to work it out 
themselves. He would simply, in conclusion, call their attention to 
the significant warning already given in last week’s Cryptogram 
“ And mind ye are not put o£E the scent of the veritable quarry by 
obvious herring-trails, diverted from the true track by false clues 1 ’ 

Hooray I 
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THE OLD ORDER CHANQETH.^^ 


METROPOLITAN MEMS. 

Thaitks, I prefer not crossing: the Park after dark 
unless attended by a squadron of Horse Guards. 

No, when I referred to the “horrible crime ” in Oxford 
Terrace, I was not speaking of the affair of the day 
before yesterday, when a harmless bank clerk was set 
upon in broad daylight and “settled” by ten roughs 
armed with daggers, whose excuse was that they “mis- 
took him for somebody else.” I mean yesterday’s 
murder— of the City Missionary, his wife, and three 
chOdren by the escaped convict in the East End. 

As there are two suspicious-looking men now coming 
up the front steps, armed with jemmies and carrying 
skeleton keys, perhaps it would be as well for us to go 
out on the roof and drag the ladder up after'us through 
the sky-light till they nave completed their survey of 
the premises. 

Bear me I This is the twenty-seventh fresh clue that 
the Police are said to have found to the murder in 
North-East Highbury since it was committed two days 
ago. 

It can hardly be said that the detectives have exhibited 
no energy in connection with ‘ * the West D alwich Flaying- 
alive Case.” Why, only yesterday they arrested my 
maternal aunt and two of my cousins up from the country 
on the charge of being the persons wanted for the crime, 
and only released them after twenty-four hours on 
bread-and- water in a dark cell, upon the urgent assu- 
rances of the Vicar of ^ the parish, the local Medical 
Man, and a firm of Solicitors, that they were really quite 
innocent. 

Between tip-cat and unarrested assassins, a walk along 
the streets of London is becoming as exciting an achieve- 
ment as a trip across the Dark Continent, 

I am sorry you do not like my new Botany Bay port, 
of extra quality, for which I gave sevenpenoe the half 
bottle, but I really cannot go down into my cellar to get 
any other kind, because I heard a very strange noise just 
now ; and the only question remaining is, whether it is 
the Manchester murderer, the two Canonbury ditto, or 
the unarrested members of the Regent’s Park gang, who 
are down there. 


“Br THE BYE, I WISH YOU WOULD GET ME X OXKD FOE THE DUOHESS OF 

Beaumorbisss Dance CHAHisrEL Bridge in the Air.— W hat sort of 

1 LL TRY, BoT YOU LL HAVE TO GET A CosTUMB FROM HER, OR A Bonnet, structuTO would be the most Suitable for bridging over 
OR AS SHE ONLY ASKS HER Qtjstomers !'* the “Silver streak” ?— The Pons Asinorum. 


SHUT, SESAME ! 

(A Fairy Story of ths Eegenfs Park,) 

“So, Captain Rip,” said the Enchantress, “you have had your 
sleep for a hundred years, and now you are quite awake ? ” 
“Th^kyou, fair lady,” replied the Knight of the Road, raising 
his feathered hat courteously, “that indeed I am. I do well remem- 
ber a century ago here were the Mary le Bone Gardens —a lonely 
spot all round, and excellent for gentlemen of my profession. In 
those days there was no Wimpole Street— we only had Welbeck 
Mews ; and as for Cavendish Square, it was hardly finished.” 

“ Your wish has been realised,” smilingly replied the Enchantress. 
“It is 1888— the year after Her Majesty’s Jubilee.” 

“ How different from a hundred years ago I ” cried the highway- 
i^n, “ Then the roads were infested with robbers who courteously 
offered the benighted citizen either to take his purse or his life. 
Things are changed now I ” 

. * * You can see for yourself,” replied the Enchantress, rather dryly. 
If yon want me, cry * Open, Sesame I ’ and the gates will yield me 
up.” Upon this the fairy disappeared. 

, indeed pleasant,” said the reformed thief. “How 

delightful to ride in comfort and peace in this beautiful park! 
How happy must be the inhabitants living in the neighbourhood I 

He had got thus far in his soliloquy, when 'suddenly a rabble of 
shouting jibmg roughs surrounded him. 

“ Do you come from the Grove ? ” yelled one. 

** Are you from the Deck ? ” shrieked another. 

^d then^th one accord they fell upon him and tried to kill him I 
Captain Rip set spurs to his horse, and with great difficulty 
escaped. As he galloped away, ruffians of all kinds sprang np from 
every corner, ^d tried to stop him. “Open, Sesame!” he cried 
when he had distanced his pursuers, and immediately the Enohant- 
t ress reappeared before him. 

“ Well,” she asked, “ what do you want with me P ” 


“ I never in my life saw anything more brutal— more barbarous I 
Prithee, * Shut, Sesame ! ’ Close the gates I ” 

“No; that charm won’t work,” sorrowfully explained the good 
fairy. “ The First Commissioner of Works has ordered the gates to 
remain open, and he is more powerful than I. I cannot close them 
tor yon I ” 

“ Then let me sleep again. Perhaps a hundred years hence the 
state of the Regent’s Park may be better.” 

“ At any rate,” responded the obliging Euchantress as she granted 
him his request, whatever that change may he^ it cannot make 
matters worse I ” 

A REIL EMERGENCY MAN.” 

** One rescue was effected in a most praiseworthy manner by a labourer 
named David Buchanan, who ascended the ladder, but, finding it too short 
to reach the upper story, climbed at great personal risk to the window-sill, 
and from there handed down one of the girls.’ ^ “ T(,mes ” account of the 
disastrous fire in the Edgware Eoad, 

’Tis a real relief, ’midst official unreadiness, 

To find an example of prompt pluck and steadiness. 

One man did not know how to fear or to fail ! 

It lightens the gloom of that heart-chilling tale. 

Bravo, my brave “ labourer ” ! Punch doffs his cap 
At the labour of love of this stout-hearted chap. 

There are few seeking fame at the month of the oannon 
Who show cooler courage than David Buchanan ! 

The Merry Wives” at Oiford. — The Sister University has 
gone iex ahead of Cambridge in admitting ladies to take parts in their 
Theatrical performances. What do Margaret Hall and Magdalene 
ff-y fifoings on between the Undergraduate Amateurs and 

JStory Wives,” which is evidently only a synonym for “ Frisky 
Matrons ” P An admirer of the present French high-heeled fashion 
on the stage says that there ought to be a* Ladies’ Thespian College, 
to be called All Heels, in contra-distinction to All Souls f 
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Friday n'—k. sleepy night. Yesterday (g^nitel exliil^a- 
ting, by comparison. Pirst deep in disonssion'of relations 
between Trustees of Savings Banks and the State. Then 
PiciOK’ introduced the Small-pox from Sheffield ; Mem- 
bers fled in affright. Not to be reassured by Anbebson, 
who discoursed at [large upon private, rights in Mussel- 
beds in the tidal waters of Scotland. Then Supply. 
CoNYBEABE objected to abandoning Isle of Ascension. 
Gbor&ib HAMiLToy, on part of Government, offered^ to 
retain Island if Coittbeabb would go and live there during 
Parliamentary Session. This suggestion for removing 
from House what Gbandolph picturesquely calls “ The 
Curse of Camborne,” received with general approval; 
noting which, Contbeabe naturaUy dissented. 

Business done . — Some Yotes in Supply. 


A BEAL “RICHMOND GEM.” 

Sir John ■W'hittaxbu Ellis has completed the purchase 
of The Castle Hotel property from Mr. Tod-Hbatlbt, and has 
presented it to the town of Bichmond, for the preserTation of 
the beautiful view of the Eiver which the site commands.” 

Vide Daily Fapsrs. 

By Whittabeb Ellis Is Mr. Tod-Heatlet. 

The Castle Hotel is Right sort of Swell is 

To Richmond presented. Sir Whectabeb Ellis ; 

So Richmond’s contented; Deserving his wealth : 

too, completely, Pwwc A drinks his good health. 


& A VOCES POPULI. 

^ 0 AT A SENSATION BALLOON ASCENT. 

S j ScEKE—P/^ast^r^ Grounds, from which an Ascent is to 

P IHw made. Crowd of British Sightseers discovered^ 

itiJ M struggling to get as close as possible to the Balloon. 

I Jaded Female {who carries the basket^ and has 

gazing at the Balloon with a face utterly devoid of 
*13 expression). Amd is she going up In thing? 

Mb I Mer Husband {who is always a trifle nasty when 

^ }JK he comes out to enjoy himself). Wodger ^spose she ’s going 

upiU'-a steam-ingine? 

A lU The Female Aeronaut appears amidst frantic applause^ 

^ 7 and waits till final arrangements are completed. 

^ M f A Morbid Sightseer. Fine woman, ain’t she ? Looks 

-r^ - a little pale, though. There ’s some interest in seeing a 

woman do a thing o’ this sort. ^Gloats. 

INI i ^ , ,, d Uninformed S. Can you tell me, Sir— is the lady going 

A ^ \o to sit ou the trapcze ? 

WH Well-informed S. Oh, there ’d be nothing particu- 

i ■»»»— yr. .. r larly new in that ! You see that rope hanging from the 

B.i I »,p«. J»-ii b. 

Jacbsok looking round empty benches rather thinks he’ll get a block of votes j » wviw TtrTiev* nn oarfii 

^ Sup^y. Turned out otherwise. House once iu Committee, two ^ ^ 

or three Rentlemeu on Opposition Benches uneipMtedly ^mlay consuming ® he has said some- 

insisted upon being informed “ What is the poUoy of Her Majesty-g Government wS-ehT ‘ ’ 


in Europe?” . t*T> • j £ d. 

\ “A nice comprehensive qnestion,” said Plunbet. Reminds me oi true 


pBEaussoy put up to answer cloud of questioners. They mock t^mselves 
of him. Things beginning to look cloudy. Old Morality sent for. Comes m 
hnrrieffiy. Throws himself into breach, to great relief of Febchjssok. Delicious 


to hear him, in measured tones, with grave countenance, nnsnspeotinj 
declare his “ determination to maintain the peace of Europe.” Not 


e of true [They all suppose they “ may as well— eh f ” and do, 
ighenden. First Apologetic Spectator. There wouldn’t he so many 
r dinner* looking on if there was any harm in it, would there ? 

>NE ? ’ ” * [Bemains gazing, 

bemselves Second Ditto. It’s no use setting up to be better than 
Comes in one’s neighbours. If I dou’t look on, others will. 
DeHcions . ^ , {Remains gazing. 

the joke The Humorous ^Arry, I say, fancy if she was to be 
Y. H„ or took with a sneezing flt up iu the air, eh ? 

His Admiring ^Arriet. Oh, go on, do ! m akin g me larf 


H. W. , hut Napoleon Bonapabte S^th ! . ^ ^ ^^i8 u±amiring 'Jirrieu go au ; me xm* 

Morning Post announces arrival in Town, after holidays, of Joseph B^e tnat -p j isTn+biTiff but her teeth to ’old on 

Gulis, from his Chitean in Ireland. Here, sure enough; ohserrag. absence v ^ ^ ^ 

of G. 0. M., naturally assumes office of Leader of Opposition. Questions Old t)y i I ud stand it. jri-n-nA >KATif 

Moralitv as to course of public business. At midnight, when progress reported. Mer Husband {with mamM candour). I 

retMu^again to front, md takes charge of things generally. Seats himself yora teeth— hut you L 

I 4-VkA wviAKA onvnl'tr f'A R-p-nATTurft’fl evfl. Memhera in Boauadous S. Ah, it s getting near time now. ,oee. 


Business done . — Civil Service Estimates. 
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Practical Mother. Don’t talk that ridiculous, Sarah Aunt — C hiding 
your eyes when you Ve been paid for to look—it ’s waste o’ money I 
Cheery S. {with a breezy courage^ as if he were going up himself). 
Don’t be alarmed, there’s really no danger—not the slightest, she ’s 
acctistomed to it ! 

The Morbid ilfan. Wo danger — unless she turned giddy and fainted. 
Loquacious S. {with importance). Ah, I see the Flying Man come 
down, I did. That ’s fifteen or sixteen year ago now — but I see Mm. 
He did fall clumsy ^ too. Come down ^jwy’ow— like this. 

{Illustrates with gestures. 
The Morbid M, If yon get up to any height at all, and then fall- 
why, it stands to reason {with a grim gusto) you smash like a hegg I 
Loquacious S, That’s true enough. I’ve ’eard of ’em making 
’oles in the ground. But they say you’re dead long afore you reach 
the bottom. 

The M, M, ’Oo says so? Wot the parties themselves. {Perceives 
with surprise^ that he has said something entertaining^ and proceeds 


A MILITARY MATINEE- 

{By a Bank Civilian,) 

June 2. — Show called Trooping the Colours advertised for 10 
Larp, Parade Ground full. Performance doesn’t commence till 
10 ’30. Our Only General riding to and 
I A, // between Horse Guards and Marl- 

i 'l ' ‘ borough House, looking anxious. What 
happened? Has a button come off 
ir Commander-in- CMef’s uniform at the 
i I last moment, and no needle and thread 
at hand ? Has the civilian valet put 
’^ong costume for H.R.H. the 
Prince ? Can’t the bearskin be found 
anywhere P 

. Seyeral stout ‘Warriors on horseback 
^ Tide in. Impossible to distinguish them 




to elaborate,) They ain’t in no condition to say, one way or the other, — that is, more than they are, as, by their medals and gold trimmings 
The Humorous *Arry, Don’t she take ’old on it, neither I there ’s they are all snfdciently distinguished individuals already. * 

a grip for yer I Shouldn’t care for my ^and to be where that pad is. Officer in front riding in stateliest manner on Mghly-trained steed, 
Wod are they waitin’ for now, eh? They ’re takin’ their tea np in Suddenly, highly- trained steed starts back on seeiag the soldiers, 
that bloomin’ car I {^Arriet giggles responsively. Stately Officer nearly turns a catherine-wheel over charger’s head. 

The M, M, Wow’s the time. If the balloon was to give a jerk Equanimity and equilibrinm restored. WMcb is the Prince ? Which 

Tlmy’re off , . . . A-a-h-hl How she did shoot up, is the Duke? From this distance whichever you like, my little dear, 

didn’t she ? She ’s got to look quite small already. Everybody remarking distinguished Officer in bright bine. Some- 

They stare up^ huddling up against one another in the pleasurable one says, “ Oh, he ’s a Blue Hungarian.” Explanation gives general 
thrill of an entirely novel sensation, satisfaction for the moment. What are they going to do now ? 

The Humorous ^Arry, ’Owd yer like to see me ’anging up there, ^ 10 30— Life Guards’ Band in full fig. (why “fig”? fruitless 

’stead of ’er, eh, ’ A unp iT ? inquiry tMs), with usual gold coats and lockey cans (whv “lockev 


thrill of an entirely novel sensation, satisfaction for the moment. What are they going to do now ? 

The Humorous *Arry, ’Owd yer like to see me ’anging up there, ^ 10 30— Life Guards’ Band in full fig. (why “fig”? fruitless 
’stead of ’er, eh, ’ Abbiet ? . hiquiry tMs), with usual gold coats and jockey caps (why “jockey 

L Cynical Bystander^ who does not appreciate ’Asbibs, considers caps ” ?), plays a snatch of Wational Anthem. Snatch is repeated at 
privately that the exchange would be a highly benejlcial intervals. Air never played right through. Why? Don’t they 
arrang^entfor most parties concerned. know it by this time ? Lientenant Dah GonyRET should see to this. 

The Crowd, You can jest make her out still. Keeps her ’ands or,|if not Godebey, at all events,one of the Mditary Musical Leaders. 

7 s wor%<joming out for— I will say that much ! 2 propos of Band, lady inquires, “ Where is ‘ the Saluting Bass ’ ? ” 
^ded Pemale. Poor ttog ! . ^ ^ heard of instrument being employed in this manner. Point 


2 /ie practical moiner {.to urying u/iiia), inere, tnere, I'olit, -Salutmg Dass” were here, there would also he a Bowing and 
what ’s the good o’ taking on no^^J ? If the lady fall, she won’t Scraping Fiddle. She explains that she meant “B.a.s.e” not 
fall on top o vow. ^ i. -u zi. Tolite of her to spell it in this manner. If saroastioally 

Chee^ B, She must he at least a thousand feet above the earth inohned, might have omitted the “ B ” in second word. Military 
r7 SreMleman, a spectator on my right, points out the “Saluting Base.” 

Highly J^spectable Briton {to his conscience). After all, it’s the which consists of H. R. H.’s, Field Marshals, and such like, 
oomage and the— er— grace and skill of the thing one comes to see. Having come here to see the ooiours trooped, I want to know where 

The Morbid Man (turnmg away, with a feeling of shghtdepressw^^ are the colours. Don’t see them,— that is, not what I should caH 
She won t fall— s right enough. There ’s nothing to look at any colours.” Military person says, “ There I they’re going to fetch 
longer. I molt I i. xi.- u i i • » i. oolour^ow.” Soldiers march languidly across while Band plays 

HfLWLfiYMASi ' Arv'fj. Aft snnii n.H nriA T.hTnlrft rift nriA'a o innb-iT»' of I.TT'rTrTjtT.’o TT-n-m-n 22. x-l . mr . . -r ^ ^ . 


Patriotic Plec^ure^Seeker. It really is a fine sight to seeapeople chief on the top of a stick. “ Yes,” answers military friend with pride, 
enjoyi^ themselves m a simple natural way like tMs, m the open “those are the colours.” Officer with pooket-handkercMef on stio^ 

where the only notion of pleasure is and body of soldiers marob languidly along, as if they had all been 

a buU-light IHis sense of superiority overpowers him, out late the night before (“ the night before the battle. Mother I ”) 

'..tt ; ■ ■ = aud Were very] tired. Think they ’ll all lie down presently and go to 

sleep. Same idea probably strikes Conductor of the Band- as he gives 

EGBERT’S SILWER WEDDIN IM. signal for striking up Uvelg air from Old Ghtard. Amote R?bS 

I ’tb married bin for twenty-five long ears • -> National Highland costume 

To fare Looweesee, my own nunsbal — --1 “jpt jow do a r^. They dou t, and all relapse again mtosolemmty, 

apowse, . , relieved oo^sionally by the snatclies above-mentioned of the National 

And tho’Ufe isn’t aUers beer and skittels, ill feS ill 

I ’ve ne’er repented of my mairidge wows. I v|’ That sail wrong,” mnt- 

^ ® I jll’ a ters my military neighbour, discontentedly ;“ there ’s no such word 

I looks around and hears the world’s wild ,|i ' the British Army.” Military man probably right, as 

rore, command was, nobody moves, and no one takes any no- 

All trying of their best to appy bee, -L SS® breaks np. Distinguished Warriors ride away slowly. 

And allers pitys the old Bacheldore ^ troop’d.” Bic transit gloria Saturday morn- 

As has to set at home without no She I I mir* Monotonous as a spectacle. Next time better entrust the manage- 

a .. !.« ». il mill BmUl ii' ^ Generalissimo Attgijstits Deueioiaots assisted by Heeglee. 


ROBERT’S SIL'WRR "WEDDIN IM. 

I ’vB married bin for twenty-five long ears ^ 

To fare Looweeseb, my own nupshal -=-=r' 

And tbo’ life isn’t allers beer and skittels, |l) ( i 

I ’ve ne’er repented of my marridge wows, j || || ' 

I looks around and hears the world’s wild ^ 

All trying of their best to appy bee, ™ 

And allers pitys the old Bacheldore =■ 

As has to set at home without no She I t j^| 

Supposin as he ’s bin and made sum money, | V 

Thei^^’s no fond Wife at tome to share '! ^ 

Stipposin as he^ don’t feel well, nor funny, ^ 

There ain’t no woioe to make his misery 

But if the Ushand ’s had a frutef ul day 
How gladly does he hasten ome to tell her, 

And ofi they goes to see sum cheerfool Play - - * 

In onmpany with her fare sister Bexlab I 

No ! taking notes of all onr hups and downs, ’ '' 

My maTried.Iife has prooved, quite free ftom banter, 
That singel blessedness is foil of frowns, , " 

And appy cupples wins it in a kanter I Robebt. 


G, 0. M. TO G. Y. M. 

It is all moo^hiiie, Geathmen ’ ^ — Mr^ dad^one to JSxoursionisis d propos 
of the Irish policy of^^ some persons at Birmingham,''* 


Joe Chambeblain, my Joe C., 

. When we were first aequent, 
Your visage smug and shaven 
Filled me with much content. 
But now you ’ve gone exceeding 
wrong, 

Your policy’s no go. 

It’s moonshine, aha it makes me 
mad, 

Joe OhambbblaiNj my Job. 


Joe C. , Job Ohamb eblaIn, my JbE , 

equent, We used to pull together, 
shaven And some thought you’d suc- 
content. ceed me, J oB, 

exceeding ' When I had run my tether. 

But now you call me trickster old, 

, “ Past praying for I ” Oho I 
makes me MoonshihQ I I shall not ask your \ 
prayers, 

LyJoB. JoS Chambeelain, my Job I I 
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TYPICAL MODERN DEVELOPMENTS. I 

A NOBLE LOED AND HIS BtTTLEK. 

SHORT AND SHARP. 

{Latest Style , ) 

Scene — Scotland Yard, Prominent Member of the'^Clan-na-Gael 
Conspiracy gang discovered interviewing Chief of Detective 
Department, 

Prominent Member, The top o’ the mornin’ to ye, Misther Inspec- 
tor. Shnre now ye didn’t expect to see me at all ? 

Chief of Department, On the contrary, Mr. O’ Blazes., I was 
advised ot yonr visit. 

Prominent Member, Ah I there now I Shnre, ye know every- 
thing I Maybe, now, ye ’ve got hold of my little programme ? 

Chief of Department, Yes, I think I can give it yon. {Takes 
paper from pigeon-hole,) Yon were to blow np the Mansion Honse 
yesterday, the Clock Tower to-day, Bnckingham Palace to-morrow, 
and the Bank the day after. That is correct, I think ? 

I Prominent Member, Bedad, Sorr, it is. But with yonr fonr fel- 
lows a stickin’ to me like leeches wherever I go, it ’s diyil a bit of it 
I can carry ont, anyway. Ah 1 well, ye won’t be knowing, I gness. 
what I’ve got in tms little bag here {producing black hand-bag) and 
what I ’m meaning to do with it ? 

Chief of Department, Yes, that bag contains three ponnds ^d a 
half of dynamite, and yon have bronght it here with the intention of 
blowing np these premises. I think perhaps, nnder the circnm- 
stances, it will be safer in my keeping. ( Takes it,) 

Prominent Member, 'Well, there now! Shnre ye bafde me 
entoirely.^ There seems jnst nothing for me to do bnt to be getting 
home again. 

Chief of Department, I think, perhaps, that is abont the best 
thing yon can do. We ’ll nndertake to see yon safe on board. 

Prominent Member, Ah I well, there, now, I’m very mnch 
obleegtd to ye. Good mornin’, Sorr ! 

\Takes his leave^ and is seen safe on board for Kew York, where 
he arrives in due course, to report progress, 

Appropriate.— Dr. Fleming is said to have sncceeded in cnring 
roaring in horses. When he visits the Irish Exhibition, the Band 
have arranged to salnte him with the air of Pory-no-More,^^ 


STRANGE CASE OF MEERIMANIA-COMPLETE CURE. 

Dear Me. Punch, 

As Merrimania is nowadays not an nncommon ailment, I 
think yon will he interested to learn how I completely escaped from 
it. My Doctor, on my last visit to him,^ fonnd that I was in the 
highest possible spirits— I langhed, made jokes, I was full of amnsing 
stories. He shook his head, and recommended an immediate conrse 
of Exhibitions. 

“ I do not advise yon to visit the Picture Galleries,” he said, as he 
felt my pnlse, “ as that wonld be almost too strong a remedy. The 
sudden transition from great gaiety to the depths of melancholy, 
which wonld assuredly follow, would be injurious. I think yon might 
safely try a little of the waste land at Earl’s Court, mixed with a 
weak solution of Olympia, and the Conservatory attached to the 
Albert Hall. But, before following this prescription, I would suggest 
yon sbonld prepare yourself by attending an evening fHe at the 
Flower Market at Covent Garden. It will give yon strength to bear 
yonr subsequent treatment.” 

To hear was to obey ; and that very night I fonnd myself in the 
midst of thousands and thousands of the loveliest flowers — lilies, 
geraniums, roses, and pansies. On its merits, an extremely pretty 
sight. 

The next morning, in higher spirits than ever, I visited the Italian 
Exhibition. I am happy to say that the depressingly long passage 
from the railway platform to the entrance, the immense gallery to the 
ex-happy hunting- grounds of Buflalo Bill, and the considerable 
walk through the building before I could get to the Concert Hall and 
Theatre, did me a world of good. As I passed under seemingly 
endless arches of artificial vines, I heoame duller and duller, and 
telt my face growing longer with every step. Some of the exhibits, 
too, had a decidedly sobering effect, especially those of British manu- 
facture. I passed through a marquee wherein some Minstrels in the 
costume of Neapolitan fishermen, were giving rather a humorous 
entertainment, and entered the saloon devoted to a “wonderful per- 
formance ” of “ Featelli Peandi’s celebrated Italian Burattini, or 
Marionettes.” There was a stage, with a proscenium suggestive of 
“the Theatre Royal Back Drawing Room,” and a full-sized orchestra. 
The lever du rideau was “ a gorgeous representation taken from the 
Scriptures,” called The Universal Deluge, ' It went with roars of 
laughter from the “great procession of animals” down to the final 
tableau depicting “ the flight of the unfortunate victims, the raging i 
of the exterminating waters, and the roar and crash of the thunder,” 
which again (to quote the programme) “ proved a truly marvellous 
scene.” Some of the animals were rather feeble abont the legs, and 
many of the unfortunate victims preferred waltzing in the 
exterminating waters with greater vigour than grace, to attemptmg 
to escape. However, as a whole, the performance was fairly 
amusing, although I have my doubts whether it would quite suit 
the Pol^echnic, even in these days, when that once popular insti- 
tution is given over to the rulers of the Young Men’s Christian 
Association. 

The * ‘ Magnificent Historico- Allegorical Fantastic Ballet, in fourteen 
scenes, entitled Excelsior ” was not so entertaining. It was lonpr, and 
(after the novelty of watching the puppets had passed off) wearisome. 
However, it suggested to me that some of our pieces relying more 
upon music, scenery, and miseen scene than on dialogue, might be 
played with advantage by Marionettes, For instance, I should like 
to see The Mikado dealt with in this way at Earl’s Court. The 
Pompadour too, so full of interest to the antiquarian, would lend 
itself admirably to this treatment; and again Masks and Faces, 
with its gracefol gavotte (invented by Mr. D’Auban) could be 
included in the repertoire. Possibly, in the cause of Art, Mr, and 
Mrs. Beeebohm Thee and Mrs. Behnahe Beehe might be induced 
to lend their valuable assistance in carrying ont this really excellent 
proposal. 

It appears from'Mr, Sms’s expression of hearty approbation which is 
printed on the programme, that the eminent melodramatist thinks 
that these Marionettes “ will draw all London.” Of conrse he will 
give up Wilson Baheett. and one of his melodramas would be 
just the very thing for the Puppets. 

Thoroughly depressed by the Burattini,” I left the Italian Exhi- 
bition and asked for a railway ticket to South Kensington. “ If you 
wish to go to the Anglo-Danish,” said the clerk, “ you won’t get in. 

I may t^ yon. Sir, that it is closed because it is being reserved to-day 
for the female Freemasons who are taking tea with the Royal Family.’ ’ 

Warned in tifhe, I asked for a ticket for The Irish O’Lympia, and 
completed my cure. Whatever the Exhibition may be in its future, it 
is at this present moment a most melancholy spot* The grounds are a 
mass of brick and mortar, which are gradually assuming the appear- 
ance of completed houses and artificial ruins ; the exhibits, with the 
exception of some bottles of whiskey, are spiritless, The music of 
the Connaught Regiment and the Inniskillmg Fusileers is not wildly 
roUicksome, Ten minutes of Olympia reduced me to tears, and I 
felt that my doctor’s experiment had been successful. 

Yours weepingly, A Wiser and a Sabeeh Man. 
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THE MODERN VENUS ATT IRED BY THE THREE DIS-QRACES. 

Costers’ Comments,! Impebiai Impeovement.— T here seems to have been better and 

First Coster. ’Oo vtob it as married-the Eoyal aermans, I mean hopeful news from G-ermany lately. The only question now 
—a couple of weeks ago ? ^ be^ about The Diet and the Constitution, Surely Sir Morell 

S^nd Ditto. Don’teherno ? Why, it was Prince ’Eneet, son of s advice will be sufSLoient on these two important poin'is, 

the Hemprer, spliced to the Princess Hieeen, — — 

Nttda Veeitas. — ^H ow cold a. Non-LA+fino* Mun T xr a Mrs, PoA, “ Such curious figures 

never “ has anything on ” I " ^ must be J He outside, and then the quaint gargles with the open mouths used for 

r ain , water. 
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TSE MAGISTRATE’S SONG. 

The cases were oyer, the Magistrate rose, 

Gtiite glad to be able to beat a retreat ; 

He held his handkerchief up to his nose, 

For the Dalston Court-house was not very sweet. 

And he sat him down in his private room ; 

But suddenly leaped again to his feet 
With a scream that made the Reporters stare 
And the Clerk jump up from his seat. 

The Solicitor paused in extracting his fee ; 

His Client Sipped out of the way ; 

The “Drunks and Disorderlies” sniggered and grinned. 
And thought ’twas a curious “ lay.” 

Then the Magistrate said, ‘ ‘ I have known'many Courts, 
But never until to-day 
Have I seen a judicial sanctum filled 
With— well, with creatures of prey I ” 


ITALIANO IN KENSINGTONIO. 

Suggestion for Improvements {Jby an Occasional Cor^ 
respondent ). — ^There ought to be such a tramway as there 
is on a long pier, to convey passengers at a halfpenny 
apiece from the District Railway Station to the top of the 
steps of the Italian Exhibition and back. As it is— it 
is a weary walk. An enterprising individual might 
make a fortune here with a tramway or bath-chairs, or 
atmospheric or electric rail. I went to see a rehearsal 
of Peandi’s Marionettes on Tuesday, by special Jinvita- 
tion. But though my visit was post-prandi-al, we were 
too soon for Signor Peahm, who was hard at work 
erecting the Marionette Theatre. “ Could I interview 
the puppets ?” I asked, not relishing having come there 
for nothing. There was some hesitation ; a consultation 
between Signor Peandi and two assistants, and then a 
courteous o£S.eial informed me with a bashful air, as 
though admitting me to a delicate confidence, that he 
was “ afraid I couldn’t see any of the puppets to-day, 
as they were all undressed.” Not for worlds would I 
intrude, I replied, and, having promised to come another 
day, I retired. 

The Worlds in an article entitled “ The Rhsmsody of 
Rapping,” asks some pertinent questions, to which an- 
swers should be given by the individuals who are men- 
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swers should he given hy the indiviauais wno are men- i u 

tioned by name in Mis. Home’s book about her husband, ^ t. x • ^ 

as witnesses of the marvellous manifestations on which Mistress \to Maid^ who Tms ^ust receivec 
his spiritualistic reputation was founded. These answers give you a C^eaotee at all. 
will he deeply interesting to all who either have not ^ shall tell the Teuth about you. 
made up their minds long ago on the subject, or are Home- Maid. *' And if you do, Ma'am, I s 

sick of the whole thing . Defimation o* CnAEAcrBE 1 ” 


SLIGHTLY MIXED. 


Mistress {to Maidt who Tias just received a Month's Notice). “I would eathee 
r GIVE YOU A ChARAOTEE AT ALL. BUT IF YOU INSIST UPON IT, OF COURSE 


Maid. *'And if you do, Ma'am, I shall suttinqly bring an Action foe 
Defimation o* CHARAorBR 1 ” 


JOHN BEIGHT. 

(Air— “ John Brown ^'*) 

Wb are glad you ’re on the mend, 

For you ’re everybody’s friend, 

Ati<1 the troops of your admirers still 
increase, John Bright I 

You’ve a fashion of your own, 

Which the English race has grown 
To bear with even when it does not please, 
John Bright I 

So when you ’re well once more, 

A congratulatory roar ^ x 

Will sound from every section of the State, 
John Bright I 

j And each will brim his glass 
To a patriot first-class, 

Wno’s as sturdy in his love as in his hate, 
John Bright I 

Sober Britons fiy “ like birds ” 

To listen to your words 
Of fiery force, of stately sound and sweet, 
John Bright I 

And they love your common sense, 

And your hatred of pretence, 

And fashionable fawning and deceit, 

John Bright ! 


ROYAL PARKS AND PLEASURE 
GARDENS. 

2. PROFOS of the first illustration of the 
Pleasures of a Pleasure Horse in London, 
which appeared in last week’s number, seve- 
ral Correspondents wish to know — 

First. If gravel is very expensive, because 
the Authorities in charge ot the Park are 
very sparing in the use of it in those most 
dangerously slippery places, the Park Gate 
entrances. 

Secondly. Who are “ the Authorities ” who 
have the management of the Parks and of 
Kensington Gardens ? Is it the First Com- 
missioner, the Hon. David Robert Plunket 
with “George Ranger” of St. James’s, 
Green and Hyde Parks, with the Police Com- 
missioners ? 

Thirdly, Can’t the iHon. 'D. R. Plunket 
find, somewhere i)igeon-holed away m his 
ofS.ee, plans for rides through Kensington 
Gardens, under shady trees, as in the Bois 
de Boulogne f And if he can’t, cannot “ the 
Dook” find them in his ofB.ee of Ranger? 
If any difidculty, refer to former intelligent 
ofBoiais, Mr. Sh-w L-f-vrb and B-rtie 
M-tf-ed. 

Fourthly. What has become of the tan-nde 


right round Regent’s Park ? Who “ranges” 
Regent’s Park? Apparently no one, at 
present, except Roughs. 

Fifthly. [For Sir Charles Warren.) Have 
such Policemen as are stationed at the cor- 
ners of thoronghfares close to Park Gates, 
received strict orders that, on the appearance 
of anyone on horseback,— attempting to cross 
the road in order to enter the Park,— they 
are at onoe to occupy themselves in cracking 
jokes with a casual acquaintance, or in 
cracking nuts, or to become apparently ab- 
sorbed in the deepest contemplation of 
nothing^ in particular until the perplexed 
equestrian shall have arrived at the haven 
where he would he, or somewhere else where 
he wouldn’t be ? R, S. Y. P. 

During the stifling heat of real summer 
weather a foesh representative of Ayr, or a 
representative of fresh Ayr would be indeed 
welcome in the House of Commons. 

In Kent an immense destrnotion of nut and 
and apple crops has been caused by maggots, 
“ owing to the wholesale slaughter of sparrows 
which nas been carried on in the district.” 
In future, perhaps, farmers will not grudge 
the sparrow his grub. 
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MUSIC OF THE PAST AND FUTUEE. 

Santley is back agrain, fresber than ever. He came out strong at 
Mr. CasENs’s Conoert on Thursday last. Sabasatb was in great 
form. “ Always thought he was a female violiuist,” said Mrs. Eam, 

“ but I suppose I was thinking of Sabah Bernhaedt. Yet why 
0^1 himself Sarah Sartt ? So misleading.” Sarah Sarty, on the 
violin, and Cusins, on piano, played together. “ Mind your p ’s and 
0, ’s-ins,” said Sarah, and the pianist did so ; at least he would have 
minded his “p’s ’ and “Q,’s” if the key-board of the grand piano 
had included them. Pxatti was so carried away by his own per- 
formance that, though twice recalled to himself by a thoughtful and 
appreciative audience, he each time forgot to take his instrument 
mth him. Mrs. Eendal recited, and everyone was glad to re- 
sight Mrs. Kendal. The duet between Nobdica and Sabah Sabty, 
who obbligated with the violin, while Madame sang “ Jov.r$ de mon 
enfance^^^ was a big treat. Even our Cusins-Q-erman couldn’t have 
given a better concert than the Cusms-English. More power to his 
elbow! On second thoughts* no— as pianist, he has quite power 
enough already. Why wasn’t he in the last be-Knighted batch of 
musicians ? Sir Organist of St. Paul’s will henceforth be known as the 
“ Organ Swell.” So much for the Music of the Past, now for the 

“Music of the Fdtube.” It is a very near future, for it is to- 
night, one of the Nodes Amhrosiance at the Albert Hall with— well, 
read the programme and do what you like. Even Sims Eeeves is an- 
nounced I One “ can call spirits from the vasty deep, but,” &o. — ahem I 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTBACTED FBOM 

THE DIARY OP TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons t Monday Night, June 4. — ^Habcottbt appeared 
to-night in favourite character oi Uncle Pumhlechook, Pip^ for 
this time only (first appearance on Westminster Stage), Evans, the 
elect of Southampton. Haecotibt proposed to bring him up — 
Hterally “by hand,” as Pip was brought up in the Gargery house- 
hold. What he had to do in the matter not quite clear. Herbert 
Oaedneb, who escorted Evans on other side, right enough. Before 
Evans was returned, he was the only Liberal Member in the Home 
Counties. Habcotjrt sits for Derby; rather remote from South- 
ampton. Never saw Evans 
till he met him on return 
from America, and hailed 
him Member for Southamp- 
ton. No more to do with Bis 
good fortune than Mr, Pum- 
hlechooh had with Pip's, 

But, all the same, insists Jifv ^ n\ 

g^on effusively welcoming 

To-night stands at Bar, x 

half a foot in advance of new W 

Member, softly stroking chin, 

and smiling to himself, await- \ \ A\ 

ing moment of triumph when \ w 

Speaker shall call on new ^ V 

Member to advance to Table. \ 

All described long ago, as far 
back as when Great Expecta- 

tions was written. No need \ 

of Cryptogram. Read straight 

forward. Erl \ 

“ ‘ My dear friendj’ said ^ \ 

Mr, Pumhlechookitakmg Pip I \ 

by both hands, ‘ I give you k 

joy of your good fortune. 

Well deserved. Well de- 

served. _ To think that I 

should have been the humble tt i -n 

instrument of leading up to Pumblechook. 

this is a proud reward. But, my dear young friend, you must be 
hungry, you must be exhausted. Be seated. Here is a Chicken, 
had roxM from the Boar. Here is a tongue had round from the 
Boar. Here ’s one or two little things had round from the Boar, 
that I hope you, may not despise. But do I see afore me him as 
I have sported with in times of happy mfancy, and may IP— 
may I?’” 

And H^coum does ; shakes hands with the blushing Evans, and 
men strides up floor of House amid thunderous cheers of Liberals ; 
Evans ^ways half a pace behind Harcourt, bowing gracefully, 
iS-oe flushed, and pleased smile as resounding plaudits rise. 

X* ??? sopl/^ said Gorst, looking on wi5i undisguised admira- 
d ]>®}i«ve Harcourt thinks it was he that won Southamp- 
ton, Shouldn t wonder to see him take the oath and go up to be 
mtroduced to Speaker.” 

Stopped short of that. Just remembered Evans when brought up 
by table. After half a moment’s hesitation reluctantly wheeled to 
the right and resumed seat on Front Bench. Then House had oppor- 
tunity of seeing new Member, who speedily disappeared in obscurity 
of back benches. 

Business Imperial Defence Bill in Committee. 

Tuesday , — ^Tm Healt’s tender heart touched by abject depression 
of House after six hours’ debate on what some Members call the 
Cantotd?wment Acts in India. Thought he would stir them up a bit. 
He did. 

Ebrington had Motion on paper ordering copies of certain state- 
ments alluded to in course of proceedings before Select Committee 

on Admission of Strangers. An in- 
nocent-looking proposal. Ebring- 
TON a harmless person. More un- 
promising material for uproarious 
scene never agglomerated. Appa- 
impossibility of getting up a 
irresistible attraction for Tm. 
Noted that Ebrington was not in 

is the noble Lord?” 
Tim thundered. 

Nobody knew ; but the very way 
of asking question suggested sus- 
!' pieion of guilt. Members below 
the Gangway began to cheer. Tim 
^ swelled wisibly in majesty of wrath, 

/ 1^^°’ then, had moved the Reso- 

''' iji \ 8 “Please, Sir, I did, ’’piped Stuart 

f *7 i 1 WoRTLET in trembling voice; “but 

{ g \ \ I ’ll never do it again.” 

) M 1 “ Moved from Treasury Bench I ” 

1 "W \ cried Tim, with scornful sweep of 

1 m \ extended hand. “Ha! ha!” And 

1 m /"I Irish Members cried, 

\ m “Ha I ha I” and Conybeare said, 

1 m ^ “Ho I ho I ” Old Morality moved 

\ anxiously in his place; made 

ghastly^ attempts to smile. Tim's 
eye accidentally fell on Attorney- 
“PWbp Sir General. Occurred to him Attor- 

. nby-General is retained in forth- 

coming libel action, “ O’Donnell against Times,^^ Putting this and 
that together, Ebrington away, the Attorney-General in his 
place, the Mace on the table, yesterday being Monday and to-day 
Tuesday, what could be clearer ? A plot ! a wicked plot to defame 
the character of Irish Members, The Attorney-General was artfully 
using the House of Commons and hoodwinking that child of nature, 

1 Tiscount Ebrington, in order to obtain evidence on behalf of his 
employers in the libel case. 

“Could anything be clearer?” Tim asked, winking at Joseph 
Giliis, who sat watching him with ecstatic admiration ; and all 
Members below Gangway shouted “No!” and Members above 
Gangway chuckled, and Members on Ministerial Benches stared, not 
understanding the matter a bit, half fearing there was something 

1 in it. Prettiest sight of all, face of Attorney-General ; in rapid 
changes indignant, scornful, angry, contemptuous, perturbed, and, 
finally, unsuccessfully assuming feeble imitation of that far-away 
i look Dizzy used to put on when Big Ben clumsily girded at him. A 
most excellent piece of fooling, Iffting Tim Healy at a bound to first 
rank of comedians. 

Business done , — C. D. Acts in India condemned. Tim Healy 
takes a rise out of Attorney-General. 

YAwr«<?ay.— Lord- Advocate beginning to think life not worth 
living. As he says, “Life would be endurable only for its Scotch 
Members. ^ They have illogical and indefensible idea that Lord- 
Advocate is representative of Scotch Government; that when they 
want mtormation on particular poiuts, or have suggestions to offer, 
they may address him. That, of course, all nonsense. On Monday 

j than five Scots-wha-hae combined to put down questions 

Lord- Advocate. He just stopped away till questions 
had been reached second time, then coolly turned up and answered 
them all together. 

To-night Hunter, following on trail, put a wordy question. 
Seeing that so-and-so W[as so-and-so, and that if so-and-so did 
not happen, something might occur, would the Lord- Advocate see 
his way to do so-and-so ? 

“No, SJp'wled the Lord- Advocate, half rising from the 

bench. Rib^d Conservatives laughed at this snub. Hunter sat 
for a moment gaspmg for breath. Scots gallantly massed themselves 
behmd mm, pushed him forward into front again. Hunter 
repeated question at greater length, with added solemnity. Resumed 
his seat. AH eyes turned on Lord- Advocate. Said never a word. 
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Presently got up and’ strolled out, presenting Ms most familiar 
aspect to Scotch Members. 

“ Pact is, Tost,” he said, as we talked the matter oyer later, “ if 

these Scotch fellows are going to 
begin to put questions to me there 
must be a Parliamentary Under 
Secretary for Scotland. Ireland 
can’t have everything.” 

Neglected Wales treats itself to 
rare luxury of moving adjourn- 
ment. Discusses Police outrages. 
T. Ellis triumphantly shows that 
Wales not so far behind Ireland, 
after all. Motion to go into Com- 
mittee on Local Government Bill 
at last. Debate turns on reform 
of parish vestries. Stevenson 
wants it dealt' with in Bill. Sup- 
ported by Gladstone, and, start- 
ling reunion — Chamberlain ! 

Don’t like look of tMs,” said 
Old Morality to Plxtneet. “ Drip- 
ping water wears away the stone.” 

“ Not very serious, after all, on 
Division,” said First Commissioner. 
“Eemember what Lord Dudley 
said of Canning’s Party in 1813 ? 
‘They dined fourteen and voted 
twelve.’ Well, Chameeelain’s 
Party in House can seat seven at 
Mgh tea and vote five. We should 
manage to survive that.” 

Business done^ — In Committee 
on Local Government Bill, 

n. L.,d 

ing sitting in Committee on Local 
Government Bill ; pegging away^for four hours, got through eighteen 
lines; Bill contains 4,360 ; Goschen, making himself intensely dis- 
agreeable, going about Committee with conundrum: “If it takes 
four hours to pass eighteen lines, how many days wiU it take to pass 
4,360?” 

“ No joke tMs 1 ” Ritchie says. But Joachim: says he ’s given up 
joking. TMs a simple rule in arithmetic. So leave him to do it. 
Business done^ — Got under weigh with Local Government Bill. 



circulation in the world. “ Just up from my little place, Hall Bam,” 
he says; “always come up from Hall Barn to near HaR-Bami.” 
A propos of Hall, I have only seen the Halt, of the Opera once tMs 
season. He is depressed by the absence of Mr. Gladstone, who 
used to come so frequently to the Opera, and is not reassured by the 
Conservative tone of the Organising Committee. He only'^consoles 
Mmself by refieoting that the Opera is under the Liberal Manage- 
ment of Druriolands. Still he is not happy, and wears Ms Gardenia 
Ghdstonia with a deference. 

Wednesday, house. Db Reszki^ Bros., as Faust and 
Mephistophelesy summoned by enthusiastic audience at finish of 
Act I. Nothing de risky about the Db RESzsis, the two Poles— 
strong poles, too, capable of supporting the Opera. Poles together, 
yet Poles asunder in their voices. Madame Nobdica received with 
vociferous applause ; is encored also vociferously in that gem, “ The 
Jewel Song^” but declines with thanks. After that sweet thing in 
duets, Bammi ancor^'* everybody exclaims ^^ancoTy^ but remem- 
bering the presence of laRes, omits the first word, which does sound 
strong, even in Italian. At end of Third Act Nordica re-appears, 
supported by the two Poles— North Pole and South Pole— Edoxtaed 
and Jean, All three greeted with well deserved ovation. After 



Madame Nordica supported by two Poles— not sticks. 


OPERATIC NOTES. 

Monday Nighty June 4. — Grand performance of BAfricaine with 
splendid cast. Their Royal Highnesses the Prince and Princess of 
Wales and Princesses present punctually, and the house a brilliant 
one. Madame Nordica as Selikay and M. Lassalle as Nelusko, 
decidedly “ ofE colour,” as they don’t make these two characters any- 
thing like as black as they were originally painted. Both Selika 
and Nelusko ought to :be “kept dark.” The contrast between 
Selika and the fair Ines is impaired by this want of mahogany dye, 
and much of the dramatic force of Selika's performance is lost. 

The two De Reszzes play and sing like the thorough artists 
they are. Yet opera heavy, and what ought always to be a startler 
—the orchestral gymnastic performance with which the Last Act 
opens— takes nobody’s breath away, and is not encored. Disap- 
pointment. The savages boarding the ship aren’t half savage 
enough. Merely colourable imitations of savages. 

That “artless thing,” Miss McIntyre, more artless than ever. 
Called before the curtain, she comes on looking utterly surprised, as 
much as to say, “ What on earth do you send for me for ? ” Loses 
her way, nearly walks over the footlights on to Signor Mancinella’s 
head, but is prevented from taking tMs dangerous step by Madame 
Nordica, who hands her over to the care of Jean de Reszke, who 
in his turn convoys her to the o.p. side, and sees her safely off. 

Bntr^actes too long. I retire, humming the first bars of “ The 
Minstrel Boy^'* wMch had somehow got into Meyerbeer’s head 
when he composed the music of FAfrieaine, 

Tuesday,— La Traviata^ with Albani, instead' of Ella Russell, 
as the heroine. Albani, heart-breaking; Ella, chair-breaking. 
As the fair and frail Violetta^ Albani looks frailer than Ella. In 
excellent voice. Encores and bouquets; former declined, latter 
accepted. Ravelli the Reliable as Alfredo the Little. D’ Andrade, 
as Bapa Germonty reminding me of that other heavy father in Mig^ 
nonney with the telling ballad. First cousins, musically and 
dramatically, I should say. If Traviata were played, as it ought to 
be, in modern costume, what a chance there would be among the 
principals and chorus for “making up” after Society’s celebrities I 
“ Mr, Alfredo ” is a suggestion in itseM likely to prove a great attrac- 
tion. In the lobby I meet the popular proprietor of the largest 


enthusiasm, reaction sets in, and Opera drags a bit towards the end. 
Mdlle. Bauermeister the Benevolent, good as ever as Dame Marta, 
Altogether, excellent entertainment. 

Thursday, — Don Giovanni again, with Lassalle as The Don, 
Different, of course, from Toole as The Dony but in some respects 
has the advantage over the latter. Toole is rarely now seen in 
Itoolian Opera, but if he were to appear, The Don would be, of course, 
the very part for Mm. 

The timid McIntyre now plays Elvira, TMs Elvira is a size or 
so smaller than the Don^s other victim, Madame Fursch-Madi, 
and thinner, though perhaps taller, than the coquettish Zerlina- 
Arnoldson, TMs is better than representing the Don's attachments 
as being “ all very fine and large.” Ravelli the Reliable in it, of 
course, and his song rapturously received. 

Friday,— The Nozze . . . , wMch I did not see. I did Nozze before. 

Saturday, — Les Huguenots, House full, no standing room. 
Chairs at a premium. Exceptionally brilliant east. Valentina would 
be Madame Nordica’s finest part, vocally and dramatically, were it 
not for her Marguerite and Carmen, Must compliment Ella Russell 
on her equestrian performance. Can scarcely believe that tMs Q,ueen 
of Song, on horseback, is the sprightly Susanna of the Nozze di 
Figaro / No doubt of it, and in magnificent voice. A most impres- 
sive Conte di San Bris is Edouard de ReszeiS. Edouard is “ all 
there,” and there ’s a good lot of him. A gallant Raoul is the Polar 
Star, Jean de Rbsze&, shining brightly in the darksome duel scene, 
and afterwards going through the grand duet, and through the win- 
dow, triumphantly. Scalchi first favourite as Z7r&«wo-“ wo-wo-no- 
no — no ! ” Encores not taken, — Opera long enough without ; but 
huge basket of flowers, fer two, handed up, after Second Act, to be 
shared by Nordica and Ella. The latter got it, and gave Nordica 
a rose. Dare say they will share after— the Opera ’s over. Who 
sent it? The K-ng of Sw-d-n? Mustn’t mention his M-j -sty’s 
name, as he is Incognito in the Royal Box, disguised with either the 
blue ribbon of the Garter or a Masonic scarf round him, enjoying 
everything immensely, and no doubt going back to supper at the 
palatial Grand Hotel, where he is naturally more at home than in 
the cheery little snuggery known as Buckingham Palace. Alto- 
gether, taking principals, special chorus, and our old friend ifefwe-ew- 
scene (perfect this time), tMs setting of Les Huguenots is well worth 
repeating. 
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LONDON IDYLS. 

‘ In the Gloaming, Oh, my Dabling ! ” 

“I is no use shutting our eyes to the fact that the Parks take the place of drawing-rooms for a large part of the community Until Masters 

and Mistresses are willing to proyide a reception-room for the < young men* of their fiye or six maid-serrants, the Parks must be their trysting-ground, 
and therefore ought to be kept free of rowdyism. Respectable young people of the class to which I allude deserye as much protection from ‘gangs of 
•men and -womfin ’ as do the residents of onr terraces.”— ViA& “ B^nguxyCs ” hettST tO tk& “ Tiwies^^ Jun& 6. ^ o o 


THE RED-TAPE TANGLE. 

Ensnared at last I Coil-caught, and hempen- 
shackled, 

He who the most tremendous odds has tackled 
In open jungle ; 

Enmeshed, he who deled all open foes. 

By lurking enemies who creep and glose. 

And blindly bungle I 

Brave sight I Poor Leo in a hopeless tangle, 
Whilst his foes laugh, and false friends 
wildly wrangle. 

’Tis little wonder 

If, folly-hampered when his need is sorest, , 
The roarings of the Lion through the forest 
Resound like thunder. 

The forest-king in a rope-tangle shut I 
So Gulliver was snared in LilUput 
By pigmy hordes ! 

A hundred petty bonds will hold a Titan, 
And he whom battle’s thunders cannot 
frighten 

Is tamed by cords. 

Out on the fumbling factions who have 
framed 

The clinging snare by which stout Leo’s 
shamed 1 

Anathemas hearty 

From patriot lips, stirred to a noble spleen, 
Fall on the traitorous votaries of Routine 
And thralls of Party. 


Oh I for some swift access of Samson-strength 
To snap these worse than withes I Then at 
length 

Limb-free, stout Leo 

Would fiercely face Ms foes abroad, at home, 

I And from the courage-quickened land would 
come 

A loud Laus Deo ! 


JAMES’S ABDICATION. 

James The First, Etohist, is no longer Pre- 
sident of the B.S.B.A. He has retired from 
the Presidency, and taken with him a follow- 
ing of twenty-three members. These will 
probably set up a Society, and call themselves 
“The Unlicensed Whistlers.” 

We said, a few weeks ago, that the sudden 
craze for listening to The Female Whistler 
seemed ominous for the Male Whistler, Why 
did James abdicate? The public were in- 
debted to him for novelty in the R.S.B.A, 
arrangements ; also for the velarium,^^ 
which, like charity, covers a multitude of sins. 

In the meantime, Mr. Wxkb Batmss has 
been elected, vice James abdicated. An abdi- 
cated James means the commencement of a 
line of more or less popular Pretenders. But 
—who is Wtke Bayliss ? 


No In vasion next Week I on account of 
the Militai^ Tournament, with Band and 
Musical Ride, at the Agricul-tooral-luxal 
HaU. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The Eavesdropper^ by Mr. James Payn, 
or, as the Author would, say in a second title, 
‘ Eaynful Experiences of a J, P,” The 
somewhat novel idea of the book is that the 
writer becomes invisible, visits various places, 
and overhears of course all sorts of pleasant 
things about himself. The scene in the Club 
is the best. As an invisible practical joker, 
Mr. James Payn occasionally, but consist- 
ently, conveys the quality of iovisibility to 
some of his jokes. We have his word for it 
that the jokes are there — as we have the word 
of our friend who sees a ghost — hut we can’t 
see them ourselves. Those we do see are 
side-splitters. Yours ever, 

Baeon de Book- Worms. 


Making it Hot poe the Sweatees. — 
Fashionable West- End Tailors, and Fashion- 
able Furniture Makers are accustomed to 
pretty heavy charges — ^which their customers 
have to pay. But what will these eminent 
tradesmen have to say to the very heavy 
charges brought against them in the recent 
evidence before the Sweating Commission? 
Unless the revelations are proved false, we 
shall hear of a change of name from Totten- 
ham Court 1 Road to “ Swotting’ em Court 
Road,” and the wholesale employers of 
Sweaters at starvation prices will be known 
as “The Sweating-borgians.” 
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Nos. 74:9 and 745. ’With Gnn. Friglitened by False Fire. 

THE DIARY OE A NOBODY. 

April 19.-“CiraoaNGS called, bringing witk him his friend MERToisr 
who is in the Wine Trade* He made himself at home at once, and 
Casbie and myself were both struck with him immediately, and 
thoroughly approved of his sentiments* He leaned back in his chair 
and said, '* You must take me as I am,” and I replied, “Yes— and 
you must take us as we are. We’re homely people, we are not 
Swells*” He answered, “ No, I can see that,*” and CuMMrsrGS roared 
with laughter, but kliiRTOijr in a most gentlemanly manner said to 
CuMMiNOS, “ I don’t think you quite understand me. I intended to 
convey that our charming Host and Hostess were superior to the 
follies of fashion, and preferred leading a simple and wholesome life 
to gadding about to two-penny-halfpenny Tea-drinking afternoons, 
and living above their incomes.” 1 was immensely pleased with 
these sensible remarks of Mebton’s, and concluded that subject by 
saying, “No, candidly, Mr. Mebton, we don’t go into Society, 
because, neither of us cares.for it ; and what with the expense of 
cabs here and cabs there, and white gloves and white ties, &o., it 
doesn’t seem worth the money.” , . c-r, j 

MEBTOiir said in reference to friends ^ My motto is Few and 
True,”’ and by the way I also apply that to Wine, “Little and 
good”; and CuiororGS said, “ Yes, and sometimes ‘ cheap and tasty,’ 
eh? old Man.” Mebton still continuing, said, “He should treat 
me as a friend, and put me down for a dozen of his * Lockanbar ’ 
j whiskey, and as I was an old friend of Cummen’gs, I should^ have it 
' for 365., which was considerably under what he paid for it,” He 
booked his own order, and further said that at any time I wanted 
any passes for the Theatre, I was to let him know, as his name stood 
good for any Theatre in London. . j 

April 20. — Cabbie reminded me that as her old school iriend 
Anbib Fullees (now Mr* James) and her husband had come up 
from Sutton for a few days, it would look kind to take them to the 
Theatre, and would I drop a line to Mr, Mebtob asking him for 
passes for four, either for the Italian Opera, Haymarket, Savoy, or 
Lyceum. I wrote Mbbtob to that effect* 

April 21.— Got a reply from Mebtob saying he was very busys and 
just at present couldn’t manage passes for the Italian Opera, Hay- 
market, Savoy, or Lyceum, but the best thing going on in London 
was the Brown at the T^ Theatre, Islington, and 

enclosed seats for four ; also bill for whiskey* 

April 23.— Mr. and Mrs. James, Miss Fxjxleb that was, came to 


meat Tea, and we left directly after for the Tank Theatre. We got 
a ’bus that took us to King’s Cross, and then changed into one that 
took us to the “ Angel.” Mr. James each time insisting on paying 
for all, saying that I had paid for the tickets and that was quite 
enough. We arrived at Theatre, where, curiously enough, ah our 
’bus load except an old woman with a basket seemed to be going in. 

I walked ahead and presented the tickets* The man looked at them, 
and called out “Mr. Willowi-t! Do you know anything about 
these ? ” holding up my tickets. The gentleman called to, came up 
and examined uiy tickets, and said, “ Who gave you these ? ” T said 
rather indignantly, “ Mr. Mebtob, of course.” He said, “ Mebton ? 
Who’s he ? ” I answered rather sharply, “ You ought to know, his i 
name’s good at any theatre in London.” He replied, “Oh I is it. 
Well, it ain’t no good here. These tickets which are not dated, were 
issued under Mr. Swinstead’s Management, which has since changed 
hands.” While I was having some very unpleasant words with the 
man, James, who had gone upstairs with the Ladies, called out, 

“ Come on 1 ” I went up after them, and a very civil attendant said, 
“This way, please, box H.” I said to Jambs, “Why, how on 
earth did you manage it?” and to my horror he replied, “Why, 
paid for it of course,” 


SIX TO THE HALF-DOZEN. 

Invasion d la Francaise* 

ilfowday.— Departure of the Grand Army of the Leicester Square 
from Paris. 

Destruction of the British Fleet all over the world. 

TFedweeday.— Bombardment of Folkestone and Margate, and 
sacking of Pegwell Bay* 

Thursday . — Battle 9f Southend. Hanging of traitre Mon^ 
signor le Lor Maire^^ in chains. 

Friday . — ^Execution of M. Coox and five hundred of his voyageurs, 
and attack on “ Wauxall-Bridg-Kod.” 

Saturday . — ^Rejection of terms of agreement proposed by M. 
Augustus Habbis, for entire French Army to open in the autumn 
in military piece at Drury Ijane, 

Occupation of London by the French, and end of the 
British Empire* 

Invasion^ English style. 

Monday . — War declared. Abandonment of Algeria and all her 
other Colonies by France* 

Tuesday.— Th& French Fleet knocked into a cocked hat every- 
where. 

Wednesday.— A. French Army, that had managed to effect a 
landing at Hastings, returned (unpaid) by sample post, 

TAwrsdity.— Destruction of Marseilles, Yersailles, Boulogne, 
Dieppe, Lyons, and several other important towns, by a regiment of 
British Militia. 

Friday . — Immense success of General BouiiAsraBE (described as 
“just taken prisoner”) in his great song at the Alhambra. The 
“ Marseillaise ” cheered to the echo* 

Saturday .— of the A.R. Division of Metropolitaa Police, 
and arrest of the entire French Army. 

Nwwday.— Occupation of Paris by the English, and end of the 
French nation. 

The Baron De Mamdat-Gbahct is said to be preparing a new 
book, to be entitled The Irish Jaunting Car^ as a sequel to “ Shay 
Faddy:^ 
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A NASTY ONE. 

‘ I SEE YOU ’re spending A LOT OP MONBY ON THAT LITTLE PLACE OP YoURS IN 


Snarley. “I see you ’re spending A Lot op Money on that little Place op Yours in 
Surrey ! ’* 

Snohley. *• Yes, I want to make the Place— A— thoroughly pit for a Gentleman^ 
don’toherknow I ” 

Snarley. “Oh, I suppose you mean TO Let it ? 


OUE ONLY EVEEYTHING. 

‘‘Lord "Wolseley is evidently delivering a 
series of Lectures on tlie Whole Duty of Man.” — ^ 
Laily News. 

Yes, Grenius is a G-reat Q-ift I 
Omniscience has its advanta|:es I 
A Man who can lecture on Thrift 
In a way which to match one would want 
ages ; 

Party Politics then give a turn, 

Wallop negligent Whigs and slate cracked 
Tories, 

Then tell ns we Ve yet much to learn ^ 

Ahont people who toil in onr factories : 
Who knows all ahont Man and his faults, 
Likewise about Woman and her vices, 

And makes most tremendous assaults 
Upon every one of the Services ; 

Who knows more about cannon than Krupp, 
And more about tactics than Salisbury ; 
Who could make Mr. Gladstone sit up, 

And teach Law and politeness to Hals- 

BURY ^ 

Who concerning Statistics is pert, | 

And about Lord George Hamilton quiz- | 
zieal ; 

Who can measure exactly our hurt ^ 
From alack of the training that’s physical; 
Who knows why we ’re running to seed, 

And what mollycoddling has made us all ; 
Who ’s certain ’tis easy indeed 
For Germans and French to invade us all ; 
Who knows — but to tell half he knows 
About all things from Mayfair to Media, | 
Would take us from now to Time’s close, 
And fill up a whole Cyclopaedia. 

He, doubtless, the circle could square, 

He could, probably, scull the new 
Coracle ; [despair. 

He’s a chap who’d make Crichton 
A genuine Pocket (Book) Oracle I 
What then ? Since perfection pervades 
His physical, moral, and mental man, 
Since he ’s the true Jack of All Trades, 

A Soldier, a Sage, and a Gentleman, 

Our one Only General (that ’s clear), 

Also our one only Particular ; 

If England in safety would steer, 

And John Bull remain perpendicular, 
There is only one thing we ’ve to do— 

Perch him on pre-eminence lonely. 
Dictator I We car^t gqask^ ^ _ 

If we’ll only be ruled by The Only I 


MOVEMENTS OE MR. WILLIAM SIKES. 

From the Oraoksman's Girmlar, 

Mr. William Sires arrived in London this morning by the 10 a.m, 
train from Portland, having murdered a warder or two and left early. 
There were a number of friends to meet him. After making them 
a short speech, he adjourned with a select few to the Burglar’s Arms 
Hotel, where a recherche dSJeuner was served. He left in a private 
Hansom for the residence of a friend en route for Paris. Daring his 
short stay Mr. William Siees visited the houses of several wealthy 
merchants in the suburbs, and removed a considerable amount of 
superfluous silver, gold, and valuable jewellery. The lot will he sold 
in a few days| time at Melter Moss's Lost Property Auction, of which 
due notice will be given in this journal and in the Police Gazette, 

At the request of his admirers, Mr. William sat for his photo- 
graph. One specimen copy he subsequently sent by Special Messenger, 
as a present, to Sir Charles Warren, and another he left personally | 
on the Chief of the Police InteUigenoe Department, Whitehall. Mr. 
W. Sikes conversed pleasantly for several minutes with some of the 
chief constables on duty, and bidding them farewell, drove hack 
to the house of the friend with whom he was staying. 

In the evening of next day the first burglary of the season (in 
this neighbourhood) took place at the house of Mr. Snobbington, 
whose gold plate was left out on the side-board on the occasion oi 
the reception given by Mrs. Snobbington to the Half-Crown Prince I 
of S^e-BEapense, Mr, William Sizes, who is a great collector of 
old jewellery and gold and silver plate, was natnrily attracted by 
the display, and was not contented until he had become the happy 
possessor of some of the most splendid pieces in the set. 


Friday, — A. man said to be uncommonly like Mr. William Sikes 
has been arrested, and is now in the custody of the police. The pro- 
ceedings are necessarily secret. 

Saturday , — ^Another man more like Mr, William Sikes than the 
other has been arrested. The other one has been cautioned and 
discharged. He promised not to look so like W. Sikes again, and 
thanked the police for the care they had taken of him. 

Sunday , — ^The man arrested yesterday has been discharged. On 
being confronted with the photograph it was ascertained that he wasn’t 
like Mr. Sikes at aU. He was immediately dismissed with a caution. 
A wire from Paris brings the intelligence that Mr. W. Sikes was 
present at the Grand Prix, when several distinguished French gentle- 
men, residing in the neighbourhood, lost considerable sums of money. 
Dnfortnnately the news arrived too late for any member of the Intel- 
ligence Department to avail himself of it. * * * Mr. Sikes having 
unexpectedly returned has been arrested in consequence, it is sup- 
posed*, of his resemblance to somebody else. 

Mrs. Ram went to see one of her little nephews at Eton on the 
4th of June. “ A pretty sight,” she said. “ I hope Mr. Irving was 
there, as the fireworks quite reminded me of that wonderful scene on 
the Brocas, — ^in Faust^ yon know.” 

An Honorary Academical distinction was conferred on Mr. J . L. 
Toole as The JDon last week. He is now a Fellow of— Infinite 
Humour. Sunday Times^ please copy. 


A VERY “Big Big D- 

SOBWERIN (/ /) 


-.’’—The Duke of Mecklenburg- 
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THE COMMONS CEICKET MATCH. 


Hansom is.— auite stare of success be The ^ewsbpy 
Talbot Cab andSHoiseless Tyre Company ”—B^he TForld gives the 
short title— in opposition to the old Noisy rattling, 

shaky Hansoms of the past, and of the present too, for the matter of 
that^ But where are the neat little brougham cabs? the f 

and the roomier double brougham, to hold four comfortably ? There 
are a very few of these about, but, if well horsed, they ^ 
usefnl for Londoners gener^y, nine months ^t of the twelve, th^ 
the best Hansom ever could be. JSdppy ThouM—If the new 
Hansoms come out as very “ Swagger^ velucles, they should be 
known as “ The Noiseless Tj/re-and-Side-on Cabs, 


“SoBST May’s 
eggs at dinner.” 


passed,” said Mrs. Ram. “No more plumber’s 


“The Teachebs’ Gitild.”— There is a suggestion in this title of 
a Golden Age of Literature. Last week this incorporated Society 
held a satisfactory meeting. Among the speakers was Sir P. Magnus, 
whose name no student of Dickens can ever come across without 
being reminded of his Pickwickian relation, the “ Peter 
who £0 amused his friends by signing his letters to them Aetes- 
NOON.” Sir P. M., however, did not amuse his friends on this occa- 
sion, but he interested them. 

Mps . Ham’s Nephew read out from Truth : — “ A flutter has been 
caused at Emmanuel College, Cambridge, by the^ lalling-in of the 
Rectory of Bletohington, Surrey.”— “ Good .gracious! ” exclaimed 
Ms Aunt, “ I do hope no one was indoors at the time I Was any- 
body hurt?” 
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LOST TO SIOHT. 

Come like shadows, so depart. The shady characters of Ariane 
went first, and then their caricatures followed alter them. The 








: rhndy'‘y%?y:'^ 


“ Smallbyde- 
grees and beau- 

tifuUy less.” Stranded. 

injured ghosts claimed them, hut apparently there was no sort of 
reason for their sudden departure from the Strand, which was wit- 
nessed by crowds of hearty sympathisers, who, all of them, took one 
last fond look at Miss Atheeton as Maeius seen through the wrong 
end of a telescope. Though lost to sight to memory dear, and 
certainly a better company for this kind of skit does not exist in 
London. The Company might be known as “ The London Skittish.’’ 


VOCES POPULL (AT A WEDDING.) 

ScEKE — Interior of Church, Wedding Guests arriving and ex-- 
changing airy recognitions as they settle down in their places. 
Bridesmaids^ in various states of self-consciousness ^ collected at 
door. Loud and sustained buzz of feminine whispering. 
Policeman, on guard at another door {to people with a rnania for 
seeing complete strangers married). Very sorry, ladies, but if you ’re 
not provided with tickets, I can’t let you in. ^ 

The People with a rnania, ^c. But this is a public place, isn’t it ? 
Policeman {not feeling competent to argue the point). Those are my 
orders, ^ [TAe People, ^c., depart disconsolate. 

Verger {to Guests with pink tickets). Any of those seats there. 

** Pink ” Guests {attempting to pass a crimson rope which bars the 
central passage). We want to be near the altar — we can’t see here ! 

Verger (in a superior manner). The higher seats are set apart for 
parties with white tickets. 

Pink'^'^ ^ Guests {to one another^ indignantly). And after we’d 
sent that girl a salad-bowl, too 1 [ They employ themselves in picking 
out “ White'll Guests who ought properly to have been Pink,^^ 
remark that it is the most shamefully managed Wedding they ever 
saw, and recur bitterly at intervals to the salad-bowl, 

Mrs, JRipplebrook {who always comes early ^^to see the people'*'*). 
Oh, there’ll be a tremendous crush, of course— they know everybo^j. 
Look, the De Lacz Yespes have just come in — what a pity it is that 
eldest girl has such a red nose— she ’d he quite goodlookiug without 
it I . . . There ’s IsTaecisstjs Rtoeeeceed. y 9 u see him everywhere. 
{Bows and smiles at Mm effusively.) Horrid creature! And how 
fat he ’s getting ! Do you know who that is? That’s Miss Mabel 
Mato OP, of the “Proscenium,” you know, — looks ever so much older 
by daylight, doesn’t she? I suppose she’s not one of the brides 
friends ! By the way, have you ever met Azm— this Pilbergilt man, 
the bridegroom, I mean ? Oh, my dear, a perfect horror I Ten years 
older than she is, and one hears such stories about him I In fact, it 
was only his money that — but her peojjle were delighted, of course. 
Ah, she’s coming now ; look how the bridesmaids are all “preening” 
themselves ! That ’s the bridegroom— he look yellow ? 

Best Man {in a whisper to Bridegroom), Pull yourself together, 
old chappie, you are looking so chippy I 
Bridegroom, I feel chippy, too. Pact is, those farewell suppers 
are a mistake — ’ll never give another. 

Mrs, Bipplebrook How the choir are going down to meet them. 
Don’t you wish they ’d invent a new hymn for weddings ? I ’m so 
tired of that “ Eden” one. There she is. I always think this is such 
a solemn moment, don’t you f Can you see whether it ’s silk or suede 
gloves the bridesmaids are wearing ? That ’s her father, whose arm 
she’s on. They say he disapproved, hut he doesn’t count. Her 
mother ’s behind, with the hook nose ; why on earth she should cry, 
I don’i know— it’s all her doing! She makes a pale bride, doesn’t 
she ? But white duchesse satin would be trying even to a beauty. I 
hear she threw over poor young Oldglovb most shamefully. Why 
does that tiresome old Bishop mumble so ? I can’t hear a word. 

JHhusemaid, belonging^ to Bridds family {to Nurse), I wonder at 
that Louisa Iaue taking on herself to cry, when she only came 
Toosday fortnight ! How you and me have got some claim to cry. 


The Nurse {loftily). Them kitchen-maids can’t he expected to 
know their place, or what ’s required of them I 

Ie" the Yestet, 

General congratulations, compliments, kisses, and signatures. 
Bridegroom {to Best Man), I say. dear boy, Hook to you to square 
all these Johnnies, you know. {Which is his irreverent mode of , 
designating the Bishop and Ms assistant clergymen. 

In Chuecpc, bueinci- the Inteeval. 

Mrs, Bipplebrook, Yery daring of them to be married in May, 
isn’t it ? I knew a girl who was married in May once— and the very 
first time they gave a dinner-party, her cook came up drunk soon i 
after the salmon, and gave her warning before everybody ! dreadful, 
wasn’t it ? I suppose you ’ll go on to the house and see the presents ? 
Do— jf’m going. Oh, you’ve seen mine ? It is handsome, isn’t it? 

I was going to get her quite an ordinary one at the Stores— hut that 
was when I thought she was only going to he Mrs. Oldglove. Ah, 
there’s the “ Wedding March** at last; here they come ! {Bride and 
Bridegroom pass slowly down central passage, recognising their 
friends at hazard ; several are left unnoticed with their elaborately 
prepared smile wasting its sweetness on the bride*s brothers, A 
young man, rather negligently dressed, who has been standing behind 
Mrs. Ripplebeooe, the whole time, forces his way to the front. 

The Y, M, {to himself). She shall see me — if she has the courage 
to meet my eye after her conduct ! 

The Bride, What, Mr. Oldglove ? I ’d no idea you were in town ! 
We shall see you presently, I hope.^ [iSAe passes on, leaving the 
Y. M. to think of all the scathing replies he might have made. 

An. Old Maid {weeping in the Gallery ; she has got in as ‘ ‘ the Bride- 
groom*8 Aunt,** a character in which she attends every wedding). 
Poor young things !— to think of all the troubles before them ! 
Bridegroom* s Friends, Pretty wedding, wasn’t it ? 

Brides Friends, Not a pretty wedding, was it ? 

In the Caeeiage. 

Bridegroom {finding the silence embarrassing), Hope they ’ll give 
us time enough to change, and all that. Horrid bore if we missed 
our train and had to wait ! 

Bride, Oh, if you are going to find everything a bore already ! 
Bridegroom, Well, isn*t it ? {Silence returns. 

In the Deawing-Room. 

Presents laid out Guests wandering round, keeping a furtive 
look-out for their own offerings, and feeling deeply incensed if 
they are not prominently displayed. Others consult the con- 
gratulatory telegrams as though they were of Furopean interest, 
A Detective noticeable by his sumptuous get-up and his uneasy 
bearing, watches the jewellery. Shortsighted Old Q-entleman 
{friend of the Bridfs) approaches, and, misled by Detective’s 
festal attire, takes him for the Bridegroom, 

The S, O, G, {with emotion). This is a ^reat responsibility you 
i have undertaken to-day. Sir. I hope you will be— ah— worthy of it. 

Bet. {professionally sensitive). Thank you; but it’s not the first I 
I time I ’ve undertaken such a job, not by a very long way. | 

The S. O, G, {moving off aghast). This is dreadful! — ihjej can*t 
know ! Now many times, and where are they all now ? Oh, some- 
one ought to speak to her mother ! I would myself— only 

[ Goes in search of some champagne. 
The Bride's Mother {to Gmst), So kind of you to remember my 
girl, and to send her that charming — {she suddenly forgets whether 
she is speaking to the donor of the nineteenth carriage-clock, or the 
fifteenth fish-slice) ~-th 2 A> charming— er — (mMmft/e)— quite the pret- 
tiest^ — ex— {mumble) — I ever saw. But you always have such taste, 
{Mild surprise of Guests conscious of having presented, in 
despair, a plated toast-rack of unpretentious design, 

Mr, Oldglove {who has come on after all— bitterly , to the Bride). 
All I can wish you, Mrs. — {choking)— Mxe, Pilbeegilt, is that you 
may be as happy as — as you deserve ! 

The Bride {sweetly). Thanks awfully. That ’s the prettiest thing 
I ’ve had said to me yet ! ( To Neighbour,) Oh, Mr. Cashlet, how am 
I to thank you ? — lovely platewarmer f [Mr, 0. retires baffled, and 
contemplates committing suicide with apiece of wedding-cake. 

In the Caeeiage. 

The Bridegroom, Well, that ’s over ! 

Bride {icily), I wish you would contrive not to fidget so ! 
Bridegroom, When a fellow has about a stone and a half of rice 
down the hack of his neck, it makes him rather restless. What are 
aE the chappies staring at us for ? I’m sure we don’t look as newly- 
married as all that J 

Bride {complacently). You would not notice such trifies; hut 
Etjlalie has really surpassed herself over my going-away dress. 
Bridegroom, Ho, by Jove, I ’m hanged if it ’s that ! 

Bride. Perhaps you think you are the attraction ? 

Bridegroom, Spotted it as we passed that shop-window. I say — er 
— ^Albieia, I ’m not joking— I ’m not ! There ’s a beast of a 
white satin slipper on the roof of the brougham I ! 


HOTICE. — Rejected Oommunications or Oontributloiia, whether HS., Lrinted Matter, Brawiaga, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accouipaiiied by a Stamped aud Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this '’uio 
there will bo no exception. 
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ROUND THE FIRST ; OR, UETTINU DOWN TO AVOID. 

IVagments of the Story of the Great Fight hetween the ** Pugniacious Pwifryp^^ amd 

“ Bv/nfe NcmceP 


Amd) Fistiand 8 old chronicles many a “ miU” is recorded, 

■Which to the Corinthian patrons of hoxing- mnch pleasure afforded j 


LAT-IN FOR A SPEECH ! 

The following letter was picked np last week in Trinity 
College, Cambridge, shortly after the conferment of 
honorary degrees on Prince Albeht Yictoe, Lord Saus- 
BtTET, and other distinguished personages. If it doesn^t 
speak for itself, Mr, Punch declines to speak for it. It 
seems to be addressed to the Professor of Latin in the 






But seldom University: — 

^ swells Deah ]^xoe, — K indly look at the enclosed draft of my 

^ Gi/oiniu] C.v ^ forthcoming address in introducing the new L.L.D.’s to 

^ ^ P h e n s ’ s the Chancellor. I want particularly to know if the Xatin 

I, ^ Rmg have is all correct— and of course you, from your o£S.cial posi- 

^ found tion, are the ri^ht person to tell me I flatter my self 

^ greater ex- the address will cause a sensation ; but, if you don’t 

f \ <fltement approve, would you just send me a few hints as to what 

^ Than watch- you would say under the same distressing circumstances ? 

\ Uig this l^t (N^.~Don’t^ut in too much Juvehai Yours, 

\ for they Nobilissime Cahceleabi, 

^ ^ ? Pbimum: eminentem Tumorem quern haheo pre- 

\ sentare ad te est Princeps Albebtus Victob., “ Ingenui 

ngnt vuMs puer, ingenuigue pudoris,” ut dioit Latinum 
^I^ant. G-rammarium. (Query— How about the “puer” ?— will 
TVT thought cheek f If so, please substitute some 

iNovice is other word.) ^ Pater ejus est Princeps BALJEjrABTrM, et 

young at est facile princeps, primus inter pares, et e pluribus 

V ^ 4 . ,* “onB-m. (Rather eloquent that, I fancy?) Sumus Iseti 

7 o^'*' he s videre suam Regalem Altitudinem hie ad praesens, et 

known to essemus laetiores si Alexahbba (Query— Too familiar P) 

£ oo game venisset eocum, (Better than “ cum eo ” ? Shows 

i i| .. [( ^ spar- Secundus^ est Marquis Saiisbubei, Primus Ministrus. 

TOW ; Ilium recipio libenter, ut coUegam mei, et fratrem nam 

"i V® \ ambo sumus oratores, ego Publicus, ille (I thought I ’d 

better bring in som^ allusion to the Licensing Clauses, 

Jit round if possible) PublicanusI Nomen nobilis Maroujus est 

■— — — his BiaB, celeberrimum, Igitur solum dicam de eo. — (I think it’s 

and a left best to end up with a poetical quotation. Don’t you ?) — 

First Round. “Bung’s Notice” “going down to avoid.” strai^^ht Tempora mutantur, nos et mutamur in iUis, 

W, S. Smith (the Bottle-holder), Ceitaiolj, SicP as an^ar- .^Bno, 0 CaneeHarius, RAOTOKPHxm CBnoECHiiir^ 

row* virum gravem, ad te introduco, Quum video nobilem 

He has shown unexpected good form, and the knowing ones readily backed him, Marquem Saiisbueh et Ranbolphuh in eodem loco, flo 
“ We pity the other,” they cried, “ when our Novice has met him and whacked ^thusiasticus, et compellor exfran^ere ut sequitur-- 
him I ” O G-emini I ( Any danger of people thinking this vulgar ? ) 

The “Pugnacious Pump” was a big ’un, but just a bit soft, so men muttered, P ^^'gBi Twin-Frames I Quomodo speramus ut ante 

And aged and stale ; so ’twas thought the young Novice might face him ^Bgum teinpus tu, Randolphe, rnrsus eris Memhrmn 

unfluttered. Dommationis (rather neat for “ Government,” eh?): 

’Twas true he’d a lump of a fist, and was long in the reach, and a smiter : Campus (Query — good Latin for “the country ” ?) 

But then he was cookcrowy rather, a very had sign in a fighter. potest progressere sine te. Non andeo decidere si 

His temper was awfully nasty ; the Novice was cool and collected'; es optime aptatus (“fitted” — ^Lato a^n?) esse 

And so it seemed skill against size, and a rattling good mill was expected. CanceUMus^ Exchequer!, Indieus Sen^, Domesticus 


First Round. 


Round. “Bung’s Notice” “going down to avoid.” 
W, jBT. Smith {the Bottle-holder'), “ Certaiuly, Sir.” 


that goes 
straight 
as au ar- 


p” was a big ’un, but just a bit soft, so men muttered, P ^3,gni Twm-Fra^es I Quomodo speramus ut ante I 
so ’twas thought the young Novice might face him loBgum teinpus tu, Randolphe, rursus eris Memhrmn I 

Dommationis (rather neat for “ Government,” eh?): 

I of a fist, and was long in the reach, and a smiter: nam Campus (Query — good Latin for “the country ” ?] 

owy rather, a very had sign in a fighter. potest progressere sine te. Non andeo decidere si 

r nasty ; the Novice was cool and collected'; es optime aptatus (“fitted” — ^Lato a^n?) esse 

against size, and a rattling good mill was expected. Cancellarius^ Exchequer!, ^ Indieus Senba, Domesticus 

***** Senba. Dommator-Generalis, vel potius Premier. Ego- 

Tt calls for Pierce Egan’s old peu with a sort of a dash of Macatjlat’s, (query— conceited ?) sum mclinatua ^ dicere ut 

To worthily f oUow the fight from the moment they put up their mawleys. ^ loci, epdem tempore, sunt tuns propnus spherus, 

The “ Pump ” stripped a regular whopper, the “ Novice ” he peeled a bit forky, Pjobabiliter, putas eandem rem. Nemo ahus est 

But then he seemed quick as Jem Mace, and as light on his toes as old Corky. , modes ous, tarn emmente co^istens, tarn doctus, et 


The “ Pump ” had a rare crowd of backers, and oh, how they holloaed courteosus ad opponentes. Ut poeta camt. 


shouted ! 

“ We ’U back you, old boy, till all ’s Blue I 
he doubted. 


And they meant it, that *s not to 
„ , [cheery; 


Ibam forte vi&, Sacra, sicut mens est mos. 

In conclusione,?tupotes dicere de Parliamentarus beUis, 
Quorum pars magna fui I 


A slab-sided slommocking chap was the “Pump,” and his mug looked most “ nfira rtno^fo ” iIa 

A trifle smock-faced to be sure, but not the least P«s<ltiarta .dq.b#er P) cum ventate. 


or beery. 


The “ Novice ” looked clean as a pin, and as hard' and as game* as a pebble ; 

But light-;Y6ry light ; his opp^oueut’s big bulk seemed his carcase to teeble. proffl docte^r HabK^i^C 

They spar for au opening. Bang ! If, my Novice, your nose that had smitten TI 

As straight as the B. P. Intended, I few Mother Ewth you ’d have bitten ! ? 

The “Pump” swings his arms Mke a windmUl, Smack I Not well in reach, ^ tag poetry) OubiCampi 

but a whopper ! the fields oi horses, you see I) 

The “ Novice’s ” counters lack powder, hut what a neat feinter and stopper I Spercheusque (Ascot) et virginihus bacohata Lacsenis 

Like “ Charlie,” he’s aU^round the ring; doesn’t relish in-fighting, that’s Taygete {Goodwood-^hy not f) I 

certain ; ^ . Goschenits est proximus, “ inexorahfiis, acer ” custos 

He has a hghtmoime on one eye, and the other has put up the curtain. puhlicarum divitiarum. Ut Saxl-ustixts hahet id, “De'i 

The “ Pump,” well, he won’t be demed ; if he knds a fair spank on the dial, non largiundo gloriam adeptus est.” 

mJ® ^ V caution makes trial ; Alios graves viros, 0 Caneellari, introduco simul, et sine 

The Pump,” is a terrible thumper, but is he the stoutest of stayers ? plure Latino— (0 fortunati ninuum, sua si bona norint I) 

Close ? Not if he knows it, our Novice. A wrinkle he takes from Tom Satees. L^it non possum producere aptas quotationes omnes dies 
Down easy, means down without damage ; a dodge that is often employed, boys ; longa. Ut Hoeatius dicit— 

And so when our Novice is pressed, he “ gets cleverly down to avoid,” boys I Cantahridgi^ faciam ? Mentiri nescio. 

* * * * * * * (J.e., 1 can’t go on exaggerating their virtues for ever 

= ' - '' ' ■■ — does this sound churlish f Then I should end np with 

^ m V n . about ten lines out of the Prosody or the Gradus, — 

No Tory can he more Tory than are some of the Dissentient Liberals,” nobody ’R notice them, and they ’ll sound learned. Tell 
says the Daily News, Of course ; the fact is No-toryous.^ me what you think of the above, candidly,) 
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BQAR.D OF 


THE blackmailer. 


IN njLL 


“the jobberies;” 

Op, The Metropolitan Board op Woeks Making an Exhibition op Itsblp, 


Yoluntebeing a Suggestion.— -What I “Cnt down a Imndred 
trees in Richmond Park,” for the sake of making a Yolnnteer 
holiday of one fortnight in the year I Perish the Thought I Rather 
let the Yolnnteers ^‘cut their stick” themselves to Altcar, or 
Epsom Downs, or ‘ ‘ Anywhere, Anywhere ” outside the radius. Let 
the Yolunteers have a nice place to themselves at Aldershot, for 
example, where the tag-rag^ and bobtail of London are not likely to 
visit them, and where festivities will be less the order of the day 
than strict attention to business. Should the Crystal Palace Company 
want to realise, wouldn^t their grounds suit the Yolunteers as a 


permanent Camp ? The Sydenhamites, who are accustomed to Odd 
Fellows’ Fetes and Fireworks, would be less likely to object to 
Yolunteer Rifle Practice than Richmondians. But this year, and for 
the last time, the Wolunteers are at Wimbledon. 

At the Parnell Banquet au CaejS Royal, was a Pike the first 
course, and a Revolver the piece de resistance ? The Clan-na-Gael 
will probably entertain themselves at a quiet party of Irish-Ameri- 
can confreres, each of whom will subscribe his dinner-mite. The 
meeting is likely to go of with iclaU 
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“MIGHT BE WORSE!” 


J 


First Jolly Angler (peckish after thei/r walk), “ Got the Saotwiohes and ” 

Second Jolly Angler {diving into creel), “Oh, yes, hers theyabb, allright, and here’s the Whisk ^ 
Jove !— I ’tb forgotten the Fishing-Tackle ! I ” 

First Jolly Angler, ‘ ‘ Oh, nb’ mind— we ’ll get along quite well without that i ” 


-tut-t-t, by 


THE CIVIL YOUNG ’BUS-DRIVER. 

[The Driver once would rudely chaff, or hid you go to Hades, 

If you ventured on a mild remark about his ** off” or “ near ” 'oss ; 
But the happy introduction of those garden-seats for ladies, 

Bmollit mores (even hii) nec sinit esseferos /] 

Air — “ The Jolly Young TFaterman,” 

And did you not hear of a ciyil young ’Bus-driver, 

Who from Blackfriars his trade used to ply ? 

He handled his reins with such skill and dexterity, 

Utterly winning each leminine eye. 

He looked so smart, and he tooled so steadily, 

The ladies all climbed to his roof right readuy ; 

For since the young rogues found the garden-seats there, 
His ’Bus never wanted a feminine fare. 

What sights of nice girls on his roof-seats he welcomed, 

His ’Bus was so clean and well-painted withal ; 

He was on the best terms with the gay City damsels 
Who wanted to Wandsworth to go, or Yauxhall. 

OE old the ’Bus-drivers were given to jeering 
And chafidng, and rather too freguently “ beering 
But now they behave with politeness and care, 

Since those garden-seats brought them the fair sex for fare. 

Dear me I just to think now how strangely things happen I 
’Bus-Jarvies of old were a nuisance to all; 

But their roofs are invaded by lady-fares charming, 

And straightway our Jehu is courtesy’s thrall. 

His language of old was a shame and a sorrow ; 

But now how politely he ’ll wish you good-morrow I 

His mien and his manners are most debonair 

Since those garden-seats gave him the fair sex for fare I 


“The Orlando.”— What an inappropriate name for a shipl 
Alter Orlando to O’er-sea-o, 


"CONSULE PLUNKET.” 

The First Commissioner of Works (Chief -®dile not “ Consul”— but 
the quotation applies) has shown a tender care for the nest of the 
Fly-catcher in Kotten How. The tree is protected by an iron rail, 
and the bird is as carefully watched by the police as if she were a 
dynamiter hatching a plot. The Right Hon, David is evidently a 
man of sentiment. As an old bird— not quite a Hestor, but, so far, 
a Bird-Hestor— not to be caught with chaS, he has a sympathy with 
the little hen who is “up a tree,” and whose sittings are tempo- 
rarily of longer duration than those of the House of Commons. If 
the House of “Commons” were worthy of its name, it would give 
further consideration to open spaces for ill-used Equestrians, and, 
with the assistance of “ George Ranger” (who chiefly patronises Bat- 
tersea Park for his morning exercise) would open spaces across 
Kensington Gardens, demolish the sunk fence, and give another ride 
across Hyde Park, 

If the placid Equestrians were 'Radical Rioters or Koisy Salva- 
tionists, every attention possible would be paid to their modest 
requirements ; but as they do not assemble in their thousands, and 
neither rant and roar under the Reformers’ Oak, nor threaten Revo- 
lution, nor demolish railings, they are treated as a “ feeble folk,” 
like “ the coneys,” or trodden upon as bruised worms which have 
only the poor space of Rotten Row to turn in. Certainly, except, 
perhaps, for the Early Christian Martyrs-to-over-feeding, and for 
riding-masters with pupils. Rotten Row is about the Rottenest Ride 
to be found in any ci'vilised Metropolis ; and Livery London, and 
every “ poor beggar on horseback,” ought to protest against its 
insumciency. The life of a squirrel in a cage teems with pleasing 
variety as compared with the very-un-merry-go-round-about course 
to which the Rotten Rovers are condemned. 

Ask for the plans for new rides which were in the departmental 
pigeon-holes to which we alluded last week. Let First Commissioner 
of Works, David, stronger in faith than in works, go out against the 
Philistine Giant, Tie-Wig-and-Red-Tape, and his victory is assured 
beforehand. 
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“ Never realised till this morning,” said Baettelot, “howmtioh 
W, B/S LEGGINGS. venomous contempt oonld be expressed by simple citation of the title 

Ms. Wn-SON Bas^tt's mural advertisement of Ben-my-chree is scene, in which The Taj played his part with dignity and 

worth noticing. If Ben-my-chree were a Ballet, then this display aL^y^tion. 

of legs would be intelhgible to the ^ steady night’s work in Committee on the Local G-overnment Bill. 

Crowded benches, earnest, useful debate. Only one note of discord 
Ball^et. As ® when Cuesb of Camboenb turns up, and moves futile Amendment. 

weeJ^ more tor these Legs to run at ]y|cjjibers bound to sit by whilst Cohybeaee makes speech, and must 

M ^ t Jieeds divide at Mb sweet wiU. But uo one wiU taie part’in disous. 

^ supposed to tave s(^me referenw to ^ ^ to roost. 

wLKse^ iK tv^tad Ik « Conunittee on Local Government BiU. 

^ with. We’re Tuesday Night , — “I remember,” said. Old Morality, trying to keep 

quite aware that these Legs, alive pace with Eitchie, walking home across Palace Yard, “ when I was 
Wgm and kicking, are the Manx Arms, at school writing in my copy-book, ‘Punctuality is the Thief of 

adopted for this occasion only by Time.’ Wish now we hadn’t been so punctual in announcing with- 
WnsoH Bahrett, who may wish to drawal of Licensing Clauses.” 

show that the present state of Ben- “Pooh, pooh I” said Eitchie. “Had to be done some time, 
vs my-chree makes him Manxious. Might as well do it at once.” 

“His Last Legs.” ^ Xn the advertisements which we “ Not so sure,” said Smith, wearily. “There’s another reminis- 


“ His Last Legs.” in tne aavertisemsnis wnicn we •• JNot so sure," said Smith, wearily. ••There's another reminis- 

would suggest to W. B. for his last two-week legs, the “chree” cenceof my youth, ‘Never do To-day what you cah ptjt gee till 

would be omitted, and only “Ben-my” remain, or it may be read To-morrow.’ If we hadn’t shaken things up at the Morning Sitting, 

A “My Ben,” which wiU recommend itself to perhaps we should have been better ojff in the evening. Can’t stand 

the theatrical mind, and we hope the last one, many of these experiences. What does the copy-book say ? Forget 

the “ Ben,” — short for “ Benefit, ’’—will be a exact phrase, but somethmg to the efiect ^ 

real good one. The above advertisement is that unintermitted distillation of fiuid 
DLOt patented, and with great pleasure we upon a stony substance will in process 
1^^ make it a present to Ben- of time diminish its superficial area.” 


show that the present state of Ben- 
my-chree makes him Manxious. 

In the advertisements which we 


my-BAUTiETT. But there is 
one thing most remarkable 
and most worthy of imita- 
tion in this form of adver- 
tisement, and that is the 
self-efiacement of the actor 
himself j for it is clearly, 
though symbolically, a por- 
trait of Mr. No-Body. 


His Last. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


kxtuacted prom 


make it a present to Ben- of time diminish its superficial area.” 

I my-BA^ETT. But there is Truly not a cheerful day for Hovern- 

one thing most remarkable ment. At Morning Sitting withdrew 

* most worthy of imita- Licensing Clauses of Local Government 

tion in this form of adver- BUI. Last night Old Morality, with his 

tisement, and that is the hand on his heart, declared that there 

self-efiacement of ^ the actor was absolutely no foundation for report 

W himself \ for it is clearly, that Government had decided to abandon 

% though symbolically, a por- ^ the Clauses. 

HisNext Advertisement, trait of Mr. No-Body. His Last. “ Then do you mean to go on with 

them ? ” asked Caine, 

“ Certainly, Sir,” said Old Morality. 

nAni “ Come, oome, now,” said Sir John 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. Mowbray, when, this afternoon. Clauses 

bxtracted prom abandoned. “ Don’t you think that for 

a moral man tbis is a Httle , eh ? ” 

THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. “CertaMy not,”, said Old Morality, , 

Blouse of Commons, Monday, June 11.— Ministers workingElCHABB 
Temphe a little too hard. From time immemorial been Parliamen- 
toy usage for Government of day, desiring to bring out certain 
information, to select Member to take apparently independent 
action, either by way of moving Resolution, or putting Gues- T 

tion. The Agent must necessarily be man of perfect innocenoy 
of character. On Liberal side, ® 

Dillwyn often been used by is to meet the convenience of the House 

Grand and Wily Old Man to put and further the great mterests of the «Come,come, now!” ^ 

Ann^ATii ATi^ riTiAs^ATifiL Ofi C^i\t\ ^XLDllC S@irVl.C3* 

the w Jennings moved Resoluti^ condemning reor- 

man— Indian Temple, as some gamsations m pubhc departments. Geoegib Hamilton defended 

call him: Lord Pagoda as he system. Showed conclusiv^y that best way to save public money is 

win be known when he goes to ^ time pension off all servants over thirty-two years of 

the Peers: The Taj, as Goest gettmg fresh relays. Chaelie Beeeseoed, hitching up his 

always calls him, in recognition of and saluting First Lord, told him that he might reorganise 

his structural beauty. ^ N^^thmg would come of it as long as 

The Taj seen with moonlight x is t 

effect the other night, when put Morality appealed to nobler mstmets of Jennings not to press 

up to move Amendments, behind a Diyision. Position critical. Whips caught napping, 

which Government might retire mm g^idently not a hundred men in hand. Midnight sounded from Big 

from dangerous position in con- IMjWI^ wMi If only debate could be kept going for another half hour I 

nection with Cantonments Acts in Messengers, scouring , the Clubs, might bring in reinforcements. 

India. To-night the afternoon Aethtie O Connoe evidently going to make speech. Anxious faces 

sun gilds snow-white towers as on Treasury Bench beamed gratefully upon him. Nothing known of 

The Taj rises to ask Geoegie him justified belief that he would talk for less than half an hour. 

Hamilton whether he has noticed O’Co^oe on Ms feet ; sigh of relief from Treasury Bench, 

latest declaration of Our Only Sir,” said O’ Connoe, “I move that the question be now put.” 

General on arrangements for In- Closure, ah ! the Closure I Old Morality remembered some- 

vasion of England!? Oddly enough, JRBf thing he had read or written out about danger of playing with tools 

Hamilton has seen remarks ; still /HI sharpened on both sides. Often wielded the Closure ; now cut at 

more surprising, is prepared with appeal. House divided, and Ministry defeated by 113 

lengthy detailed statement in votes against 94, , „ 

reply. So fortunate he should mu m Often heard Aethde O’ Connoe speak,” said Wileeid Lawson, 

have done this ! Last feHoitous coming in just in time for Division, “ but I never heard a more 

touch given, by discovery that manusoripf is in his breast-pocket. or effective oration than this la^^^ , 

So produces It. Reads with keen delight its pointed passages. Takes Looks as if it was beginning of the end of the 

upttatmodestlwork, Soldier’s PoekXsook. Bji^^on^Z Govermneiit’s. 

Only Gmeral of error. Quite a toeat to hear Wednesday, — Discussing through afternoon Law of libel, 
toe gentm Gboeg^ refer to Dopk by its homely title, The Soldier's Aigebnon Boethwick brought in Bill to amend it. Capital 

Bocket-Book . he repeats wherever name may be dragged in, measure as first introduced. But Lobd Cbancelloe and ^me 







The Taj. 
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Secbetabt somethiDgr to say on subject. Neither has particnlar 
reason to be fond of newspapers. 

“ So demn’d impertinent I ” said Mantalini 'Matthews. 

“Awful,” said Halsbitby. “Don’t remember either side ever 
said good word for me since I took to political Kfe, Won’t even 
admire my portrait in the Eoyal Academy. Say it ’s libelloualy like 
me. What I say is, keep things as hot as we can for ’em. What 
do people want with penny papers ? Haven’t they got the Law 
Reports ? Must put up Attobney-Geneeae to oppose everything 
useful in Bill.” 

So hacked at Boetbtwick’s Bill till most good things taken out. 
A diflBlcult position for Bobthwick, having prejudices to s(iuare in 
high quarters, and on t’ other side to meet impatient snorting from 
people who think an important Bill can be carried through the House 
as easily as a walking-stick. Blustering would have spoiled game. 
Boethwick didn’t bluster. Worked hard and patiently. Got a 
very good Bill through. Has earned thanks of all connected with 
Newspaper Press. 

Business done, — Libel’Law Amendment Bill through Committee. 

Thursday, — Another long night in Committee on Local Govern- 
ment Bill. Benches full ; everybody in earnest ; thorough business 
spirit abroad ; no long speeches ; Member says what he has to say, 
and sits down ; others, in succession, state their view, and Amend- 
ment withdrawn, or divided upon; not lively from a spectacular 
point of view, but, iu other ways, admirable. 

Exhausting shift for Ritchie. At the helm for over seven hours, 
with no watch below. No rest in Committee for the Pilgrim of the 
Local Government Board. Must be on the alert from moment 
Cotjetney takes Chair till Progress reported. Ritchie equal to 
occasion ; always ready ; unruffled ; puts on no side ; ever courteous, 
and as firm as circumstances permit. Right man in right place, 
which is a comfort for the House, seeing that it ’s likely to be in 
Committee for at least six weeks. 

Business done, — Local Government Bill in Committee. 

House of Lords, JPVedffly.— Lord Meath doesn’t date his letters 
from TraveRers’ Club for no- 
thing. Been taking Walks in 
London.^ Discovered series of 
astomshing things. Yesterday 
wanted to know about open 
space near Law Courts. Lord 
CHANroBMiOE suubbed him for 
presuming to suggest it might 

be laid out for public gardens. wwm SUS^ 

Undaunted, the belted Earl ^ 

reappeared half an hour later, 

wanting to know whether the |ii [||l|[B|pP 

Government would not plant 

some trees in open space in llMMfcfc 

front of British Museum? 

Another snub. To-day, comes iij 

up smiling. Wants to know |BK 

how long ungainly wooden 
railing in Piccadilly Circus is 

“ How long, my Lords, how Tlmi 0 

long ?” he cried, throwing up l/ndy 

his arms in approved fashion 

Caelinoeoeb sits, a little 
dazed at noble friend’s versa- 

one can say where he Amazing! 

will break out on Monday, having had Saturday and Sunday for 
fresh Walks.” 

Business done, — ^Local Government Bill again in Committee in 
Commons. 

On a Becent Episode in Court. 

(Ry Ii^rd Gh^f J-sUce C*hr~dge,) 

Why call yourself “ Moebauht,” your name being Moses ? ” 

^’^y alter your names when you can’t change your noses ? 

“ I DO not understand,” observed Mrs. Rah, “ the plan of com- 
mencing dinner with some Russian Cavalier spread on small pieces of 
toast.” Her nephew, who had been iu Australia, observed that when 
there was nothing better to be got, he used to eat cakes known as 
“dampers.” “Ah.!” observed Mrs. R., struck by the name, I 
suppose they ’re called so because they ’re a ‘ whet ’ to the appetite.” 


“ Wady BAcea Railway.”— Sir E. Watkcn wanted to know if 
this was abandoned, or not ? EyidenHy it ’s not fifflshed — ^it never 
can be more than Half-a Railway. Why ask questions ? 


OPERATIC NOTES. 

Monday, June 11. — Faust and Foremost. Noedica, the two Poles, 
and Teebelli being the foremost. House crowded. Calls and bou- 
quets after Second and Third Acts. Wagstaef says, appropriate 
fiowers for a bouquet to be presented to a prima donna taking a oaU, 
would be Cally-fiowers. Wagstaep oughtn’t to be admitted. I 

Tuesday, — Raveiu the Reliable resting. Rigoletto given with- 
out him. He deserves several bars’ rest. Apology made for 
Madame Melba on account of hoarseness. Everyone is a little 
hoarsey in Ascot week. Apologia pro voce sud quite unneces- 
sa^ apparently, Madame Melba being in magnificent voice. She 
brings down the house— quite a Samsonian teat — and is recalled 
after the First Act tumultuously. She can act as well as sing. 
Signor D’Andeadb very good as Rigoletto, Once decidedly flat, 
but that is when he is prostrated, quite knocked over by his grief, 
so that his voice goes in sympathy with his emotion. Madame 
ScALCHi is Maddahna, Signor Gxtille, as II Luca, reminds me of 
the fat boy in Pickwick when amorously inclined towards Mary the 
housemaid. There is no accounting for feminine taste, but when 
Gilda tells her father how 

“ Each Sunday whilst I went “ A youth of heavenly beauty ’* 

To Church, my prayers to say,” {i.e. Signor GuiiiLE, as ll JDuea) 

(Good little Gilda !) “ Did follow on our way,” 

I confess that the peculiar fascination exercised by this stout 
Lothario over the youthful and devout victim is inexplicable, though it 
might not perhaps be so had she known that he was a Duke in 
disguise. I’m afraid that as it was she must have been considerably 
distracted during the service, and she couldn’t have told anybody 
afterwards what the sermon was about. And all this for a little 
piping bullfinch of a lover who, as represented by Signor Guillb, 
is more of a Tracy Tupman undersized than a Tenor. Our stout 
little friend, the tenore rohusto, succeeds as a singer, though he 
doesn’t get an encore for “Xa Donna S mobile” but as a Fancy 
Fascinator he is not, so to speak, “ in it.” Batjeemeisteb the Bene- 
volent not resting like Ravelu the Reliable. Couldn’t both be 
spared on the same night. Sad story — Rigoletto, Always feel 
melancholy at the finish. Sorry II Duca escapes, hut such is life. 
The quartette encored, and deservedly so. The conductor with the 
sherry-white- wine sort of name, Signor Mahclnelli, has band and 
choruses well in hand. Mise-enscene worthy of Augustan Operatic 
Era. Mr. Chaelbs Hall, Qr.C., M.P., who ought to be at Cam- 
bridge receiving degrees honoris eausd, weeps over the hard fate of 
Gfilda, and Lord Lathom wipes his lorgnettes. Not a dry eye in 
the house. Dry throats though. Emotional grief makes anti- 
Lawsonites of us all. 

Wednesday,— ■'RsiU., Columbia! D Africaine is the Opera, and 
Mile. CoLDHBiA is the remplaqante of Mme. Nobdica. Noedica 
resting like Rayelli. Quite right. Hope “ the Balm of Columbia ” 
(whatever that may he— probably something for the hair— never say 
dye) will restore her. Why won’t Lassalle (fine voice, fine actor, 
too, — “Avast, there, Messmate!” says the noble Tar, C. B. “He 
has a magnificent compass.” 0. B. is a judge of compasses) make up 
as a real nigger ? I don’t mean in collars, hut in colour. At aU 
events, why isn’t he a villain of the deepest mahogany dye ? The 
boarding of the ship by the members of the Savage Club more 
spirited than last week, when, instead of being untutored Savage 
hoarders, they were as polite and mild as parlour boarders. The two 
Poles first-rate. The “ Artless Thing,” MissMcIntyee, looking more 
astonished than ever at her exceptional success as Inez, No encores. 
Evidently not offered lest they should he taken and Opera be pro- 
longed beyond midnight. “ Aye, Aye, my hearties ! ” says Lord 
Chaeles. “ Belay encores ! avast encoring ! Why, my dear eyes, 
the other Saturday night the last Act of The Huguenots was heaved 
overboard to Kgbten the ship, for all the world as if it had been a 
Compensation Clause.” Mr. Hall, not Chaeles, “His friend,” 
Q.C., but Ball, B. 0., with Gardenia Gladstonia in his button- 
hole-known here as Floral Hall— wants to know why “Mr. G.” 
doesn’t pay the Opera a visit. Mr. Chaplin, of Italian Organising 
Committee explains that “G. 0. M. might select a night when 
Trove-a-tory was being played, and wouldn’t like it.” 

Saturday,— A. “Nicht wi’ Wagnee.” Splendid performance of 
Lohengrin, No applause permitted, except between Acts, as Wag- 
nbe’s work mustn’t be interrupted. Jean db Reszze, as the Knight 
feom Swansea, superb, well worthy of Albani as Elsa, and “ No one 
Else, Sir, can do it as she can.’’ (Wagstaee passim,) Madame 
TTAaTtt-BrrTni-R musieaUy and dramatioally powermL as the Orful 
Ortrude, and Navabeini equally so as the Hateful Harold,^ M. 
Edouard de Rbszke every mch a King, and aots as snqh. Signor 
Mancinblii — ^pronounced Marnchinaytly, not like the wine Mansi-- 
nilla — shows how pexieot the orchestra can be. Crowded and 
enthusiastic house. “Floral Hall,” decorated with Gardenia 
Gladsionenm, breathes again, in consequence of liberal supply of 
Ayr. Lohengrin must be repeated more than once with same oast. 
Deubiolanus Tbiuhpbans takes addition^ title of “ Coventus Hor^ 
ticuUurus,” Italian Organising Committee devising laurel crown. 
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effect of garden-seats on drivers and conductors- 


« Omnibuses conduxisse cum pulchris puellis 
EmoUit mores, nec sinit esse feros .” — (See p. 291.) 


"THE VIGIL.” 

^ du fonds de ce tombeau 

« Terse-moi da^ de sublime et de beau ! ” 

Quelque chose de grana, IT., Scene 2. 

m j! that rose amidst the gloom 

Va^t old age and angmsli pale, 

And Uave youth, Hi 

In vigil at their tomb 1 ^ sheathdd steel. 

Those clenched hands cxud^ j fail 

Not lightly the gloom the glorious call 

Hewvonn^tl^ough thyf Death hut late 

Smote, at whose white crest 

The age-nnshaken yoverw ^ , 

Bore up ag^t toe ^ J 

Of tion, home with patient pride, 

In honour opulent, m love honed 

oi her fate had oo^d 
With toe great i^^^^owess-laden year. 

For many a Peao®W,^|^^. ^ 

F^allen, Itoe some o q,jj. g^ripping ©lose 
Dead on the field of hOT^ 

The weapon, -P^^’ stress, oonld force or steal 

A Drama here, of Kmgs. tow or base. 

But of heroic strain 1 ^4 youth mnst face 

Tonng HohenzoiEEEN, tol<uerjy m s^, 

fC?w«d^Zv tw ^ ^ 

HOToe^TtirA Wat ^««ioe was tom 


With Teuton shot, knew that the sword alone 
May rear, but shall not long support a throne. 

William: has passed, bowing his silver crest, 

Like an old Sea King going to his rest ; 

Ekedeeicb:, in fnllest prime, with failing breath, 

But as heroic heart, has stooped to death : 

Here, at their tomb, another Emperor keeps 
His vigil, whilst Q-ermania bows and weeps. 

Heaven hold that sword unsheathed in that young hand, 
And crown with power and peace the Fatherland ! 


TOUKISTS^ TALK. 

From tJie Very Latest Cowoersatwiml Sandbooh, 

I UEB these foreigners ; hut when I inctuire of this inhabitant of 
this quaint and picturesque old town the nearest way to the ram- 
parts, why does he regard me with such a sinister scowl ? 

The view of the sea from this position is perfectly delightful, and 
hut for those five men creeping stealthily towards me under the 
shadow of that bastion, the spot would be quite secluded. 

Why, when I begin to make a pencil-sketch of that bathing- 
machine in my pocket-book, am I suddenly sprung npon from behind, 
seized by the collar, and hurled to the bottom of this ditch ? 

It is a curious fact that when I expostulate, and threaten them 
that I will write to the Times^ the five men who are holding me 
down only reply by shouting, “A has le Prussien ! ” 

Hal here is a company of soldiers coming, probably, to my 
assistance. 

Strange to say, I cannot persuade the ofiicer in command that 
the Bradshaw's Railway Guide found in my coat-pocket is not a 
Dictionary of Q-erman cipher. 

I win try to explain to him that my Scotch Tweed travelling suit 
is not the undress uniform of a Colonel of Prussian Hussars. 

What is there about me that should make the mob, as I am 
marched through the streets, howl and jeer at me as if I were some 
captured wild beast ? 

This five hours’ detention in a dungeon infested with rats, though, 
no doubt, a necessary, is by no means a pleasing experience. 

I think I have almost succeeded in explaining in pantomime to the 
Commissary of Police that the photograph of my uncle the Q,ueen’s 
Counsel, taken in his wig and gown, that they have abstracted from 
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my pocket-book, is not a striking likeness of Prince Bismakck, 
arrayed in Ms robes as Chancellor of the German Empire. 

His dismissing me summarily with the remark that my conduct 
was “calculated to arouse international susceptibHities, and that I 
had better take care to be more cautious in future,” does not some- 
how compensate me for my arrest, incarceration, and eight hours’ 
loss of liberty. 

Much as I like these foreigners, I think, under the circumstances, 
I shall leave their quaint picturesque old town by the very next 
steamboat that starts for England. 


VOCES POPULL 

At a Concert. 

SCENTE.— Box-Office, a few minutes before the hour at which 
little Master Poush:eot PoppNANOFF, the very latest, youngest, and 
smallest of Precocious Pianists, has announced his Morning 
Concert. Music-loving Public besieging pigeon-hole. 

Clerk (in answer to several frantic appeals). All the shilling seats 
are gone long ago. 

Applicants (imploringly). But there’s standing-room, surely? 
We don’t mind, as long as we can get in ! 

Clerk (relenting). It ’s just possible there may be a few inches left 
at the back— you can go in and see, if you like. 

[^Applicants pass in gratefully, to stand patiently, for two hours 
and a half, in a tropical climate. 


I ^Discriminating P. Well, he has less firmness than young Hbg- 
MANN, but more dash ; less delicacy, perhaps, than little Hoffnbr, 
but he makes up for that in feelmg ; and, besides, he ’s their junior 
by several years, 

A Connoisseur. I assure you I ’ ve heard that “ Starlight Symphony ” 
played by all the first pianists in Europe, and not one of them— not 
one — entered mto the yearning discontent, the dreamy despair, the 
hopeless passion, with such feeling and perfect comprehension as 
this little PoTrsHKiN — a child of seven and a half, Sir — marvellous I 
[End of First Part , Master Poushshn skips off with evident 
relief , and is^ recalled again and again, amidst rapturous 
plaudits. Little Miss Ottilib throws her flowers when no 
one is looking, and they fall unnoticed, under the piano, to 
the intense annoyance of her parent, who had counted upon 
a paragraph in the papers. 

The Matron with the Family (to Male occupants of Stalls). Might I 
ask you kindly to allow my daughters to take your seats for a short 
time? They are quite unused to standing so long. . . Thank you, so 
much I 

[ Male occupants rise, and feeling a delicacy in reclaiming their 
seats, remain standing for remainder of performance. 

The Enth. Person. They say little Poitshkin spends the intervals 
in Inlaying with his Hoah’s Arks and sucking sweets. Here he comes 
again I Look, his little cheek is quite bulged out. I shouldn’t 
wonder if he had a bull’s-eye in it. Isn’t he a duck ? Do you 
notice how he always sticks his little legs straight out when he comes 
to the Scherzo f 


In the Concert-Room. 

Polite Attendant (to a Strong-minded Matron, who insists on 
standing with her numerous family in the gangway between the five- 
shilling seats). I really must ask you to go further back, Madam— 


The Concert concludes by little PoxrsHKiN taking the lead in a trio 
with two full-grown performers as his foils. More recalls, 
general furore, subsiding, as the audience breaks up, into calmer 
criticism. 

First Caviller. After all, you know, I think I prefer Db Pachmann. 


forth. h... no ,l,hl to bl<«t IbL to 

^ Unappredated Genius. Too siclfeimg, I oaU it, all this fuss 

” rrA« Polite A two p ^ Wio.y, I might play MendeUsohn and Chopin till I fell 

'■ ^ ^ the piano, and none of these people would give me a hand. 


I ^^oiyfwim^,*3'thL?dSe^l^S& b^t fwara y“i ^ 

^ ^ SuZie Friend {to Wealthy Patroness). Well, my dear, I always 

ns out! [Tf^V. X. a smk ^ one another feebly, at^ remain %rre- say just what I think, as yon know, and I do say that yonr litfle 

The 'll pl^ys With quite as much cwrectness as this little Russian 

^ ^ W, and /ar more brimancy of execution, 

let TM We some p^^mes ? p has been 

fe thoroughly weEtanght-and, now I think of it, if you’ve nothing 

Aer /am%, flushed but triumphant, in qI^q ^ to-morrow evening, yon might like to come in abont ten 


soluk, imth the bearing of baffled tyrants at a minor theatre. pla^s^th q^itl as 

The S. M. {following up her advantage). Then perhaps you wdl boy, and /a? more brimancy of execution, 
let us have some programmes ? ^ p -Hn. Tmr. v.^;nTr 

[The P.A.’b_ supply her meekly, and retire in discomfiture, ,£ii Aw J 


^ undisputed possession. 

Musical Amateur in Stall (consulting programme). ITotMng very 
new, I see. How often I ’ve heard Liszt play that Rhapsody ? Bnt 
it will really he very curious and instructive to see how this child 
takes it. I hear some of Ms renderings are quite original. 

Little Master Potjshkin appears on platform, 

and is received with tumultuous applause. 

Enthusiastic Person (who has read up an AT 

account of an interview with Youthfh J Pianist 
in the paper). IsnH he sweet? Such perfect \ 

self-possession I See, he has to have a little ^ \ 

pair of steps to climb on the music-stool I Do 
yon know he positively refuses to play a note 
unless they put one of Ms tin soldiers on the 
piano ? I think that ’s so charming ot him I 
Herr Heumacher Sonnenschein (in the front 
row, to his Infant Daughter, a still more 
surprising Phenomenon, who is coming out 
nedji Remember, Ottilie, yon clap your K 

hands the instant the first movement is over ; W 
hut the fiowers you wOl throw when I teU you, 

A Mother, to Master Jacky (who has just 
begun the piano, and has been brought here to 
rouse his ambition). Now, Jacky, you see what \{% 

a little boy can do when he tries. ^ ^ JjfM 

Jacky (who has instantly conceived a violent nM 

aversion to the Y. P.) It’s all very fine, hut 
I ’d like to see him sit down to play some of W 

my scales— he wouldn’t look so cocky then ! 

Governess (improvingly, to Spectacled School- jB 

girl). Just think, my dear Millie, how he must W ^ 'i* 


PLAYTIME AT THE LYCETTM. 


have practised to be able to play like tMs I 
The S. S. (with a shudder). It ’s too awful 
to think of I 

The Enth. Person. His playing is simply too 
wonderful I I like him better than little Hbg- 
MAifTN, or even Hoffner— he’s prettier ! 




Irving Maoaire and his little Wee Dog. 


else to do to-morrow evening, yon might like to come in abont ten 

— 1 can’t ask you to dinner, because our table is full, but 

[Rumble Fn.endL feels herself rewarded. 

A Proud Mother. I ’ve been thioking of such a charming plan, if 
we can only manage it. I wonder if we could get this little Potjshkin 
to come to us one evening, and play that duet from Zampa with our 
, J OSEPHINE — she ’ s very nearly perfect in it now. 

Herr Heumacher Sonnenschein (to his 
THE LYCETTM. Daughter). By this time to-morrow week there 
shall be one little hoy, my Ottilib, with the 
nose out of joint. 

Professional (recognising juvenile Ex-Phe- 
nomenon). And so you are no longer playing ? 

Ex-Phenom. I am too big become — I can 
now stretch the octave. 


THE RANGE OF POSSIBILITY. 

1871. Major Watkins invents a range- 
finder of the greatest possible utility. 

1872. War Office Officials consider experi- 
ments satisfactory. 

1873. Somebody reports upon it. 

1874. Someone else “ hangs it up.” 

1875. No time tMs year to proceed with it. 

1876. Someone forgets all about it. 

1877. Nothing done. Stagnation. 

1878. Inventor revives it. 

1879. Inventor snubbed. 

1880. More experiments and more successes. 

1881. Invention again pigeon-holed. 

1882. Still “ under consideration.” 

1883. Invention declared perfection. 

1884. Government uncertain. 

1886, Matter further shelved, 

1886. Somebody takes an interest in it. 

1887. Duke of Cambridge looks at it. 

1888. Invention purchased I 
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TYPICAL MODERN DEVELOPMENTS 

GRA.KDMOTHEK AND GRAND-DAUGHTER. 


although its existence had been suggested by the one- 
horse refreshment-cart to which I have already referred. 
Once outside “ the Grand Conservatory,” I began a tour 
of inspection of a market garden which appeared to me 
of not very imposing proportions, and in the course of 
my journey came upon a building which seemed to be 
used for an office. Standing before it, I heard a pop, and 
looking through a window I found a luncheon, which 
presumably was the one promised “ to be proyid^,”^ A 
waiter in his shirt-sleeves had opened a bottle of wine. 
There was a table laid apparently for about a score of 
guests, and through the glass I could see an arrange- 
ment in yellow,” which did not seem to me to be very 
digestible, By-and-by, two of the gentlemen who I had 
noticed standing in the Grand Conservatory, entered the 
room accompanied by a lady, and took their seats. It 
was then I fancy that ‘ ‘ the face at the window was 
observed, and I thought it respectful to withdraw, I 
made my way once more to the entrance to the market 
garden, and was there accosted by the third gentleman 
who asked me, “ if I was looking for anybody ? ” 

Had not the Manchester Murderer been just appre- 
hended, I fear that I might have been tempted to have 
declared that I was a detective searching for Jackson, 
Failing this excuse (the only one that on the spur of the 
moment occurred to me) I asked a question, 

“ Have many come to luncheon ?” 

“ Well, no. Sir, not yet,” replied my accoster in a tone 
in wMch I fancied I coidd trace a tinge of melancholy. 

“ Not yet,” he repeated, and then continued more hope- 
fully, more cheerfuRy. “But then of course, they can 
choose their own time — ^we said one, but any time wiU do.” 

I did not ask who the “ they ” were^ nor did I attempt 
to guess. I merely smiled a soft, genial, innocent smile. 
There was an awkward pause. 

“Perhaps you would Iffie some luncheon. Sir?” irag- 
gested my companion with high-bred courtesy, which 
filled me with admirationjnot unmixed with surprise, 

I felt deep gratitude and considerable pride that I, 
a perfect stranger, should have^ been singled out for this 
magnificent display of hospitality. 

“Thanks, no,” said I, struggling with my emotion, 
“not to-day. Perhaps at some future date 1 may look | 
in again.” 

And then I left him. He followed me with eyes in 
. which there appeared to me to lurk some latent doubt, 
"WTien I got to the gate, I asked the j^oung man in charge 
of the one-horse refreshment cart if he could furnish 
me with the Menu of the apparently rather neglected 
feast. He said he could not. Under these circum- 


■FOni) TT.OWThI'RS a "NT) IVTYSTE'R.Y • the one-horse retresiiment cart it ne couia lurnisn 

TUUU, TliUYYJiiXto, AIMJ IViloiXilll , Menu of the apparently rather neglected 

Or, The Nursery of the Sibange and the Beautiful. feast. He said he could not. Under these circum- 

My Dear Editor,— You may remember that one day last week you sent for stances I regret to I can give you n<^^ 

me in great trouble. You explained to me that you were very sad. particutos. I can ^ 

“You see,” you observed, “ the Managing Director of the Pine Apple Nur- Yours with a of h^gWy hun^ty, 

series has addressed me officially, ‘ begging me to honour him with a visit to view A Repres entative of Punch, not Lunch. 

the Company’s Show of Gloxinias and other flowers in their Grand Conservatory.’ 

This is a most reasonable request, and it outs me to the heart to have to refuse Extract from “ Evelyn(Ashley)’s Diary.” 
it I ^as that I should be so busy I ” u 4^4. j. qj>t Saturday f June 16, — ^Never liked bagpipes. Scotch 

“ But could you not be represented by a substitute ?’' I suggested, sympa- of to Government ears. So far as I am 

thetically, i. i. j v i x i -u ijs u-u concerned, what could I have expected from appe^ing m 

“ Eureka I ” you shouted, absolutely beside yourself mth joy. “ Look at ^ ^^.oept a good blow ? Know what George 

the letter of invitation I You notice either I am to come or ‘ any delegate^ may j ^ will sav. ‘ 0 that Ayr I and this ear 1 ’ ” 
appoint.’ I witL appoint you. ^ Read the last paragraph in the letter of invita- . — 

tion — ‘ Ituncheon will he provided at one o^clockJ You hear, luncheon will be 

provided at one o’clock ! ” MODEL BYE-LAWS. 

“ TMs is mdeed kmd ! ” I oned, almost ohoHag with emotion ; and ttien (Fimnded m a r&mt Appeal GowH Case.) 

after a few whispered words I took my leave. , -r^ x i. v*. tt 

— * . m. 1 X. Every passenger must show his Yaccmation Certin- 


The next morning I hastened to the Pine Apple Nurseries. They seemed to Every passenger must snow nis v accmation Ler^- 
me to be situated miles away from anywhere. In the cause of economy I cate on being required to do so by any servant ot tne 
patronised the Metropolitan Railway, two tram-cars, and an omnibus, and Company ; in default, he may be taken into tn^mtion- 
after taking several bad shots which resulted in hurried visits to Brompton Master s room and compffisorily vaccmated 
and Hammersmith, landed myself in the neighbourhood of Kilbum. The Pine lymph that maybe found on the premises, and in as 
Apple Nurseries had several rivals which seemingly were more than success- many different places as may seem smtabie to tne saia 
fully holding their own. To tell thetruthldidnottMnkmuchof the“6?te4ma« Station-Master. , 

and other flowers” belonging to the P, A, N. in the Grand Conservatory, but Passengers nee^essly communicating wnh the Guard 
then I do not pretend to be much of a judge. This by the way. by ringing the bell or pultog the cord, wiU be imprisoned 

Outside the grounds was a one-horse refreshment cart. Inside the glass house and^ fined not less than five pounds. A Company neg- 
stood three melancholy-looking gentlemen seemingly on what soldiers call “ the looting to su^ly any means of communication at all, 
alert.” Over the door of the Conservatory appearedan invitation to “customers” will not be liable to any tine whatever, 
to enter and inspect the exhibits. I walked in, and the three gentlemen gave The servants of the Company have perempto^ orders 


to enter and inspect the exhibits. I walked in, and the three gentlemen gave The servants of the Company have perem^ory orders 
a little start on seeing me, as if they were not sure whether I was to be to admit nobody to a platform furinshed ‘v^th a 

treated as a king, or a convict. However, I disappeared down a side-path, and ticket. PeMons found wi^out tickets on pl^torms mil, 
was left in peace. There were some specimens of ferns and that sort of , thing, unless the^ Station-Inspector and one or wo Guards have 
I did not think much of what I saw, but then, as I have already admitted, I do been previously tipped, be caught by the scrun of the 
not consider myself infallible on matters of horticulture. I returned to the neck and ducked m the newest horse-pond, 
entrance, and then one of the three gentlemen observing that “I had been Travellers found nding m the coaches of the Company 
round,” let me out. So far I had seen and heard nothing of the luncheon, without tickets will, even if they give the most satistac- 
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SCARLET LETTER DAY AT CAMBRIDGE. 

View of PriTice Victor cmd other Gelehrities "being Doct^'d in the Sen(xte Souse, All felt a Degree better afterwards. 


tory reasons for not having them, he treated as snspicious characters, 
knocked down and kicked, jumped npon, and then charged double 
the first- class fare from the station the train would have started 
from if the line had been carried five hundred miles beyond its 
existing terminus, and well into the Atlantic or German Oceans. 

Ignorance of these Bye-laws will be considered an aggravation of 
any ofience committed against them, rather than otherwise. 

The Company are not, and will not be, responsible either for 
passengers’ lives, liberty, or property, under any circumstances 
whatsoever. 

The Company does not engage that the trains will either start or 
arrive as stated in the Official Time-tables, or that they will ever 


start or arrive at all. Passengers complaining of unpunctuality in 
the^ trains will be bound over in heavy sureties to keep the peace, and 
to come up for judgment when called upon. 

First-class Passengers who, owing to want of room in the trains, 
are obliged to stand up in third-class carriages for their whole 
journey, will not be allowed any deduction on their tickets, but will 
be severely reprimanded on arriving at their destinations. 

Third-class Passengers riding in First-class Carriages, on the 
excuse that “ there is no room in the thirds,” will be charged the 
ordinary first-class season fare for a whole year from the furthest 
station to which season tickets are issued, and will then be forcibly 
chucked out of the Company’s premises. 
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f delivery of that excelleiit lecture on the duties of wives towards thep 

DALY^^ NEWS.I husbands, with which the play praoticalljr finishes, — the sentiments 

^ T^ 1 & • rri. rp of which lecture I noticed were greeted with rapturous applause by 

One visit to the Daly Co., now performmg The Tammg of the poxtion of the audience, while better halves appeared 

Shrew at the Gaiety, will make it evidentto the student ot the Bnglisb ^ suddenly particularly engaged in getting at their opera-cloaks 
Drama that Theatrical America must have been dis^vered by the wrappers. I wonder how Mrs. William Shakspeare liked this 
Kembles, with Mrs. Siddons, followed by Macbeapt, Phelps, Comp- ^nishing speech ; that is, if dear Anne was alive at the time, and 
TON, and Bhckstone, whose good old traditions have not yet been ever went to the Theatre to ^ see her husband’s pieces. The sort of 
discarded as is evidenced by the occasionally deep tones and courtly pantomime “ hurry ” music played a-t the entrance of Katharine is a 

\ mistake, though quite in keeping with the old-fashioned notion of | 

1 the character which Miss Kehan utterly dispels, 

{ When the Daly Company has left us, the truth concerning this per- 

• , ... I . Ml formance of The Taming of the Shrew ^ will be summed up in two lines, 

/ I And ‘ Drew’.” 

ir I advise anyone who doesn’t believe in the possibfiity of this piece 

nowadays, to go and see Miss Rehan as Katherine, 
and I fancy they wDl remain of the same opinion still, as, without 
f ^ \lf where would this muddle-plotted whimsical farce be ? But 

!Yt with her it is something to be seen says Jack in the Box. 


Ime^sIVek/^si 










Yankee Shakspeares came to town 
On Tetruchio's pony ; 


Such a feather in their cap ! 

Hope they ’ll make their money. 


gestures of the leading members of this company, and in the 
peculiar mannerisms of the low comedians. What first struck me, 
after the remarkable performance of Miss Ada Rehan as Katherine, 
was Mr. John Drew’s clever embodiment of Petruchio; and pass- 
ing over the cut-and-dried comic business of Mr. James Lewis as 
Grumio, Mr. F. Bond as Tranio, and Mr. Charles Leclercq as 
Oremio, I was delighted with Mrs. Gilbert as CurtU, whom the 
Americans have changed into an old woman after Shakspeare had 
made a man of him. Miss Phosbb Russell looks quite Burn- Jonesian 
as j5iawca. About the others, with the exception of Mr. William 
Gilbert, the exponent of Christopher Sly, there seemed to me to be 
an amateurishness which was quite inexplicable. But the two, on 
whom the success of this Elizabethan Farcical Extravaganza depends, 
are worthy of the greatest praise, of which to Miss , Rehan must be 
allotted the lion’s share. 

About the spelling of Petruchio' s name there is admittedly some 
slight difference of opinion, but about the pronunciation of it as 
spelt in the Daly Company’s bOl, “ Petrudo," there is a good deal of 
difference among the Daly Company themselves, seeing that the same 
person is called at one time Petruzzio," at another Petrooshio," 

oTi/1 ooain aftnnrAirttr +.A +110 f.aa+o an/l •farinTr n-p fho 


THE CLIENT’S EELEASE. 

{Little Legal Operetta, in Active Pehearsal.) 

A Corridor in the immediate vicinity of the High Court of J ustice» 
A crowd of exasperated Suitors who have been waiting all day, 
together with their respective Witnesses, Counsel, and Solicitors, in 
a feverish state of expectancy that their particular case will he 
the next called on for hearing, discovered huddled together outside 
the door ; a blithe Official steps lightly^ out. They make an 
irritable rush at him, and dragging him to the front, with 
threatening gesticulations, sing the following Chorus : — 

Chorus. 

Spear I Why this procrastination ! 

Have you nothing to say cheering I 
Can you give no intimation. 

When our case comes on for hearing ? 

Here for days have we been waiting, 

Kone our angry protests heeding, 

Seeing fees accumulating, — 

Counsel with refreshers feeding ! 

Say, must we who justice seek, 

Wait perhaps, till this day week ! 

Blithe Oppicial {andante), 

I know not of anything that I can say 
Which will lighten your chagrin or sorrow. 

You came yesterday, you have turned up to-day : — 

You had all better show here to-morrow ! 

And if your attendance to-morrow prove vain, 

Then come the day after, and — well, try again I 
Exasperated Suitor {confuoco). 

He treats our prayers, our threats, with scorn : 

Each wasted moment means a fee ! 

Can such a weight of costs be borne I 
Will no one intervene ? 


and again PetrutchioP according to the taste and fancy of the rmt ct jj r 7 jj jt* t ^ 4 . 1 . 

indiJ^al. If the correct he Petruchio, the correct pro- 


nunciation would be ‘ ‘ Petrukio," The absence of uniformity in such 
a matter is a note of indecision in stage management, and through- 


Bar Committee and the Good Fairy of the Incorporated Law 
Society, surrounded by a blaze of legal light. 


out the piece there is constant evidence of their still being bound hand Genius op the Bar Committee and the Good Fairy op the 
and foot by the old theatrical red-tape of the Kemble- Macready tra- Incorporated Law Society {ensemble), 

dition, of which the English stage has well rid itself hy a series of Yes I We ! 

171 A J T J.1- - 1-^ 3 -J! J.; J .. — .... T 7 .T J * T .T A 


Emancipation Acts, passed by the leaders of generations of oppressed [They wave their wands, while there appears above them the List of 
players “ nobly struggling to he free.” Causes, which are subdivided into ^''Special Jury Actions^" 

Mr. Drew, as the mad-oap, strong-wiRed, gay and gallant Petruchio, ‘ ‘ Common Jury Actions," and Non- Jury Actions," and appor- 

has to thank nature for nothing, and ait for everything. He doesn’t tioned in “ groups " to particular Judges, each case being set down 

look the part at all, hut plays it within a few inches of as well as it for hearing on a specified day at a fixed hour. All cower before 

is ever likely to he played. To impersonate a man acting a part, and the phenomenon with satisfied stupefaction, 

to avoid appeping theatrical and self-conscious, is exceedingly diffi- Behold I past practice thus we set aside, 

crilt, tiougli^stwitlmittie resoTirces of dramatic . See there: yonr work before von out and dried. 

Per Miss Eehait as KatUnne I have unanaMed prame. She DelayisAeadI Clears off official mist, 

looks the shrew, she acts the shrew, she exhibits such demoniac You’ve but to seek your name upon that list. 

poMession as can only_ reheve itself by inartioffiate cn^ of anger, ' to hang about in town ; 

and by violence of action sudden and uncontrollable. When being day, the honr, the Conrt, are all set down, 

starved mto submission, Miss ItoAir so.^ts onr sympathies. And so we trust we’ve satisfied onr friends— 

even m the most onteagwusly faroioal si^tions, that the men Order rales at last, and Chaos ends 1 

might have been conquered hy kindness. But Petruchio is right; 

if Katherine had once got outside a good square meal, he and his Officials, who indulge in a wild appreciative revel as the 

cowboy whip, his Bnffalo Bill swagger and his burlesque bluster would Curtain descends, 
have had as much effect on Sharspeare’s Katherine as it has on the 

audience who are in the secret. And then to note how Miss Rehan More “G. 0. M.’s” I I—Another has been discovered at the 


surging throng of Solicitor's, Chief Clerks, Counsel, Clients, and 
Court Officials, who indulge in a wild appreciative revel as the 
Curtain descends, 

doBB “G. 0. M.’s” I I—Another has been discovered at the 


wins the andiencewho remain spell-hound hy her wise and gentle { Crystal Palace,— “ Good Old Manns.” Evidently a pluralist. 


VOL. xerv. 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHABIVARI. 


THE WATKIN SPIDER AND THE GLADSTONE FLY, 

{New Version.) 


[JtJNB 30, 1888. 
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“Wiii^you walk into my Tannel?” said the Spider to the 

“ ’Tifi the \iandiest little Tunnel that ever you did spy. 

You ’ve only got to pop your head inside and peep, no more, 

And you ’ll see a many curious things you never saw before. 

"Will you. will you, will you, will you, walk in, Grand 
Old Fly?” 

!N'ow, this particular Grand Old Fly was very “ fly,” you know, 

And had clear business notions and ideas of qaid pro quo^ 

Says he, “ About your Tunnel patriots doubt, alarmists chafe ; 

Of course, it ’s most ridiculous, but will you swear it safe 9 


Oh, win you, will you, will you, will you ? ” said the 
Grand Old Fly. 


Said the Spider to the Fly, “ It ’s most absurd, upon my soul, 

To see so big a nation scared about so small a hole. 

To share the scare that ’s in the air is worthy, don’t you know, 

Not of a Grand Old Fly like you, but of a midge like Ioe I 

Then won’t you, won’t you, won’t you, won’t you, 
plucky Grand Old Fly ? 

“ Will you show the feather white and vote with Joseph, Grand i 
Old Fly?” 

“ No, if I do, may I be shot 1 It may be, by-and-by, 

I ’ll ask you— but no matter ; with you now my lot is oast.” 

The Spider laughed, “ Ha, ha ! my boy, I ’ve got you safe at last ! 

You will then, will then, will then, will then, really 
Grand Old Fly!” 
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COLERIDGIANA.; 

Or, TbINGS I STILL VTANT TO KnOW. 

What is a “ Race Performer ? Where is TattersalPs ? 
What is a “Turf Reformer”? Who is Weatherby? 
What is a “pony”? Why is a “pony ” sometimes 
given in exchange for a horse? What is “a friendly 
claim ” ? Who or what is the “ Derby ” ? Is it the Earl ? 
Who is Miss Connie Gilchrist ? What is meant hy 
“having a bad week of it” ? What is the meaning of 
“winning with a little bit np his sleeve ” ? What does 
“ six to one bar one ” mean ? What is “ Pears’s Soap ” ? 
Who is Mr. Beerbohm Tree ” ? What is “ Niagara in 
London”? Why does a Moses change his name to 
Mordattnt ? Who is ‘ ‘ Cornet Grain ” ? What are the 
“ Licensing Clauses ” ? Who are the ‘ * Stewards ” of the 
Jockey Club, and what do they do in a rough passage ? 
What is the “ Plan of Campaign ” ? Who is the “ Grand 
Old Man ” ? What is “ The Pompadour ” ? Who is 
Mr, Augustus Harris ? Didn’t I once make a speech 
about Henry Trying at a dinner ? If so, where was the 
dinner, and who was Henry Irving ? 


TOTING WITH A PURPOSE. 

At the Avenue Theatre Mr. Arthur Roberts in the 
course of The Old Guards and a propos of nothing in 
particular, suddenly appears as the celebrated walking 
tin toy figure with the tax- on- wheels cart which has 
occupied the pavement in the presence of admiring obstruc- 
tionists for so long. He walks half across the stage and 
then comes jerkily to a standstill. A man enters to 
wind him up, and again he urges on his jerky career, and 
makes his exit satisfactorily, unless the assistant has 
placed him in not quite a straight line, when the mechanical 
Arthur Roberts is unable to go straight. If the Reverend 
Gentleinen who take an interest in theatrical perform- 
ances will visit the Avenue — ^no necessity for Clergymen 
to “take orders,” as they are supposed to possess them 
already, —they will see 1M&. Arthur Roberts, after the 
manner of the “poor player,” literally “strutting” his 
short two mnutes on the stage, and, by “ going straight,” 
when put in the right way, conveying an excellent lesson 
to the youth of enfeebled will. And thus the Drama is 
vindicated as a great moral teacher. 


Notice. — ^No room for jybhodt/^s Diary this week. So 
sorry, because it is one of the best chapters. We should 
be still more sorry, only Nobody cares. 



ONE EFFECT OF THE SWEATING COMVIISSION. 

^ Smell {at W isiSiii Tailor's, to the Foremari), “ Ah — look ebbb, Sstipsoit, 
I VE BEEN READING ALL ABOUT THIS SWEATING SYSTEM, Don’TCHBRNO, — AND 
AS I BIND THAT THE THINGS I PAT YOU ElGHT GUINEAS FOR — ^AH — YOU GET 
MADE BY THE SWEATERS FOR ABOUT — AH — TwO-AND-SlX— I ’VE MADE UP MY 
MIND— AH— TO DO THE THING WELL, WITHOUT SCREWING YOU DOWN. SO— AH— 
JUST TAKE MY ORDER FOK A SEVFX-’AND-SiXPENNr DrESS SuIT,'* 


ODDS ON THE BAR. 

Some short time ago it was announced that, at one of the Inns of 
Court, Lectures on special subjects were to be given for the benefit 
of the members. No doubt a recent case (during which no less a 
person than the Lord Chief Justice of England admitted his entire 
ignorance of everything technical in racing) has suggested that a 
course in Sport would be at the present moment highly popular. If 
expect a subsequent examination, of which 
the following might serve as a specimen “ Pass-paper.” 

three of the following expressions in legal phraseology 
— Skinnmg the lamb,” “Patting the pot on,” “ Going a howler,” 

Scoring a win by chucking at him an umbrella,” and “ Standing in 
with the stable.” 

2. Given a fashionable jockey, find his probable income, distin- 
gnishmg between his receipts for riding, training, and horse- 
deali^, and possible expenses in bringing actions for libel. 

, 3. what is meant by the term “In-and-ont running”? Give 
instances, supplied from cases in the Court of Appeal, in illustration 
of your answer. 

4, Give the pedigrees and list of performances of any two of the 
^ovong ROTBeB-^Ayrshire, Success^ Galore, Morehattle, Bonaparte, 
Nunthorpe, Chttdboh, BConey Drop, and Camarahaman, ; Write 
opinion stating the chances of any one of them for Manchester Cup. 

6. Justice Froth, by Dogberry, out of Chancery Bar, is a three- 
year-oW, who has been beaten in all his trials, but who was first in 
a match with Suitor, by Common Sense, out of Water : handicap Mm 
lor the Cesarewitoh, gmug reasons for the weight you attach to birn. 

a^rief Mstory of either {a) the Derby, or (5) the Leger, 
from the year 1849 up to the present time, 
with a list of contemporary L. C. J.’s and L. C.’s. 

7. Write a short essay upon “ The Ring and the 'Bar,” discussing 
the advantages and disadvantages of either profession, and giving 
your reasons for your ultimate preference. 


“NOTHING LIKE LEATHER.” 

{Uursery Rhyme for the Saddlery Knaves,) 

Asa matter of course 
It makes Haneurt cross 
To see how knaves saddle the Cavalry horse. 

Fine pickings they finger, 

These cheats, I suppose, 

Whose ‘ leather ” means rotten hides smeared with glucose. 


Sounds from Sydenham. — Crystal Palace Company giving 
Handel a turn this week. “ Handel was never knighted,” observes 
the Encyclopsedic Sir George Grove, “ because the King said that 
the Composer couldn’t possibly want a Handle to his name.” Doubt 
whether Sir Gee Gee ever said this. N.B.— The two Correspondents, 
signing themselves “ Wat-the-Dickens,” and “ Gratshus Evans I ” 
who wish to know Sir George Grove is one of the Groves \ of 
Blarney, we refer to the eminent Musician himself for a more satis- 
factory answer than it is in our power to ofier them. 


“ Hutt Ante ; ” or, “ H’as you were,” was in effect the verdict of 
the Jury in favour of the innocence of the polite Hutt, — “ polite” to 
distinguish him from “the rude Hutt” of romance, — and so the young 
putlemau comes out of the trial “More frightened than Huttl’’ 
— On the perpetration of this pun, Campbell, the Harleybury 
^ Marshal,” was at once sent for, and, to the tune of “ The Campbell 
%s coming, oh dear I ” the Court was immediately cleared.) 


Wanted by the British Army and Navy.— Not foemeu worthy 
of their steel so much as steel worthy of their foemeu I 


The Local Govekhikbni Bill.— As Tory Dostors say, more local 
tnaa Constitutioaal. 
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grossly misunderstood situation. Instead of leading tlie way and 
making the running for the sheep, it settled comfortably on the grass, 
refused to move, and was carried off. Murmurs of sympathy with 
disappointed Primrose-Leaguers, Matthews much 

moved whilst relating the incidents. When he sank back on 
Treasury Bench, took out cambric pocket-handkerchief and mopped 
moist eyes. Business done.— la. Committee of Supply. 

Thunder ; lightning; earthquake; Yote of “No Confi- 
dence ! ” J OHN Moeley gave notice to-day. Old Morality accepted 
challenge for Monday. Quite like old times. 

Business done. — Local Government Bill in Committee. 


AN ACUTE ENGEL. 

Our Celebrities^ a Portrait Gallery^ is being brought out by 
o Cl « photographs ought to be 

first-rate, with regular assistance 
of Sunshine & Co. assured every 
month for the ridiculously small sum 
of two-and-sixpence. J. Waxeet 
is the Phot^rapher, and Louis 
ENOEL~the Unlimited Loois Eh- 
GEi, of the World— the Mono- 
grapher. The first Number of the 
series is out this week, dated July 
1st, of which “ the Contents ” are, 
the Duke of Cambkidge, the 
Marquis of Salisbotry, and Sir 
Fredebick Leighton. They look 
like “ The Contents,” and we should 
say, after inspection, that the Non- 
Contents would be very few, if 
any. Associated as the name of 
“ L. E.” is with music, being 
himself a composer, musician, and 
musical critic, we should have ex- 
pected the presence of at least one 
musical celebrity in No. 1. But L. E., not by any means “an 
obtuse Engel,” has taken care of Number One, and so we suppose 
it’s all right. No Ladies are to be admitted, excepting, a great 
exception, here and there, — though we should say it will be difficult 
to keep “ Barling Mine ” out of the collection. He has chosen three 
distingfuished Englishmen to lead off with, and has monographed 
them in his own peculiar style, which is “ so Engel-ish, you know.” 


OPERATIC NOTES. 

Monday — “ Black Monday ” / 

Tuesday. — The Barbiere. Miss Aenolbsen a most piguante 
Bosina^ and Eavelli the Eeliable a musically correct, but not a 
dashing Almavim. NAVARBnn: a melodramatic Figaro ^ and Edoxtard 
BE Eeszk:^ too majestic for BasiliOy — ^not his line at all, —but in 
both cases the music has rarely been better sung. Ciampi revels 
in Bon Bartolo ; Signor Eandegger and the Orchestra revel in 
Ciampi. Jokes, presumably “gag,” in Italian. Only one person in front 
row of stalls, who evidently wishes everyone to know that he under- 
stands Italian, laughs heartily. Signor Ciampi reminds me occa- 
sionally of that eminent basso, Lionello Brougho. Mile. Baxter- 
MEISTER the Benevolent refuses encore for her duenna’s song : very 
considerate of her, as it is getting unconscionably late. Nobody 
in the audience thinks what the time is, but only what the Tune is 
while the Barbiere is being played. 

Delightful to listen to the conversation, evidently intended to be 
overheard, of a weU-informed lady and gentleman behind me, who 
are seldom right. “Here’s Figaro coming,” says the gentleman, 
and immediately enters Almavim. “ This is Bon Basilio^'* explains 
the lady when Ciampi walks on as Bon Bartolo. In the Singing- 
lesson scene Miss Arnoidsen gives us the “ Shadow Song ” from 
Binorah. “Ah, charming I ” exclaims the gentleman in rapture, “so 
like Eossrsri I Best thing he ever wrote.” Aenolbsen encored^ sings 
“ JSbme, Sweet Home / ” “ Well,” exclaims the lady, rather startled, 
“ I never knew that was in this Opera I ” “ Didn’t you, dear ? ” says 
the gentleman, delighted at the chance of setting her right and 
at the same time imparting valuable information to his neighbours. 
“ Don’t you remember it was introduced here, like the ‘ Last Bose 
of Summer ’ was in some other Opera, and Rossini stuck to it that 
it was his own composition ? I think there was a lawsuit about it.” 
“Why does she sing it in English?” asks the lady. “Because 
Arnolbson ’s an Englishwoman,” returns the gentleman conclusively, i 
as if the circumstance were a matter of general knowledge to ^ 
habitues of the Opera. 

Everybody delighted with Barbiere. Charles Hall, Q.C., in 
ecstsjsies at the shaving scene ; thinks of throwii^ up his practice, 
dashing his wig, and taking to the Lyric Italian Stage. Might suc- 


ceed to Ciampi, if DRXiRioLANxrs has no objection. Mrs. Shaw, La 
Siffleuse^ is present, and thinks it all “sweet.” She would very 
much like to whistle Bosina's part in the Lesson scene. 

Reminds me of the time I was on the stage,” observes the gallant 
WAINE, A.D.C., leaning on his gold-headed stick, “at Cambridge. 
Used to sing then. Every air charming, eh?” he says, turning to 
a fine old English Gentleman in the lobby. “Except the Ayr of 
Scotland,” replies Signor Chaplini, as he turns on his heel and 
hurries out into the wintry night. 

Wednesday. — Faust again. Enthusiastic Composer, who publishes 
under the name of Walter Austin (and why not ?), protests loudly 
in the Hall “ after the Opera’s over’’ that “never, never, in all his 
life, since the palmy days of The Fire King at Leeds, has he ever 
heard such Bp. ensemble^ or seen acting like Lassallb’s as Valentine. 
If,” he continues, addressing Dr, Wylbe, and interrupting him just 
as he is telling a circle of interested listeners that everyone who made 
a success on the lyric stage had been his pupil at the School of 
Music, “If,” says W. A., emphatically buttonhole-ing Dr. W., “it 
hadn’t been for the people coming in late and treading on my toes, 
I should have passed the most enjoyable evening 1 ever remember 
at the Italian Opera.” “I see,” returns the Doctor, somewhat 
shortly— but brevity is the soul of wit, — “ then you didn’t enjoy it 
toto and he escapes to his carriage, while the Composer strikes 
the light lucifer from The Fire King^s patent match-box, illumines 
a cigar, and slowly walks out, pondering. 

Thursday. — Fra Biavolo, for the first and only time this season. 
Not seen it for years. Though every air in it is as familiar in my 
ears as household words, yet as the Opera proceeds, I begin to doubt 
if I have ever seen it before at aU. Have mixed up the story with La 
Sonnambula. Ravblli the Reliable more at home in the fun of this 
part than he was dLs Almaviva ^ — which he also enjoyed, rather. In the 
Bed-room, scene he is decidedly more comic than the second humorous 
villain ; in fact, Ravelli the Reliable revels in the Ridiculous, and 
becomes Recklessly Rollicking. 

Ella Russell, sprightly and coquettish as Zerlinat sings the 
Biavolo Band-ditty well and ^amatically. Much interest evinced 
among the audience when she is at her toilet preparing to go to rest. 
Ladies titter ; gentlemen discreetly use lorgnettes. Being the Maid 
of the Inn, she has to be up and dressed quite early in the morning, 
in order to fetch the hot water (“She looks fetching,” observes the 
I gallant Major A.D.C.), and to call the visitors for the first coach; 

I otherwise the practice of going to bed in tightly-laced stays, and 
I high-heeled shoes, cannot be beneficial to health, even in Italy. By 
the way, what palatial apartments there are in the small Inn at 
j Pontresina. You would never imagine their existence from the 
exterior as seen in the First Act. 

^ SignorCiAMPi, as Lore? (first cousin to operatic LordAllcash)^ 

18 made up after the caricatures of the travelling English in a French 
comic paper. His very modern travelling costume is an anachronism ; 
as his weeping whiskers, curl-papers, and dressing-gown, are of the 
Mantalini period. He reminds me of “The Swell” in the pantomime, 
who, when there were comic scenes, used to receive most cruel treat- 
ment from Clown and Pantaloon. As a whole, Ciampi and Mile. 
Lablachb are a thorough burlesqiie couple; the lady being, of 
course, the better half. I wait until the treacherous villain gives 
the signal for the bel capitan to come into the trap, and then I rush 
out to get into my own trap, for I cannot sit there quietly and see 
Ravelli Riddled. Delighted with the music. Signor Mancinelli 
conducts his Bandits well and wisely. But I am told that this Opera 
never was popular. Can’t believe it : but can’t deny it. 

Saturday. — Lohengrin again. Same splendid cast as before. 
Evidently public prefer big Operas at Covent Garden to small ones. 
Exhibitions have not in the least as yet injured Opera or Theatres. 
“Mr. G.” present, light and Ayry. “ Floral Hall” beaming. 

Patentee Title. — A Job-master starting in business asked a 
poetic friend to select for him some appropriate title to put over the 
entrance to his establishment. “You let out riding horses ? ” asked 
the friend. “ Exactly,” “ Well, then, advertise * Excelsior I No 
more buying and bein^ sold ; try the Excelsior System ! ’” “ Ah I 
but what is the Excelsior System ? ” asked the Job-master. “ Why 
the ‘ Hire System,’ of course.” And if the friend had been connected, 
with the Board of Works, he would have received a couple of 
hundred for the suggestion. 


Sub (Punch- ANB-) Jubice, — ^I f,by the time this appears, Charles 
W ooB shall have gained his case, the verdict may be appropriately 
stated as “ Goon Woob.” 


S T. JAMES’S THEATRE. — K. Vacancy. Great opportunity for 
an experienced COIFFEUR in want of a first-rate Situation, 
as, at the end of this Season, Mr. and Mrs. Kenbal will lose their 
Hare— all requests to Mr. and Mrs. K. that “ they would keep tbeir 
Hare on,” notwithstanding— and the Hare-dresser will, it is ex- 
pected, also quit the establishment. 


Messrs. ©WAN, Sonneschein, & 





“ In CamerA.” 
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HAPPY THOUGHT. 

l ^ s . TripUs . “ And how is todr Concert oettino on, Here Peeifeee ? ” 

DON’T I BRO&RJLXME M OONCBENaD-BEETHOVEN-SoHtTM YNN -BrAHMS I Bcr ZE BlOKETS 

rr * -“"CH! . Pv Zffi VAY, MeS# TrEPLETS^ YOU DONT HAPPEN TO HAF Z^OS A ZtNQ- AS A MoOZIOAlTSFT Tv 7?A ]\rTrr j? 

OCOASION-JA ? GONZSaTINA I— PANfSOHO !— PONES I— GjMB «— Ti/Fzlva 
^ ILL BLBASB ZB PrITISH BoBLIO, JF ZE BERFORMEH IS OXTER VIFE TEARS OLT / 


“WHAT A NICE LOT OF NEW FHIENDS I ^Vl MAKIMC 1” 

{A Catch for Three Voices.) 

Bishop* I am glad, J oe, to find von have altered your mind 

About Secular Schooling. Your late recantation 

Brum* Presh light, my dear Sir, dawns on all — save the blind. 
But recant ! — oh I pray spare me that insinuation — 

A term that is too theological I 
Bung* ^ Yes. 

iNew friends should let bygones he bygones, dear Bishop. 

Our J osEPH^s old customers never could guess 

would see him— excuse the trade term, gents — ^in this shop. 
Make Iriends with the Publican ? Joseph ? Nay, nay ! 

And yet now his face, as a friend, at my bar I see. 

Bishop* And I at my School I 

Brum {aside), "Which my foes, I dare say, 

/ me looks like making friends with the Pharisee. 

\ Aloud. ) w ell, union of hearts is occasion for glee. 

So I give you the toast of “ We Three 1 ” gents ! 

“Wethreell!” 

Btshm^ Tria juncta in wwo— which means, my dear Bung, 

Three ^ited in one— should be henceforth our maxim. 
jd wwg, 1 likes toasts and things in my own mother tongue. 

A ^1 snub »im and tax ^im, 

A^that s not the Church-and-State party, no fear I 
Them s the pride of my ’artrand the ’ope of the nation. 

Y m gents wouldn’t rob a poor man of his beer. 

Nor yet of his morals by free Eddication I 

Phew ! What a nice lot of new friends, to be sure, 
I am making I Well, mme is a game needs finessing. 

^ i^shop.” If that should secure 

/ Jt ^ a blessing. 

{Aloud*) Well, Gentlemen, you are for Union, like Me I 

® of “ We Three ! ” friends ! 

Tutti {fortissimo)* » ^ ' I j j „ 


THE DRAMATIC CRITIC'S DIARY. 

Morning performance of a new and original farcical 
Comedy, in four Acts, called Plufn- Pudding, by J. Smith. Bald 
adaptation of a German piece ‘‘done into iH^nglish’’ several times 
before. 

Special day performance of Macbeth : Lady Machtth, 
Mies Rosina Snooks ; first appearance on any stage — and last I 
Wednesday*’— TrisX of Baton Square: a Comedy of High Life by 
SHiKSPBAEE (J^CK PoOTS. Theatre half empty; audieno^ 
heads.” Subsequent provincial tour of Mr. Potts 
and his great London Success Company,” 

Thursday* — Special Matinee for the introduction of Mrs. Twenty- 
stone in the character of Juliet* Borneo by her coach, Mr. Moses 
Methuselah (established as a dramatic agent for more than fifty 

y©£LT*8 f • 

Three Matinees and four evening performances. Writing 
^11 lught so as to he in time for the morning papers. 

Saturday.-— YisAt to new invention in Curtains. Press hreak- 
last. Inspection of Austro-Hungarian Exhibition, Press luncheon. 
Look in at the Royal Scotch Puppets. Press five o’clock tea, In- 
augnral dinner at the new hotel. Press banquet. Soiree at the 
Footlights Club. Press supper, 

Sunday*— hi the hands of the Doctor ! 

]iLp-NiEicENCB.— Mr. Pritchard Morgan has offered to 
present the Conductor of the best Choir competing at the Eisteddfod 
paton made of Welsh gold, to become the property of any 
cnoir winning it two yeap in succession. Meanwhile, of course, the 
baton will remain a real Gold Stick in Waiting. 

A Head.— I n a recent correspondence commenced by 
u J question has been raised as to 

whether a head can live that has no body. Perhaps not ; but there 
are many worthy bodies living with no sort of head on their 
shoulders. 
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AN AGGRIEVED UNIVERSALIST. 

Deae Sm,— -Are Editors to be^ aUowed to_do what they like 


with CoEtributors P 



“ The Parson at the Play ? 


And especially with Reverend Contribu- 
tors ?t Is a writer in my 
position t to lie down§ and be 
trampled upon by a tyrannical 
Editor ? Never 1 And I repeat 
“ Never ” for ever. *0 What is 
my complaint ? |1 
Well, Sir, I sent a serious 
article to the high-class and 
high-coloured Almost TTniver- 
sal Review— yrhick may well 
be the colour it is, and blush 
for its Editor’s treatment of 
me **— a^serious ^ 

® reasoned out, on an interesting 
moral and theological subject, 
entitled Pre^Historie Music: 
or^ The Piper that played be- 
fore Moses^ and, would you 
believe it, Sir,tt this fiippant 


. OFie!” 

Universal Remew, Tune, p.2iS, Editor, whose name is A'ery 
C oTTNTEEPAioiE, illustrates my most serious text with pictures of 
ballet- girls in such attitudes ! —Oh, me I— and in the shortest 
skirts 1 1 Sir, I am very angry. I don’t know when I ’ve been more 
aimoyed, — except when I lost my pet rooster, which crowed so beau- 
tifully as to be the delight of all my neighbours. Do you remem- 
ber ? §§ If not, I am still more The Aggrieved Contributor, 

Thistledown Vicarage, Bray, H. E. Hawish. 

* Certainly.--ED. f Still more certainly. — ^E d. 

t What position? — E d. {Nonsense. Can’t write lying down. — ^En. 

IF Eather tiring this. Monotonous for the audience. — ^E d. 

II Don’t know. Consult a Physician. — E d. 

** He can blush for himself. The colour of the Review its Contributor 
ought to be pleased with, as symbolical of Reddy Wit, — E d. (This is meant 
to be complimentary.) 

tt No, we wouldn’t.— E d. 

tt How did the Reverend Contributor know they were baUet-girls ? This 
letter seems to recall a similar case, concerning which the Rev. Mr. Haweis 
wrote last week to The^ i^tandard. He had contributed an article on The 
Parson at the Play — poor stuff, by the way — to The Univtrsal Review, and 
Mr. Quilteh, the Editor, tried to enliven it with illustrations of ballet- 
dancers, some of which he might have had in stock, and wanted to work off. 
The only mistake was the introduction of an un-Enelish pulpit, and an 
un-English- Churchman in it, preaching to some coryphees, — Ed. 

{{ “Do you remember? ’’ Rather — “ Can you forget! ” as Miss Grace 
Damzan so feelingly sings. — ^E d. 

DONNYBROOK OUTDONE. 

“ The Ppcy Fair in the old Irish Market-place at the Irish Exhibition, 
postponed in consequence of the death of the German Emperor, is now fixed 
forJulyl7, 18, 19, and20.” 

Here ’s wishing good fortune to Pat’s Fancy Fair ; 

May Ireland in all her best glory be there. 

Though sans Sprig of Shillelagh, with Shamrock so green. 
With another guess Fabr — that of famed Donny brook — 

She too long has been linked ; but how lovely she ’ll look, 

With smiling black eyes, but no blackthorn in fist ; 

The latter the Sassenach dour may resist. 

But the former will make us all thraUs to the Green I 

TWO PROFESSIONS. 

Wood, the Jockey, plaintiff in Wood v, Cox, cheerfully owned to 
making £4000 a-year by Jookeyship. ; No “ Whine from the Wood ” 
about such an income. A successlul Comedian makes itom £40 to 
£80 per week, and an average one about £16. What shall we try to 
make of our boys — J ockeys or Comedians ? ‘ ‘ ’Tis better to have tried 
and failed. Than never to have tried at all,” Many a rising young 
Barrister who heard Wood’s evidence on this point must have wished 
he had gone in for the pigskin instead of the woolsack, unless he felt 
sure of being Lock-Wood, Q,.C., instead of Charles Wood. As to 
the Stage, there is the chance of becoming a Tree, which is not so 
big, of course, as a Wood. But in this profession an amateur who 
aims at being a Tree may finish by bein^ only a stick. Mr. J. L. 
Toole was present on one occasion during tms trijd, when Lord Cole- 
ridge stated severely that he would not have his Court turned into 
a theatre. “ Cluite right, your Ludslip I ” exclaimed the eminent 
Comedian, ‘‘Too many theatres already,” Mi*. Toole at once 
quitted the Court in charge of the Tipstaff. In ^e evening, how- 
ever, he played The Don as usual. 

Parliamentary Musical Deitnition, — ‘*G minor,” — ^H erbert 
Gladstone. 



ROBERT AT A WENSON FEAST. 

One of them nice liberral intelligent gennelmen who kindly takes 
chwge of the jewvenile Sheryffs, and turns ’em out at the hend of 
their year of ofishal life quite fit and quite hegar for the more higher 
office of Aldermen, asked about fifty of his werry Mest frends and 
aqwaintenses to dinner at that nice little 
favrite house of mine, the Gildhall Tavern, 
to do honner to a present of Wenson 
sent to the Chairman by Her Most Gray shus 
Majesty Queen Yictoria herself, to show 
how eompleatly she was satisfied with his 
conduck as Hunder Sherryff! What a 
grand and nobel thing is Royalty I ^ Sup- 
posing as the appy and onered Chairman 
had dun somethiiik to satisfy sumboddy 
else, they would have most likely said, 
thank you, Sir, and there an nend. But 
with Royalty, back cums two splendid 
Hornches of Wenson, one a Buck-un and 
one a Doe-un, and Royalty says in this 
werry royal manor, “ eat, drink, and be 
appy I” And so they did, and so they 
was. I never never seed a merrier ;^arty. 

They was all quite fust-rate, with jest a 
few grand old Deputty s sprinkled about here and there jest to give 
a tone and a charackter to the hole lot. 

It was a werry elegant Menu, printed in red and gold, and the 
contents, with one xseption, wurthy of the distingwished cumpany, 
and the appy Chairman. But what a xception 1 I appened quite 
by chance to see Brown a looking at one, and then begin a grinning 
and a showing of it to one of his brethren, and then they both 
looked at me, and grinned again. So my kuriosity was natrally 
xcited, and I took one up and red it. And oh, shades of Udy and 
Frank Ertblly! what did my wundering eyes read? Between 
the Sammon, the Turbot, and the Croquets, and the Roast Hornsh 
of Royal Wenson, appeared the follering line, all in red cappital 
letters, Sucking Pig, Sauce Robert And, to add hinsult to 
hinjury, the sauce thus named was what is known to the wulgar as 
*\Sage and inions / ” I don’t know when I have bin so shamefully 
hinsulted, and Browns ribbledry hadded another pang to my wounded 
feelings, I don’t mind confessing, now that it is too late, that one 
of my werry fondest dreams was, when the inewitable time came 
that I had not enuff patience for to Wait no longer, to leave my 
honerd name assosihated with such a Sauce as shoud keep it in fond 
memory for countless ginerations of Corporation diners. 

The many hours I have diddicated to this noble haspiration is 
now all wuss than wasted I and 0 ! the many boxes of no matter 
whoose p-Us I have had to swaller when pursuing my many werry 
trying xperiments I But all in wain ; ana one cruel blow from a 
thoughtless Sheff has blited my fondest hopes, and lost me praps 
quite a nice little propputy. But such is hie I We builds up our 
Carsels of Cards hier, and hier, and hier, and with tears upon tears ; 
and jist as we thinks we is a going for to put the finishing touch to 
our great Pieter, our grand Statty, or an emortal Sauce, sometbink 
happens, and down comes the labour of long ears, and we stands 
elpless and agarst, amid the ruins of our wastid lives I 

But a troose to these sad thorts, and let us, as the French says, 
return to our Wensons. Well, our Buck wenson we roasted, and our 
Doe wenson we braized, and amost everyone of the gestes tried both, 
and werry few on ’em coud tell one from t’other, xcept of course the 
members of the Hepping Forrist Cummitty, who nalially knew both 
by instinkt. Sum few of the werry sewerest of the wensonian 
Crickits wentered to say as they didn’t think as it had bin kept 
hanging quite long enuff, but they all looked most remarkable small 
when the Chairman informed ’em as he had kep it hanging rather 
more than three munse. To be sure it was in a Cold Store, but still 
hanging is hanging all the world over, including New Zeeland itself, 
and it woud ha’ been rather unloyal to look a Royal gift Buck in the 
mouth to see how long he ’d been kept hanging. 

The Chairman set the good xampel of short speeches, and all fol- 
lerd suit. What a nobel thing it woud be ff ah Royal presents of 
Wenson was consumed in the same natral and libral way. 

Robert. 

The Rxtlb withoitt an Exception.— Last Wednesday Botanical 
Gardens Flower Show. Rain of course. Might have been predicted. 
Gardens soaking. So much wet about—quite Botany Bay. 


Mrs. Ram says she thinks of sending her youngest nephew to 
an Agricultural College to study Farmaoy. 


A STUTTERING Liberal-Unionist said that “the ter-ter-trees he is 
most f-f-fond of are se-se-cedars.” 
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ANOTHER LITTLE TALE OF “MR. G.” 

The following little story of Mr. Gladstone, which, is said by the | 
Manchester Guardian to be “ highly characteristic of his versatile 
intensity,” was recently qnoted from that paper by the Pall Mall 
Gazette : — 

“ After an mteresting interyiew with a prominent author whose acquain- 
tance he had newly made, in reply to a courteous ho^ that his Ute and 
strength might long be spared, Mr. Gladstonb said : ‘Yes, I confess I wish 
to live, for two great objects. You can guess one of them. It is to settle the 
Irish question. The other is to convince my countrymen of the substantial 
identity between the theology of Homer and that of the Old Testament.’ ” 

Having been favoured with another little story of Mr. Gladstone 
of the same kind, and one which seems to be, if possible, even more 
characteristic of his versatile intensity, we subjoin it without 
comment. 

At the close of a deeply religious controversy with a well-known 
Archbishop whom he happened to meet at a Garden Party, in 
response to a cautious incquiry whether he felt his life and strength 
equal to anything, Mr. Gladstone much surprised his reverend 
interlocutor by replying, “I should think so : rather. And I ^11 tell 
you what I Ve got to do before I die. I want to sing the tenor’s part 
m the Huguenots^ ride the winning horse for the Derby three years 
running, go up in a balloon hanging on by my teeth, and give a con- 


Nor is this alL I’m going to preach from the pulpit of St. Paul’s, 
ride up the Row wearing the Speaker’s wig, get a diploma as a 
double-tooth extractor from the Dental Hospital, irive the Dorking 


Coach, and go over the Falls of Niagara in a barrel at the panorama 
in York Street. Add to this that I propose swimming across the 
Channel from Dover to Calais, writing the Drury Lane Pantomime, 
and appearing in the Harlequinade myself as Clown, entering a lion’s 
den, putting my head in his mouth and tickling his throat till I made 
him cough, and then rowing stroke in the Oxford boat next year 
when they race Cambridge, and you may be pretty sure I ’ve got 
plenty of things ready to set my hand to. And what ’s more ; I mean 
to do ’em.” 

A New Character in JouRNALisM.--The “ Religious Editor 
vide letter to Times, from the Editor of The Contemporary Pulpit, 
about the Bishop of Peterborough’s sermons— is a new character 
professionally in journalism. “ I speak not for myself,” he writes ; 
the style of “ The Religious Editor” being quite Apostolic— much 
more so than that of the Bishop of Peterborough, whose letter of 
complaint to the Times was characterised by flippancy, especially in 
its joke about “ Extra ” — “ I speak not for myself,” writes the R. E., 
with all humility, “ hut for all Religious Editors, when I say,” &o. 
And what he does say is, that he is quite willing to pay for the 
copyright of sermons by the Best Preachers, if each one wiR revise 
his proofs, and put his name to his own discourse, — a proposition to 
as it appears, very few of the Best Preachers are inclined to 
accede. But, anyhow, “ The Religious Editor ” is delightful. What 
a paper, called let us say, ‘‘ Terewth,^^ Mr, Chadband might have 
started with Pecksniff, Uriah Meep the ’ Umble, Stiggins, and a 
few others, as principal Religious Contributors. Labby, M.I?., must 
tremble at the bare possibility of such a notion. 


NOTICE. — Rejected Conimxmications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case he returned, not even when acibompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no ezception. x' » » rr 
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Conversion All Round, 154 
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Coster’s Comments, 278 
County Squire (The), 154 
Cry of the Connoisseur (The), 169 
“ Daly ” News, 301 
“ Derby Anticipations,” 264 
Deux Beaux Yeux Bleus ! 137 
Diary of a Nobody, 241, 253, 269, &c. 

Diary of a Pessimist, 161 
“ District Visitors,” 233 
Dogberrj^’s Diary, 256 
Domestic Melodies, 273 
Doom of “ She ” (The), 148 
Doves with a Difference, 74 
Down on Donnelly, 207 
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Draper’s Sacrifice (The), 153 
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Infant Politicians, 229 
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In the Arena, 64 
In the Days of King Fog, 26 
“In the Days when we went Gipsying,” 
121 

In the Name of England— Guns and Men, 
249 

“ Intoirely MoUoydious,” 30 
In Vmo Veritas, 98 
Ismail out of Egypt, 58 
Italiano in Covent- Garden©, 222 
Italiano in Kensingtonio, 279 
Italian Peace-Preserver (An), 39 
Ixion, 207 

“ Jack ’s Alive I ” 69 
James’s Abdication, 282 
Japan in London, 184 
John Bright, 279 
Joseph Joking Goschen, 126 
“Joseph’s Sweetheart,” 146 
Justice to the Ladies, 132 
Just One More, 184 
Kaiser Wilhelm, 136 
“ Keats and his Hampstead Home, ’ 154 
Kind Uncle Sarum, 86 
LADY-in-Waiting (A), 243 
Lament of the Latter-Day Ape, 57 
Lane and Garden, 5 
L’Art I C’est Moi ! 147 
Last Vocation (A), 86 
Latest Society Sensation (The), 237 
Tjatest Telegraphic Intelligence, 113 
Lat-in for a Speech, 289 
L’Audace ! I 201 
Legacy to the Nation, 225 
“ Leg before Wicket,” 94 
Legislation for the Session, 45 
Lenten Discourses, 87 
Lesson in Law (A), 73 
“ Less than (Man) Kind,” 40 
Letter-Bag of Toby, M,P., 9, 13, 25, «fec. 
Letts be Correct, 221 
Liberal University Appointment (A), 88 
Long Farewell (A), 265 
Look Ahead (A), 39 
Lord Charles’s Farewell, 40 
Lost to Sight, 288 
Love’s Labour Lost, 190 
Madame la R5publique, 170 
Magistrate’s Song (The), 270 
Making it Hot for the Sweaters, 282 
“ Marry not come up," 3 
Master Ritchie’s Easter-Egg, 150 
I Matthew Aimold, 195 
May Minstrelsy, 214 
“ Measure for Measure,” 217 
Merely a Suggestion, 184 
Merry London, 243 
“ Merry Wives ” at Oxford (The), 274 
Metropolitan Mems., 274 
Military Matinee (A), 276 
Misery and its Measurers, 82 
“Model Agitator” (The), 205 
Model Bye-Laws, 298 
More Canterbury Tales, 97 
Most Important, 171 
Mot by M. Clemenceau, 177 
Movements of Mr. William Sikes, 2S6 
Mr. Arthur Roberts’s Lament, 195 


Mr. Punch’s Alarmist Alphabet, 23D 
Mr. Punch’s Congratulations to Two 
Rising Young Men, 85 
Mr. Punch’s Great Derby Cryptogram, 
254, 273 

Mr. Punch’s Examination Papers for 
Young People, 46, 67, 69 
Mr. Punch’s Indian Possessions, 193 
Mr. Punch’s Very Queer Stories, 132, 142, 
172 

Musical Note (A), 229 

Music of the Past and Future, 280 

My Play, 174 

My Prince ! 189 

New Discovery by Mrs. R. (A), 243 

New Friends, 270 

New Gallery (The), 238 

New Heresy (A), 193 

New Inspiration (A), 265 

New “Junction” (The), 42 

New Light (A), 45 

New Nationalism (A), 221 

New Reading for Next Time, 181 

News of the House of Savoy, 185 

Next Armada (The), 230 
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No King like Log, 61 

Northern Line (A), 240 

Not a Separatist, 209 
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Notes of the Week, 136 

Not Out of the Wood, 177 

Not so Bad as it Seems, 37 
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Odd-Eyed One (The), 169 
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Old Rhyme, 111 

One Degree Better, 77, 273 

On the Cards, 106 
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Open Questions, 206 

Opera Crop Prospects, 81 

Operatic Notes, 244, 256, 269, &c. 

0 Templer I O Mores I 182 
Our Advertisers, 45, 101, 208, &c. 

Our Booking-Office, 17, 28, 60, &c. 
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Our Debating Club, 24 
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Pigs in a Panic, 222 
Played Out, 23 
Play-time, 81, 89, 97, &c. 

Plea for Poor “ Goldie ” (A), 168 
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Plea for the People’s Poet (A), 69 
Plucky Pair and a Golden Wedding, 111 
Poems from the Police Courts, 179 
Poetry and Pastry, 34 i 

Posted Up, 17 

Presentation at St. Petersburg, 12 
Pro Bono Publico, 73 
“ Prodigy” Sons (The), 196 
Prophetic, 117 
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Singh Song, 33 

Sir Roger de Coverley on the Situation, 
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Six to the Half-dozen, 285 
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Something Fishy I 94 
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Studies from -Mr. Punch’s Studio, 157 
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Tennyson in Shoreditch, 53 
Testimonial to the Situation, 77 
“Thanks for Kind Inquiries,” 70 
Theatre of the Future (The), 217 
Then, Now, and Hereafter, 63 
“This is a MIontagu,” 180 
Thorough, 228 

“ Three Jolly Post-boys ! ” 234 
Three ’s Company, 165 
Three Views of Justice, 85 
“ To be Baron Knutsford,” 105 
To May, 230 
To Onr Volunteers, 170 
To the “ Times,” 17 
Tourists’ Talk, 294 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


To W. G., 253 I 

Toying with a Purpose, 303 { 

Tried by the Furniss, 195 
True Brett ’Un (A), 53 
Twister by Trade (A), 150 
Two Jubilees, 2 
Two Striking Testimonials, 106 
Uncommon Hats for Common Council- 
men, 216 
Unemployed! 83 

“ Unprotected Female ” (The), 246 

Upon Amaryllis, 37 

Valuable Literary Fragment, 204 

Very Sweet Lavender, 149 

“Vigil” (The), 294 

Voces Populi, 1, 28, 109, &c. 

Voice from Patna (A), 170 
Voice of Peace (The), 78 
Volunteering a Suggestion, 290 
Waiting for the May, 213 
Want and No Supply (A), 47 
Water-Colour Institute (The), 196 
Watery Grievance (A), 53 
Watkin Spider and the Gladstone Fly 
(The), 302 

W. B.’s Leggings, 292 
“What a (Drawing-Room) Day we are 
having I ” 100 

“What a Nice Lot of New Friends I’m 
Making!” 306 
Wheel and Woe, 189 
“ Where ’s Ramsgate ? ” 70 
Which is It? 192 
“Wife's Secret” (The), 181 
Wines of Old (The). 221 
“ Winter’s Tale ” Spoilt (A), 229 
With all their Art, 189 
Word in Season (A), 89 

LARGE ENGRAVINGS. 

“ All on the Downs,” 258, 259 

Balfour’s “Irrepressible” Donkey, 19 

Bear or Bug-bear ? 31 

“ Best of Friends ” (The), 103 

Birds of 111 Omen, 7 

Consol-ation, 139 

“Delightful!” 307 

Enter Bismarck, 79 

Germany, March 9, 1888, 127 

In the Arena, 66, 67 

“ Is Life worth Living,” 163 

L’Audace ! I 198, 190 

Master Ritchie’s Easter-Egg, 151 

New Friends, 271 

New “Junction” (The), 43 

“Panic amongst the Pigs,” 223 

Perils of a “ Pleasure-Horse ” 1 (The), 187 

Red-Tape Tangle (The), 283 

Return of the Wanderer (The), 55 

“ Such Good Boys ! ” 91 

“ Taking Soundings,” 211 

“ Three Jolly Postboys 1 '* 235 

“ Unprotected Female ” (The), 247 

“ Vigil ” (The), 295 

Waking him up 1 115 

What Next ? 175 


SMALL ENGRAVINGS. 
Academy Pictures, 220 
Alderman Buggins buttonholes Artist, 78 
American Siffleuse in Society (The), 246 
Anglers without their Tackle, 291 
Aristocratic Shopkeepers, 219 
Aunt Jane and Ladies’ Photos, 214 
Australia Shuts out John Chinaman, 255 
Baby Gladstone and Home-Rule Soap, 93 
Back to Parliament after Easter, ISO 
Barometre Politique, 253 
Beresford and “ Invisible Armada,” 243 
Bishop’s Cautious Reply (The), 150 , 
Bismarck and the Empress, 182 
Bismarck Extinguishing Cupid, 171 
Blue-Ribbon Curate and Tipsy Artisan, 111 
Board of Works Blackmailer, 290 
Bobbie asks Maud for a Souvenir, 64 
Boulanger’s New Character Song, 142 
Bradlaugh Triumphant, 143 
“ Brayvo, 'Icks I ” 37 
Bridal Pair journeying to Paris (A), 70 
Brothers who held Miss M.’s Hands, 18 
Brown’s Landlady and the Telegram, 159 
’Bus-Conductor’s ‘Flirtation (A), 195 
'Bus-Driver and Lady Fares, 294 
Chamberlain as Fishery Commissioner, 106 
Channel Tunnel Spider and Fly, 302 
Commons Cricket Match (The), 287 
Coster not going to Epsom, 242 
Crowded London “Open Space” (A), 184 
Debate on the Address (The), So 
Definition of a “ Cherub,” 94 
Dragoon and Curate, 249 
Duchess’s Theatrical Costume (The), 114 
East Winds — or Twins? (The), 123 
Edwin, Angelina, and Bilious Gent, 126 
Effeminate-Looking Boys, 30 
Excursionists at the Ruins, 51 
Faust and Mephistopheles, 134 
Female Students at Universities, 59 
Fight between Allopathy and Hoinceo* 
pathy, 38 

French Marguerite (A), 237 
French Viscount and English Baronet, 97 
Funny Man’s Success in Society (A), 174 
Gallant Tar 0. B. attacking the Admiralty 
Land-Lnbbers (The), 61 
Gladstone Bond Double Irish Jig (The), 63 
Gladstone’s Attitudes, 167 
Going to a Fancy Ball as “ Dawn,” 170 
G. 0. M-unchausen (The), 158 
Goschen Wrapped in his Budget, 191 
Grandchildren awaking Bachelor Guest, 22 
Grandmamma and 'Naughty Grandson, 83 
Grandolph as Diogenes, 99 
Grandmother and Grand-daughter, 298 
Greengrocer’s Garden-Roller (A), 228 
Hansom Cabman and Fare, 207 
Hawker’s Mop (A), 231 
Having a House fit for a Gentleman, 286 
Hercules Cleansing the Augean Stable, 74 
Herr Scbmidt’s Great Feat, 166 
How to get a Card for the Duchess’s 
Dance, 274 

Humane Society’s Ice-Man (A), 12 


Hunting Sleigh for Snowy Weather, 153 
Husbanding One’s Resources, 234 
Huxley and the Mermaid, 47 
Inebriate Gent and Weighing-Machine, 34 
Iri.sh Contributor’s Type-Writer (An), 87 
Irving Macaire and his Dog, 297 
Italian Soldier and the Negus (An), 177 
Japanese School of Painters (The), 50 
Jew Sweater’s Furnace (The), 122 
John Bull and Australia, 251 
Jones and Brown Retorting, 230 
Joseph’s First Love, Democracy, 146 
King Fog, 26 

Ladies Dining in the House, 95 
Ladies Introduced to an Aged Author, 42 
Ladies Meeting for the Sixth Time, 6 
Lady with Three Colds at once, 1.04 
Landing of W. E. G. at Dover, 77 
Latchkey Spoiling the Figure (A), 57 
Lecturer’s Patient Audience (A), 54 
“ Le Grand Prix,” 265 
Lending Two Pairs of Trowsers, 84 
Lessons to Ladies in Bookmaking, 222 
Little Lord Fauntleroy and the Duke, 239 
Local Government Bill (The), 227 
Locking Up the Decanters, 136 
Lords and Commons at the Derby, 263 
Luckily Insured before being Killed, 190 
Mamma Chastises Tommy, 137 
Marriott and the Ex-Khedive, 58 
Ma’s Portrait very like — all but the Face, 
162 

Master Hamlet Minimus and Mother, 41 
Mistress and the Maid’s Character, 279 
Modern Venus attired by Workwomen, 278 
Mr. Gladstone’s Dream in Florence, 23 
Mr. Punch congratulating the Prince and 
Princess of Wales, 110 
Mr. Punch’s Academy for Juveniles, 46 
Mr. Punch's Twelfth-Night Characters, 11 
Musician wanting Infant Prodigy, 306 
Name of “ Gentleman” (The), 27 
New Gallery (The), 238 
Noble Lord and his Butler (A), 277 
Old Lady and the Trombone-Player, 147 
Our Japanneries, 241, 263, 287, &c. 
Outcast Portrait Gallery and Rifle Asso- 
ciation, 266 

Oxford and Cambridge Balloon Race, 133 
Painter and Adverse Oi’itio, 183 
Parliamentary “ Cave of Harmony,” 107 
Parliamentary Early Birds (The), 119 
Parliamentary Owl on the Pounce, 69 
Parliamentary Transformation Scene, 73 
Paterfamilias and Banjoist Daughter, 270 
Photographic Parson’s Mistake (The), 39 
Pickpocket and Visitor at Races, 262 
“ Pleasure Horse” in London (The), 268 
Perambulators Blocking Pavement, 267 
Political Originals and thoir Portraits, 250 
Pope and Queen Victori#(Tho), 2 
Private Views of Academy Pictures, 273, 
285 

Prof. Herkoiner illustrates Moonlight, 208 
Punch and the Centenarian Times, 14 
Pupils introduced to Schoolmaster, 98 
Quartette (A), 135 

Reason for Worse Stammering (A), 40 
Rector Averages his Collections, 202 
Result of the Universitie.s’ Race, 72 
Ritchie as Richard the Third, 194 
Royal Academicians Varnishing, 179 
Royal Academ^ Cotillon, 218 
Scarlet Letter Day at Cambridge, 299 
Secret Meeting of Conservatives, 310 
Sir Cardinal and the Big Big “ G,” 82 
Sir John Lubbock Fly-Catching, 206 
Sloppy Picture (A), 201 
Smuggyns claims his Dance, 254 
Speaker’s Portrait by Lika Joko, 275 
Stout Lady at a Private View, 226 
Stout Man in Trap, and Jaded Horse, 213 
Strongbow or Longbow ? 76 
Sturdy Briton’s Model Nobleman (A), 130 
Suffolk Farmer’s Hand at Whist, 10 
Swell and Sweating Tailor, 303 
Swell Cadger and Crossing-Sweeper, 210 
Theatre Royal, St. Stephen’s, 232 
Three Incidents in Schoolboy Life, 186 
Toby Complimenting W. H. Smith, 155 
Toby greeting Salisbury and Gladstone, 75 
Tommy’s Aunt and the Elgin Marbles, 118 
Tommy’s Half of a Mmee-Pie, 15 
Top-Boots and Accessories, 141 
Toy Wheel-Tax Evader (The), 245 
“ Tracing her Footsteps m the Snow,” 3 
Trystmg-Places in the Parks, 282 
Turkey’s Notice to Prince Ferdinand, 131 
Two very Tall Men in a Ball-Room, 90 
Uncle Samm's Cabinet Pudding, 86 
Visiting Pretty Women, 138 
Volunteer Bicyclist — “ Left Wheel I ” 148 
Warren’s Whitening, 73 
What the Curate is to Preach about, 178 
Winter Costumes for a Drawing-room, 100 
With the Ninth Queen’s Royal Dancers, 62 
Works of Young Masters (The), 35 
Wyndham discovering Russia, 52 
Young People growing in Likeness to 
Parents, 102 



nONDONT : BRADBURY, AGNEW, & COk, FRINTERS, WHITEPRIARS, 








